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([ A masterpiece that deserves a place in the
lineage of The Prodigal Son, The Last

Class and The Christmas Carol.

The Chalice

Laura Spencer Portor

HIS IS not a story really,

ll simply a record. I should

like to say a record of souls
but that sounds sentimental and
dramatic.

It begins with Daphne, nine;
Geoffrey, seven; and Warwick,
six.

They live with us now. “Daph-
ne” always suggests to me daffo-
dils; only a daffodil would never
have come all the way from Eng-
land, “for the duration.”

Richard and I have no children
of our own.

I come in out of the rain and
latch the door as against the pos-
sible loss of treasure. Anna stands
at the top of the stairs. Anna is
Edo’s wife. Edo drives for us.
They are Finnish.

I say, “Are they asleep?”

Anna nods and says softly,
“Asleep, God be praised! So may
they sleep!”

Who but Anna would say that?
It sounds like one of the beautiful
canticles of the Russian church.
Nevertheless I think, “Think of
their being asleep on this night!”
and I remember the letter, and the
wash of night water against a ship
moving out to sea steadily.

I never saw a mother whose
children seemed less her own in
a crude possessive sense. She said
to me one day, “You see, I think
they belong to everybody! And
hard as it is to leave them, I think
it is a privilege to leave them with
you.”

She spoke of it again just be-
fore she bade them good-bye:

“Such a wonderful thing for

Woman's Home Companion, Sept., 1941.
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you, my darling ducks!” Then she
bent to them, “and don’t forget
that you hold all England in your
hearts. Everyone will judge Eng-
land by you! What a lovely thing!
You may make some mistakes but
they won’t be serious ones. And
England will be proud of you!
Proud to see you honest and just
and fine and loving. Good-bye,
my darling chicks!”

It was so she left them, not at
all as bereft children in a distant
foreign land, but proudly as am-
bassadors, rather, of England!

Daphne rushed to her and pulled
her down for a last kiss.

“You won't, won't, won't for-
get the doll’s petticoat ?”

“No, my pet, I won’t. You and
I won’t forget anything,” she
kissed them all around once
more, “not anything! Will we?”

The dock had the old familiar
spicy strangeness but was nearly
empty of the usual great stacks
of bales and barrels. No hubbub
or hurry. Only the ship’s officers
looking sharply. Only a handful
of passengers and they looking
serious and as though they were
thinking, “It is raining! The sea
will be dark. And who knows?”

Who knows, indeed! I think
of Anna and the church’s canticles :
“Vouchsafe us, O Lord, Thy starry
care. Give Thy angels’ of wide
wings, care in the paths our feet
must tread. O Beneficent One!

Remember our dolor—" something
like that.

All the while I think of the
letter. The children’s mother gave
it to me as we drove down to the
dock.

“Of course one never knows in
times like these,” she said. “If
anything did happen I should not
expect the boys, such little chaps,
to remember their father and me
very clearly. But Daphne is dif-
ferent. Daphne is like a chalice
that holds something precious—
something that is England.”

She allowed herself that. Con-
sidering her reserve it was much.

“So I have written the letter
to Daphne. If it were necessary
—if anything happened, the chil-
dren would go back to their
father’s sister, their Aunt Har-
riet—in Derbyshire. Before you
give the letter to Daphne—if it
happened !—I don’t think it will!
—will you read it yourself? That
would help.”

I longed for another canticle.
“Remember us in our dolor, O One
of Pity! As the stars from out
the cloud, shine upon those who
love one another with tender-
ness.”

As she went up the gangplank,
she turned just a moment to look
back at me and raised her hand;
a lovely gesture. And then, be-
cause the heart often seeks swift
refuge in little things, T thought

of the doll’s petticoat! And Daph-
ne expecting it!

The days go by. The boys are
true boys and tremendously Brit-
ish. They have a holy hatred of
Hitler. But Daphne instructs
them :

“It isn’t civil. It isn’t civilized
to hate. It isn’t really British!”

“Yes it 1s too!”

But Daphne still has a mind to
set Geoffrey right as to hate.

“When you feel that you're hat-
ing anyone, that’s just the time
to be good—to do something that
is good, to think of something that
is noble. For the more hate there
is in the world, the more the world
needs goodness. It's like buckets
in a well. When one goes down,
the other has to come up.”

We have had a cable from the
children’s mother. Nothing about
her arrival ; just, characteristically,
“Thank you so much for every-
thing.”

A few weeks later Anna comes
and stands beside me, one fine
hand holding the other.

“You have heard nothing more,
Madam "

“No; nothing more, Anna.”

