A

25¢

Clear Horizons

A Quarterly of (reative Spiritual Living

CONTENTS
Page

The Man with a Good Face ................Frank Luther Mott 1

Wat on the Deeper Levels .ooooooionnaieece Glenn Clark 10 |

The Strange New World Within the Bible ....Karl Barth 19
Begin with the Kingdom ... .E. Stanley Jones 27
Earthly Life Transformed into Heavenly...Frank Laubach 33
Fundamentals of Prayer SR sl Gerald Heard 37

7

A Man Who Took God's Promises Literally ......ooecoeermeeee
ceentindrew Murray 43

=

That Which Concerneth Me ..o Walter Lanyon 48
The New Life 53
The Prayer Tower : 57
I've Enlisted for the Duration ... weeStarr Daily 59
A Prayer for 1942 emeDavid Lawrence 61

A God-Guided Business ...........c......Mary B. Merritt 63

e s ale/]

i
BT

Poems by C. K. Brady, Elsie Mackay, Mabel O. Swain,
Beverley Githens, Mabel C. Garrett, Esther Harding
and Ethel Davidson.

(W a ——— ———
S e

October, 1942



OCTOBER, 1942

Clear

Blorizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

Third Year

( How the search for a face led
to the finding of a soul.

Volume 3, No. 2

The Man With the Good Face

Frank Luther Moit

SUBWAY express train
roared into the Fourteenth

Street Station and came to
a full stop, and the doors slid
open. It was just at the lull of
traffic before the rush of the late
afternoon, and the cars were only
comfortably filled. As the train
stopped, a small, unobtrusive man,
sitting near one end of the third
car, quickly rose from his seat
on the side of the car facing the
station platform, and peered
through the opposite windows. All
the way up from Wall Street this
little man had sat quietly observ-
ing through his deepset gray eyes
every man or woman who had en-
tered or left the car. His figure
was slight, and the office pallor
that overspread his serious face
seemed to give to his eyes a singu-

lar intensity of gaze. Now he
peered intently out at the people
on the Fourteenth Street platform.

Suddenly his eyes dilated; he
leaned toward the window, and
raised both hands as if to shade
his eyes. Then he turned and ran
toward the door, which was sliding
shut. The little man’s face was
white as chalk; his eyes were
round and blazing with excite-
ment. Against the protests of the
guard, he squeezed through the
door and made his escape just as
the train was beginning to move.
Heedless of the commotion he
caused, the man dodged wildly
across the platform toward a local
which stood there, gongs ringing
and doors closing. For all his
haste, the little man was too late
to enter. He pounded on the glass
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of one of the closed doors im-
periously.

“Next train,” said the guard
shortly.

“Let me on!” demanded the
little man, waving his arms wildly.
“Let me on! You have time.”

“Next train,” repeated the
guard.

The train began to move swift-
ly. The little man ran alongside,
peering in through the windows
at something or somebody inside.

“Look out!” called the guard,
watching him.

Oblivious to the interest of the
spectators, oblivious to all the
hurrying and running and crowd-
ing as other trains roared into the
underground station, the little man
leaned limply against a pillar.

“He's gone!” he muttered to
himself. “He’s gone!”

For upward of twenty years
Mr. James Neal had been a clerk
in the offices of Fields, Jones &
Houseman on Lower Broadway.
Every day of these twenty-odd
years, if we except Sundays and
holidays, Mr. Neal had spent an
hour and a half on Subway trains.
He never confessed to any one
that he held the Subway as the
sign and symbol of the rut into
which his life had grown.

Perhaps the pallid little clerk
with the large gray eyes would
have become very lonesome if he
had not eventually found a real
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interest in life. This, then, was
the manner and substance of his
finding. He got to studying faces.
At first he did it unconsciously,
and he had probably been analyz-
ing features idly for years before
he discovered and fully realized
how extremely interesting this oc-
cupation was becoming. One half-
holiday he went up to the Library
and read a book on physiognomy,
and after that he laid out his course
of study carefully, classifying and
laying away in his memory the
various types of faces that he saw.
Every morning and every evening
he worked in his laboratory—the
Subway trains.

He never had to stand up in the
cars, for he boarded them, whether
at one end of his trip or the other,
before they were crowded; but
as soon as crowds began to fill up
the aisles he always gave up his
seat. This naturally gained him
repeated credit for courtesy, but
the real reason for his apparent
gallantry was that he could not
see people’s faces when he was
sitting while others stood in the
aisles. But when he hung to a
strap and looked at the window in
front of him, the blackness out-
side combined with the bright
light of the car to make the glass
of the window an excellent mirror
to reflect the faces of those who
stood near him.

But the most interesting set of
categories according to which he
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filed away the various faces he saw
was that of their ruling passions.
There was the scholar, the sport,
the miser, the courtesan, the little
shopkeeper, the clerk, the house-
wife, the artist, the brute, the hypo-
crite, the clergyman, the barhound,
the gambler. Sometimes he looked
into faces loosened by liquor and
saw such a foulness looking out
at him that he was heartsick.
Every face was stamped with the
little passion peculiar to it—the
mark of its peculiar spirit. The
mouths, especially, betrayed the
souls within.

“I'm sorry I've learned it,
breathed Mr. Neal one day. “Now
I must always look into a man’s
soul when I look into his face.”

It was true. Men who could
hide secret sins from bosom
friends—even from their wives—
were defenseless against this little
clerk hanging to a strap—this man
with the serious pale face and
the large gray eyes who had
learned by years of systematic ob-
servation to pierce every barrier
of reserve.

His study and classification
went on for several years before
it occurred to him that there was
one kind of face that he never
saw—one type that he never found
in all the Manhattan crowds. When
he had first discovered that this
face was missing he had called it
“the good face;” and though he
realized the insufficiency of this

designation he could not think of
a better, and the term stuck.