“I think so much about her!”
Anna looks away, perhaps to Fin-
land, perhaps to England. “When
Edo and T lost our only little one
we thought there could not be
deeper sorrow. But it is more

sorrowful for any child to lose
such a mother.”

Again I want a canticle:
“Vouchsafe, O Most Mighty.” In-
stead I say, “I think it will not
happen.”

“l am hoping,” says Anna,
“that the little petticoat will
come.”

“Oh, it will come!"” T say. “The
children’s mother would not for-
get!” I think again of the letter
and I say to myself, “Nor would
Daphne.”

No news comes. It is long wait-
ing but worry will not help. The
children are quite happy.

The news came today which
changes everything. I read the
cable, dazed. It is from their Aunt
Harriet. Both father and mother
are gone!

I send for Edo and Anna and
tell them. Anna’s face becomes
white. Edo steadies himself with
his hand against the table. They
are both struck to the heart.

When I tell Daphne, she takes
it—well, as Daphne would; her
eyes wide and frightened at first,
like a fawn at night in the woods
with a sudden light played on it.
She clings to me but only for a
little while, controlling her sobs,
then she brushes the hair from
her eyes and from the shelter of
my arms looks out at the fire.

We go slowly, gently and slow-
ly past the dark places. I sit read-
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( A terrifying crisis which demanded an
“all-out” testing of the power of prayer.
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ing to her that night, and there
is a knock. Anna enters, followed
by Edo. They have come to bring
gifts. Anna has knitted a wonder-
ful little white ski suit for Daph-
ne’s doll. Edo has made a still
more wonderful pair of ski boots
and skis for the doll. Daphne
falls to sleep holding them in her
hand.

Anna is waiting afterward in
my room to explain. “In our
country we take gifts to those
newly destined for sorrow. We
do more. We kiss their hands and
say, ‘O angels of light, cease not
to guard this spirit.””

After Anna is gone I open the
letter and read it, as Daphne's
mother asked me to.

“My darling Daphne,

“This letter is for you to keep
always, to remind you of what
you and Daddy and I talked of so
often in this past year—that there
is no room in a truly English
heart for hatred; to remind you
that it is not civil, that it is not
civilized to hate—that it is not
truly English. It is to remind you
that if ever you feel like hating

Qur Father,

anyone that is just the time to be
good and noble—and kind and
fair, for the more hate there is
in the world the more need there
is of goodness.

“I know that you will recall all
these things that we talked about
and shared together —in such
beautiful hours—and that for all
our sakes’ and England’s you will
remember them always.

“The boys will learn all this in
time, when they are older. They
are still so little!

“Bless all of you, my darlings.

Devotedly,
Mummy.”

The next day I gave Daphne
the letter. She carried it away to
read it. She seems to me so safe,
so guarded, so destined for love-
liness.

Two days later a little package
came in the mail addressed to
Daphne, marked “Opened by the
censor” and resealed. Anna brings
it, her face lighted.

“I think,” she says,” it is the
doll’s petticoat! And isn't it
lovely, and isn’t it just like God
that it should come now!”

Make us, through Christ, citizens of eternity in the shadow of
time. Make us to know that we live in Thee, to whom death is but a
cloud-shadow wandering across our human valley, and that our own
will return to us glorified by Thy grace, through Jesus Christ our

Lord. Amen.

—Joseph Fort Newton.

Love is greater than we know .
And Death is the keeper of unknown redemptions.

—Fiona Macleod.

As If a Bell Rang in My Heart

Roland

ULFILLING one of my
Fscheduled concerts in Berlin

in 1924 was a terrifying ex-
perience. The French were oc-
cupying the Rhine and were polic-
ing it with the Negro troops from
their African possessions, and
German indignation was running
high. Until a few days before the
concert was to be given, I re-
mained in Prague. The American
consul there received several in-
dignant letters protesting against
my singing in Berlin, asking if an
American Negro was to insult the
spirit of Goethe, Schiller and other
great writers of Germany, by
singing plantation songs from the
cotton fields of America in Bee-
thoven Hall?

I was worried about the storm
of protest. The American consul
in Prague advised me not to go
to Berlin. However, I went,
slipped into the city incognito;
stayed in my hotel room so that
I would not be seen; walked at
night for exercise in the Tier-
garten. And on the night of my
concert I took a closed taxicab
with my Negro accompanist to
the Hall.

Hayes

The hall was packed with peo-
ple, with hundreds standing. At
eight o’clock I walked on the stage
with my accompanist. The stage
was white with light, but the deep
hall looked like a black cave. As
I moved across that stage for my
first appearance a barrage of
hisses, full of hatred, greeted me.
It was as if every indignant Ger-
man in that great hall were hurling
threats in my direction. I felt
those hisses as if they were ar-
rows aimed at my breast.

I had never had that ex-
perience before. But I remem-
bered  my mission. I did then
what I have always done at the
beginning of a concert. It is my
habit when I step onto any stage
to recall to myself that I am
merely an instrument through
which my mission is being ful-
filled. I stood there with hands
clasped before me, praying; pray-
ing that Roland Hayes might be
entirely blotted out of the picture;
that the people sitting there might
feel only the spirit of God flowing
through melody and rhythm; that
racial and national prejudices
might be forgotten.

From The Human Side of Greatness, by William Stidger, Harper and

Brothers, $2.00.
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Usually when I do that sin-
cerely, the audience instinctively
feels what is happening as I com-
mune with my Father.

But that was the hardest au-
dience 1 ever faced. However, as
I stood there, I had no doubts.
I stepped to the curve of the
piano and stood with my head up
and my eyes closed, letting the
Spirit do its work and waiting for
that hissing to die down. Two
minutes, three, four, five, on into
an interminable ten minutes, those
hisses continued. I waited for si-
lence. Would it never come? Ten
minutes passed, and the hissing
and stamping of feet stopped
abruptly.

I spoke to my accompanist with-
out turning my head from the au-
dience and asked him to take from
his music case Schubert’s “Thou
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Art My Peace.” It begins softly,
in almost a whisper. As the clear
notes of that song floated out over
that crowd a silence fell on them.

I went on with my concert. I
even sang two French numbers,
because I originally had them in
my program. At the end of that
concert the crowd began to ap-
plaud, stamping their feet, yelling
their bravos. Finally, surging up
on the platform, they took me on
their shoulders and carried me
around Beethoven Hall twice.

It was not a personal victory. It
was the victory of a Force which
sang through me and won that
audience. It was my mission at
work. I had nothing to do with it.
I was allowing myself to be used
by a Power which is greater than
I am, and it subdued the hatred
of that audience.

BISHOP SCROPE'S PRAYER

O God our Leader and our Master and our Friend, forgive our
imperfections and our little motives, take us and make us one with
Thy great purpose, use us and do not reject us, make us all here
servants of Thy Kingdom, weave our lives into Thy struggle to
conquer and to bring peace and union to the world.

We are small and feeble creatures, we are feeble in speech,
feebler still in action, nevertheless let Thy light shine upon us and
there is not one of us who cannot be lit by Thy fire, and who cannot
lose himself in Thy salvation. Take us into Thy purpose, O God. Let
Thy kingdom come into our hearts and into this world.

—From H. G. Wells’s Soul of a Bishop.

Help me, O God! My boat is so small, and Thy ocean so wide.
—Prayer of the Breton Mariners.

( The secret behind the founding of one of the
greatest missionary projects in modern times.

What Christ Means to Me

Wilfred Thomason Grenfell

T HOME we always had

morning prayers—a custom

which was tolerated rather
than enjoyed. In the summer my
parents generally went abroad to
Switzerland or elsewhere, and then
there were no morning prayers,
and the day seemed freer and
longer, and the sense of restraint
was removed. I should add that
so also was the similar beneficial
discipline of teeth-brushing.

I was not troubled by intel-
lectual doubts. I do remember,
however, being a bit surprised
when my delicate little brother
died, that I was not more sorry,
surprised at my confidence in
what everyone said, namely, that
he had gone to a happier home
somewhere else, where he would
not suffer any more.

The explanation was that we
never doubted anything that our
mother told us. Her faith all
through her long life was a posi-
tive, calm assurance grounded
firmly on the inner authority of
her own spiritual experiences.
What was infinitely more impor-
tant to our faith was that we boys
never once knew her deeds to belie

her words; we never knew her
to act in anger, or unjustly. There
is no denying the fact that a boy
or a man accepts unquestioning-
ly from a person whom he loves
that which, if he doubts the teacher
in any way, his mind will chal-
lenge instantly. To the mind of
every boy, the mother he loves
possesses naturally sources of wis-
dom which are not open to him.
He does not query or analyze the
fact. With our mother we some-
how knew that she had a knowl-
edge of truth which we did not
have, and unquestionably she had.
It was the inner light that Christ
says comes from following in His
footsteps.

Among my treasures lies a book
of my mother’s which I value more
than her Bible. It is her account
book summary ledger. Only in
looking over her books after she
had left us did I discover this
wonderful record of her faithful
stewardship through the passing
years during which we had taken
everything for granted, and un-
thinkingly accepted all that we
wanted. Here was the record of
day after day, year after year, of

From What Christ Means to Me, Wilired T. Grenfell. Used by permission of

The Pilgrim Press.
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endless patient work, monotonous
and uninteresting, and all done
for us. As I looked at these pages
a new light seemed to open up to
me, showing a great deal more of
what Christ had meant to me in
my normal boyhood than I had
ever been conscious of. He meant
a mother who brought Him right
into our family life just by doing
daily what He would do in her
place, and unquestionably into our
personal lives too, even if we were
not able to recognize and proclaim
the fact vocally in those days even
to ourselves. Religion to deserve
the term should bear the stamp
of normality.

Charles Kingsley, a kinsman of
ours, was at one time a visitor in
our home. There was nothing
“sissy’” about him. He was a
born fighter, a fine naturalist, and
loved everything in nature. He
was a good sportsman, and his
book “Westward Ho" and others
featured red-blooded men. He was
the first parson to give me an idea
that religion made men efficient,
or rather did not make men in-
efficient. He allowed people to
think and to do differently, and
vet be Christians. Kingsley was
not interested so much in doctrine.
To him a Christian was a man who
cleaned out the filth in his own
back yard himself and not the man
who asked God to keep typhoid
away from his house while he

January

himself did nothing.

In my student years, in the hos-
pital, I was going down a dark
street in Shadwell on my way
from a maternity case. I passed
a great tent, something like a cir-
cus. A crowd had gathered and
I looked in to see what was going
on. An aged man was praying on
the platform before an immense
audience. The length of the prayer
bored me, and I started to leave
as he droned on. At that moment
a vivacious person near him
jumped up and shouted: “Let us
sing a hymn while our brother
finishes his prayer.” Some one
said the interrupter was the
speaker of the evening, so I stayed
to hear him. He left a new idea
in my mind, an idea that loyalty
to a living Leader was religion,
and that knightly service in the
humblest life was the expression
of it. His illustrations were all
from our own immediate environ-
ment, much as Christ’s were, and
the whole thing was so simple and
human it touched everyone's
heart. Religion, as the speaker put
it, was chivalry, not an insurance
ticket. Life was a field of honor
calling for courage to face it, not
a tragedy to escape from. Christ’s
call was to follow Him, not to
recognize, much less to compre-
hend, Him. What Christ asked us
for was reasonable service, or the
service of our reason—but real
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hard service either way. His re-
ligion was a challenge, not a sop
or dope.

The preacher was an ordinary-
looking layman, and I listened all
the more keenly because I felt he
had no professional axe to grind.
It was D. L. Moody.

I started reading my Bible with
new interest and from a new view-
point. I was searching for some
guide to life in it, exactly as I
sought in my medical textbooks a
guide to physical treatment. I
seemed to have suddenly waked
up and to be viewing from outside
the life which before I just took
for granted. The idea of a living
Leader, a Sir Launcelot, a Bayard,
whose spirit all worth-while peo-
ple such as Newton, Gordon, Liv-
ingstone, Lincoln, embodied, who
could and did transform all who
accepted Him, and who in every
rank of life everywhere literally
would walk with ordinary folk
and enable them “to play the
game” and “endure as seeing Him
who is invisible,” fascinated me.
It tallied also with all my knowl-
edge of history and my personal
experiences, but it seemed too big
an idea to accept. Gradually I
learned that real religion involves
real courage. The inefficiency
which T had associated with it had
not been its fault, but ours. We
had not dreamt of taking Christ in
earnest.

I confess some of my difficulties
during these weeks were the peo-
ple who only talked about religion.
A religious “sissy” was anathema
to me. It was the antithesis of
my idea of the Christ. On the con-
trary, a quotation from the para-
gon of fearlessness, Paul, was a
constant help to me, for the need
of a power beyond my own, to
win out, was always before me.
Paul’s life was as full of thrills as
Herod Agrippa’s; Livingstone’s
and Lincoln’s as Jay Gould’s or
King Charles the Second.

Christ means to me the best
kind of a Friend, as well as
Leader, who is giving me in this
world ten times, nay, the proverbial
hundred fold, as good times as I
could enjoy in any other way.
Christ’s religion to me is primar-
ily for this world, and the New
Jerusalem is to come down from
Heaven onto this earth and we
are to be the Washingtons and
the Nelsons. We are to save that
city—and we are to have all the
fun of really creating it. If Christ
is right and life is a field of honor,
and Sir Galahad and Nathan Hale
and Edith Cavell got the real fun
out of it, then to every red-blooded
man life becomes heaven in pro-
portion as he seizes its oppor-
tunities for service.

When the opportunity to work
in Labrador came to me, I was
perplexed. The conceit of the sug-
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gestion, the expense of it, and the
question of qualifications for the
undertaking, worried me not a
little. 1 consulted my beloved
mother as to what she would do.
Her answer assured me that now,
though so-called “dead,” she still
speaketh. “I would use daily,”
she replied, “the words of the
143rd Psalm, ‘Teach me to do the
thing that pleaseth thee.”” Could
any theology be more profound?
Any sociology more practical? To
do my surgery as Christ would
do it! I am sure that when Christ
made doors and windows in Naz-
areth they did not jam, and misfit.

I have been discouraged some-
times in the Labrador work by
men who would say, “Why spend
money for X-rays, radium, and
up-to-date hospitals for a few
fishermen?’ Why? Because that
is one of the first things that
Christ means to me. He does not
do work cheaply because He is
dealing with simple men whose
bread depends on physical health,
ror let things slide because human
experts are not there to criticize.
Would any decent man? There is
no question as to what Christ
would do. Wouldn’t He work to
secure the right clay if He needed
any for the cure of a working-
man’s eyes? I've spent many
dollars on pilgrimages to famous
clinics, and many on instruments
and new books, with the idea that
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Christ would at least have me a
modernist in the practice of sur-
gery.

As the years went by, the sense
of the slowness and waste of time
impressed me increasingly. I real-
ized how slowly new ideas come
to one’s mind. Often I have
wished that one could have taken
a course at some university on
“How to love your neighbor.”
Christ has come to mean, more
and more, doing something, any-
thing, well.

There is no such thing as size
to weep over. Size, after all, de-
pends, as Einstein shows, on veloc-
ity; and so we can see how the
spiritual is real, the real is spirit-
ual, and the widow’s mite bigger
than all the gold and silver of the
Pharisees. God’s challenge to us
is only to do whatever we can.

As T see the Christ, He teaches
that the task of making life worth
living is not a loafer’s job. Life
is like Labrador, a Laborer’s
Land. It is intended to produce
that which no loafer’s land ever
anywhere can produce, the char-
acter of sons of God. Can any one
desire a world better suited for
that task? Christ teaches us that
life offers a worth-while prize to
us all, but, like all other valuable
prizes, it has to be won always
with some temporary self-sacri-
fice. Love, Joy, and Hope and
Peace are the slow-growing fruits
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of the spirit. Love spells sacri-
fice. True joy spells achievement.
Hope thrives best in hard times.
Peace is the result of victory over
self. Perhaps Christ’s truest mes-

" sage was the emphasis he put up-

on labor. He was a laborer and
most of His disciples were also.

Christ means to me that this
world has the potential in it of a
Kingdom of God. We are finding
this through workingmen, not
mere talkers, men too humble as
a rule to set themselves up as
oracles. I take off my hat to every
man of science always, if he is a
man who works: Newtons, Dar-
wins, Huxleys, the Wrights, and
Bells, Marconis, and Edisons, who
by work teach us the marvels of
the world, and so help me to real-
ize that it is the work of God.

The religion of Christ is the
simplest and most human course
of life as well as the most divine.
Life is not the horrible tragedy of
being bound to a wheel from which
escape into a Nirvana of forgetful-
ness is the loftiest hope. Life is a
victory to be won by the will even
against a timid intellect. Life is al-
ways everywhere a real, tough,
courageous fight, with daily oppor-
tunities to which are added all the
fun of the achievement and all the
glories of the conqueror.

To imagine that Christ would
not wear flannels and play foot-
ball, or a dress suit and attend

dinners and functions, or accept
the innocent changing conventions
of the day, is as irrational to me
as to suppose that we ought all to
wear Quaker dress or a Sadhu’s
petticoats, or that Eskimo women
should affect long skirts. In fact,
it goes further than that. The
Christ I visualize is inconspicuous
for all absolutely unnecessary dif-
ferences. IHe hated titles separat-
ing man from man. Leadership in
everything that was of value for
body, soul, and spirit was His. He
was the last on earth to be any-
thing snobbish. He loved play and
work as well as worship.

Christ means to me a living
personality today who moves about
in this world, and who gives us
strength and power as we endure
by seeing Him who is invisible
only to our finite and fallible
human eyes; just as any other
good comrade helps one to be
brave and to do the right thing.
Faith was essential for that con-
viction fifty years ago. Today,
with telephones and radios and X-
ray, and our knowledge of matter
as only energy, and now with tele-
vision within our grasp, there is
not the slightest difficulty in see-
ing how reasonable that faith is.

There are two things that no
true and wise man will deny:
namely, that love is the greatest
thing in the world, and that “he
loveth best who serveth best.”
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Prayer is not to inform God of
what He does not know; it is an
eye through which we see God.
Faith is not a denial of reason;
it is a corollary of finality in re-
lation with the infinite.

Faith came to me with the vision
of Christ still alive in this world
today. He meant to me a de-
termination, God helping me, to
follow Him. Certain it is that a
life among fishermen was the last
place I should have sought at
twenty years of age with my back-
ground. I have tried to subordi-
nate my will to His, and to play
across the board as if He were di-
recting my share in the game.

True, my five senses have never
made me conscious of His physical
presence in hours of temptation,
fear, discouragement, and doubt;
but there are other senses to be
relied upon. Thus I can account
for, but cannot see, touch, smell,
hear or taste the force which
makes my compass needle point
toward the north.

The faith in Christ upon which
I have based my life has given me
a light on life’s meaning which
has satisfied my mind, body, and
soul. The hope that through that
faith He would reveal a way of
life here which justifies it has
been more than answered.

A doctor himself is a medicine. That statement, made by Dr. Ira

S. Wile of New York’s Mount Sinai hospital should be heard not
only by every doctor but by every potential patient in the land—
and that includes all of us. Putting the statement in a smart, modern
form, the speaker said that any doctor who is not a pill can be
more effective than any pill in curing disease,

An outstanding fact noticeable to those of the older generation is
that the more the doctor has advanced in science and in the use of
modern paraphernalia, the less he uses that personal magnetism, that
comforting, inspiring air of assurance, known and used so well by
the old family doctor. There is no getting around the fact that our
troubles are largely mental; if we worry about them they get worse;
if we are cheered up they get better. The modern doctor with the
fluoroscope, stethoscope, the blood bank and what not had better
also study psychology. Otherwise psychiatrists will take over a lot

of his patients.
—Pathfinder.

Meekness, in the case of Moses, was patience which would not
stop short of its purpose. Evil is not overcome nor the cause of life
furthered nor greatness shown by becoming bitter or violent, but
by persistent and assiduous well-doing. When you have lost your
temper you have lost your cause. That is meekness: active patience
in the face of untoward conditions; the spirit that keeps its temper
and keeps going on,

—G. B. Robson.

( This is one of the most remarkable descriptions
of prayer ever written by this greatest leader
of the Quaker movement of our day.

Prayer and the Mystic Vision

Rufus M. Jones

LL definition, of necessity,
A means limitation, and more

than that, all attempt at
definition instantly reveals the
lines and tendencies in the char-
acter of the person proposing the
definition. No one can tell us what
constitutes the essentia of prayer,
or what mystic vision really is,
without discovering at the same
time to us on what level of life
he lives and what formative pref-
erences are controlling his mind;
and whatever he may say, we shall
know that there is still something
more and different to be said.

My studies of mysticism have
gradually led me to the view that
religion is essentially and at the
bottom a mystical act, a direct way
of vital intercourse between man
and God. Religion is thus in its
essential features as genuinely a
matter of experience as is our re-
lationship with an external world.
This interior experience of rela-
tionship with invisible reality is
what I mean by “mystic vision.”
The experience of mystic vision is
one in which life appears at its

highest level of inner unity and
integral wholeness. All the deep-
lying powers of the inward self,
usually so divergent and conflicting
— the foreground purposes de-
feated by background inhibitions
and by marginal doubts—become
liberated and unified into one con-
scious life, which is not merely in-
tellectual, nor merely volitional,
nor solely emotional, but an un-
divided whole of experience. With
the inner unification is joined fur-
thermore a sense of flooding, in-
vading Life and Energy from

- beyond.

There is something in us which
demands correspondence with
another environment than that
from which we draw our physical
supplies. Eternity has in some
sort been set in our nature and
we can no more shut the infinite
out of our being than the
inlet can shut out the tides of the
sea. Maeterlinck has well declared
that “there is in us, above the rea-
soning portion of our reason, a
whole region answering to some-
thing different, which is prepar-

Formerly professor of Philosophy, Haverford College.

From “Concerning Prayer,” ten articles on_the nature, difficulties and value
of prayer, by ten noted clergymen. Published by Macmillan and Co., London. 1916.
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ing for the surprises of the future,
and which goes on ahead of our
imperfect attainments and enables
us to live on a level very much su-
perior to that of those attain-
ments.” Professor William James
has shown how men “habitually
use only a small part of the powers
which they actually possess and
which they might use under ap-
propriate conditions.”

It has been pointed out that
there is a similarity between expe-
rience of mystic vision, these mo-
ments of inward “flooding,” and
the varied phenomena of “auto-
suggestion.” There is no infallible
mark or brand upon these experi-
ences which puts them in a class
all by themselves and which di-
vides them by a great gulf from
all that can be called “auto-sugges-
tion.” But “auto-suggestion” is
only a learned phrase which ex-
plains nothing. It merely means
that some experiences which seem
self-transcending are in reality
not so. “Auto-suggestions” which
end in abortive fears and which
shut the subject up to the vain
and debilitating chase of his own
illusory seemings are on their face
abnormal and unhealthy states.
They reveal no constructive, or
survival value. They assist the
subject, furthermore, in no way to
get into more genuine, cooperative
relationship with his fellows. On
the contrary, they tend to isolate

him and to sever his connections
with every kind of environment.
There are experiences of mystic
vision, on the other hand, the type
we are now discussing, which
work transforming and permanent
life-effects and which appear to
bring verifying evidences that
extra-human forces have been dis-
covered. Such experiences minis-
ter to life, construct personality,
equip for a mission, fuse men into
more dynamic groups, conduce to
the increased power of the race.
Energy to live by has actually
come to these persons from some-
where. We have here a kind of ex-
perience which the universe backs
and confirms. It is, then, at least
a worthy venture of faith to trust
this inner vision by which men
have lived and by which many
are still living.

Emile Boutroux has supplied us
with a happy phrase for the
heart’s inner testimony to this
junction of finite and infinite
within us, a junction to which
philosophers as well as mystics
bear witness. He names it “the
Beyond that is within”"—a genuine
Beyond, he calls it, a greater and
more perfect Being than himself
with which man comes in touch on
the inner side of his nature. St.
Augustine, the keenest psychologi-
cal observer of the ancients, had
already in his day discovered that
there is a Beyond within which he

calls the “abyss of consciousness,”
where with ineffable joy the soul
can come upon That which Is.
Whenever we get back to the
fundamental experience of mystic
vision and catch the soul’s first-
hand testimony, we get evidence
that the human spirit transcends
itself and is environed by a spir-
itual world with which it holds
commerce and vital relationship.
There are always two strands to
be found in all Mysticism. There
is first the strand of intimate per-
sonal experience which, like the
web-thread of the spider, is made
out of the very substance of the
inner life itself, and secondly,
there is a dialectical, metaphysical
strand which partakes of the “in-
tellectual formulation.” It includes
mental environment which many
thinkers, living and dead, have
toiled to produce, and through
which the mystic endeavors to ex-
press what his soul has felt. This
second strand or aspect is, how-
ever, something more than “in-
tellectual formulation.” it includes
as well the prevailing ideals, as-
pirations, and sentiments which
have become the unconscious inner
habits of the time, for no one can
escape the group-tendencies in
which he lives. If piety culminates
in asceticism in one’s period, and
if sainthood in one’s time is char-
acteristically attached to renuncia-
tion, those traits will almost cer-

tainly be an indissoluble part of
the spiritual fibre of one’s mysti-
cism.

We can learn much from the
experience of the great mystics,
but we must not come under the
spell of the outworn thought-
forms and motor-habits through
which they endeavored to utter
themselves.

We have a God “in whom we
live and move and are,” whose
Being opens into ours, and ours
into His, who is the very Life
of our lives, the matrix of our
personality ; and there is no separa-
tion between us unless we make it
ourselves. But true prayer is some-
thing higher. It is immediate spir-
itual fellowship. If we could say
nothing more we could at least
affirm that prayer, like faith, is it-
self the victory. The seeking is the
finding. The wrestling is the bless-
ing. It is no more the means to
something else than love is. It is
an end in itself. It has its own ex-
cuse for being. It is a kind of first
fruit of the mystical nature of per-
sonality. The edge of the self is
always touching a circle of life
beyond itself to which it responds.
The human heart is sensitive to
God as the retina is to light waves.
The soul possesses a native yearn-
ing for intercourse and com-
panionship which takes it to God
as naturally as the homing in-
stinct of the pigeon takes it to
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the place of its birth. There is in
every normal soul a spontaneous
outreach, a free play of spirit,
which gives it onward yearning
of unstilled desire. It is no sub-
jective instinct—no blind outreach.
If it met no response, no answer,
it would soon be weeded out of
the race. It would shrivel like the
functionless organ. We could not
long continue to pray in faith if
we lost the assurance that there
is a person who cares, and who ac-
tually corresponds with us. In fact
the very desire to pray is in itself
prophetic of a heavenly Friend.
A subjective need carries at any
rate an implication that there is
an objective stimulus which has
provoked that need. There is no
hunger for anything not tasted, as
John Fiske in his little book,
Through Nature to God, has well
shown. William James has said:
“Very little is said of the rea-
son why we do pray, which is
simply that we cannot help pray-
ing.”

Auguste Sabatier states,
“Prayer is religion in act; that is,
prayer is real religion.” Religion is
nothing if it is not the vital act
by which the spirit seeks to save
itself by attaching itself to its
principle. This act is prayer, by
which I mean, not an empty utter-
ance of words, not the repetition
of certain sacred formulas, but the
movement of the soul putting it-

January

self into personal relation and con-
tact with the mysterious power
whose presence it feels even before
it is able to give it a name.

I perhaps have spoken of mys-
tic vision—the experience of inter-
course—as though it were an ex-
perience which just “comes,” like
a wind blowing where it lists, man
knows not how; but that is far
from the truth. When it ‘“cenes”
it is to a soul prepared for it and
expecting it. To receive great hu-
man love one must bring a
great human spirit to the fellow-
ship. It is true also of communion
with God, which is both a divine
grace and a human act. To enter
the holy of holies and to commune
with the great Companion one
must want to enter and one must
expect to commune. The central
act of religion, on the human side,
is this expectant, co-operative
raising of the soul to the personal
experimental consciousness of the
real presence of God. St. Gregory
said: “When a soul truly desires
God it already possesses Him.”

Religion is primarily, and at
heart, the personal meeting of the
soul with God. If that experience
ceases in the world, religion, in its
first intention, is doomed. There
can be living religion only so long
as the souls of men actually expe-
rience fresh bubbling of the living
water within and know for them-
selves that a heart of eternal love
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beats in the central deeps of the
universe within reach.

To give up cultivation of
prayer, then, means in the long
run the loss of the central thing in
religion ; it involves the surrender
of the priceless jewel of the soul.
Silence is beyond question a very
important condition for the great

inner ~-t of nraver. S bone as we
sre rather light-hearted name tor

j)atofsa regime in the realm of the
G It is a new name for some-
P _old as Enoch, wl}o
iz Shed with -God‘.” Students will
gaals £ recognize it as a fresh ap-
learn b, . f© Brother Lawrence’s
stillnesicing the Presence of God.”
ouit: ak have hitherto thought _of
Life Soly a few seconds or min-
inner * \:veek, and He was ouf of
the Sﬂ’:mmd the rest of .the tn'.ne.
far £ you are attempting, like
at the'T Lawrence,_ to have God
i Godhd every minute you are

Such drastic change in habit

But . 5 real effort at the begin-

silence

INg, Stt a favorable hour; try how
attitudminutes of the hour you can
ing fmber God at least once each
sonsite; that is to say bring God
the 1ind at least one second out of
whyy sixty. Your score will be low
heigrst, but keep trying, for it con-
qualtly becomes easier, and after
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congregation which makes every
earnest seeker more quick to feel
the presence of God, more acute
of inner ear, more tender of heart
to feel the bubbling of the springs
of life, than any one of them would
be in isolation.

“When religion has done its per-
fect work, has melted away hu-

man passions and selfish inclina-
minutes while passing people on

the street? Yes. Offer a swift
prayer for the people at whom
you glance. The way people smile
back at you shows that they like
it. Can you continue to think of
God every minute while you are
reading? We have found a way.
If you are reading the Bible, we
may ask: “God, what art thou say-
ing to us from these pages?” If
reading a book or magazine or
newspaper, we may say mentally
such words as: “God, what is your
opinion of this?” and so continue
a running conversation with Him
inwardly about the pages we are
reading. Kagawa says scientific
books are letters from God telling
how He runs His universe.

No practice we have ever found
has held our thinking so uniformly
high and wholesome as this making
all thought a conversation with
God. When evil thoughts of any
kind come, we say: “Lord, these
thoughts are not fit to discuss with

f‘son-’rom The Game with Minutes, Alcyone Press, Claremont, California, and
intc Macalester Park Publishing Company, St. Paul, Minnesota. (5¢ a copy.)
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