The face he never saw became
an obsession with Mr. Neal. He
hunted for it in various parts of
the city. He came to have an in-
expressible hunger for the sight of
spiritual quality lighting the faces
of the people of the Subway
crowds. He searched for simplic-
ity, for transparent truth, for
depth of spirituality, for meek
strength and gentle power. But
simplicity in the Subway? Guile-
less transparency of any sort?
Spirituality? Mockery !

The time came when Mr. Neal
could not sleep of nights for the
evil faces that leered at him from
every side out of the darkness. It
was only when he slept that he
could see, in his dreams, the “good
face.” Finally, he was driven to
make a resolution. He would con-
sciously seek for the good faces;
the evil ones he would pass over
quickly. Thenceforward he was
happier. As his train roared
through the tunnels of night un-
der New York, his eyes dwelt
most upon the faces that were
marked, however, lightly, with the
qualities that reached their united
culmination in the “good face.”
He found his old faith in the per-
fectibility of man renewed.

So months went on, and joined
together into years.

Then, one day in the Subway,
with his eyes full open, James
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Neal suddenly saw the Face! He
had been going home from work
in the evening quite as usual. The
express train on which he was
riding was about to leave Four-
teenth Street Station when a tall
man who was about to enter the
local train standing at the other
side of the station platform turned
and looked directly at him. Mr.
Neal’s heart almost stopped beat-
ing. His eyes were blinded, and
yet he saw the Face so distinctly
that he could never forget it. It
was just as he had known it would
be, and yet gemtler and stronger.
A moment Mr. Neal stood spell-
bound. The door of his own car
was sliding shut ; he leaped toward
it, and, as we have already seen,
squeezed through and ran toward
the other train. Though he was
too late to get in, still he could
see the Face within the moving
car.

The next morning Mr. Neal
entered upon a new life. He had
seen the Face; it had not been a
dream after all. He felt young
again. Even the roar of the Sub-
way did not pull his spirits down,
and when he briskly entered the
office of Fields, Jones & House-
man, the old-fashioned high desks
and stools and all the worn, dingy
furniture of the room seemed to
the little clerk with the shining
face to be strangely new. The
chief clerk, sitting at a dusty old
roll-up desk in the corner, looked
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up at Mr. Neal sharply as he
entered. The chief clerk always
looked up sharply.

“Morning!” he said briefly, and
dived down again into his work,
with his shoulders humped.

But Mr. Neal was more expan-
sive.

“Good morning!” he called, so
cheerily that the whole office felt
the effect of his good humor.

For a long time Mr. Neal lived
in the daily hope of seeing the
Face again. But as the weeks and
months passed the Face did not
reappear.

Until one Saturday half-holiday
in December. This is the way it
happened.

Mr. Neal employed this particu-
lar half-holiday at Columbus Park.
On this Saturday he found Co-
lumbus Park less populous than it
had been on his last visit a month
before, for many of its habitues
had sought warmer climes. The
weather was seasonably cold, and
Mr. Neal felt really sorry for some
of the old, broken-down men and
women he saw.

Toward the end of the short
December afternoon, he found an
old man, shaking with the cold,
huddled up on one of the benches
of the park. The haggard, un-
shaven face told the usual story
of the derelict, but something in
the face—perhaps the abject fear
that glowered in the eyes—sounded
before he knew it the depths of

1942 THE MAN WITH THE GOOD FACE 5

pity in the little clerk’s heart. Mr.
Neal tried to talk to him, but
there was no ready beggar’s tale
to be poured into the ears of
benevolence ; there was only fear
of the cold, and of misery, and of
death. Yielding suddenly to an
impulse so strong that it bore
down all thoughts of prudence,
Mr. Neal slipped out of his own
overcoat and put it about the
man’s threadbare shoulders, and
then hurried off toward the Worth
Street Station of the Subway.

The wintry breeze chilled him as
he hastened along, a slight figure
in a worn business suit, leaning
against the wind, but his heart
was warm and light within him.
Down he hurried into the Sub-
way station. The train was thun-
dering in, crammed to the doors,
for it was the rush hour and even
down here the trains were crowd-
ed. Mr. Neal edged into the near-
est door and then squirmed over
to a place against the opposite door
in the vestibule, where he could
see people as they came out.

As the train was slowing down
for Astor Place Station an express
train passed it, speeding for Four-
teenth Street. Mr. Neal turned
with an effort (for he was wedged
in tightly) and looked through the
glass door at the brightly lighted
cars as they passed his own train.
The express was crowded too,
with people standing in the aisles,
hanging to straps. The faces were

very clearly distinguishable in the
bright light; and Mr. Neal,
strangely excited at this rapid
panorama of faces, saw each one
distinctly. Suddenly he leaned
forward, close to the glass. He
saw it! The Face! It was there!
But it was gone in a moment. It
had been like a flash in the dark
tunnel. His own train had come
to a jarring stop, and the express
was only thunder in the distance.

Now the clerk had no eyes for
the occupants of his car. His face
was pressed against the glass door.
He saw, out there in the darkness,
that serenely beautiful Face, bea-
tific, transcendent. And even as
he looked he saw again the rear
lights of the express. They were
going to overtake it—to pass it
again! It had been halted by the
block signals of the train ahead,
perhaps; at any rate, it was now
moving very slowly. As the local
shot by, the panorama of faces
was unfolded much more rapidly
than it had been before, but Mr.
Neal caught a glimpse of the Face
once more. It looked directly at
him, as it had before, and he
thought it smiled upon him a little.

The little clerk was greatly ex-
cited. As soon as the local had
come to a stop at the Fourteenth
Street Station and the doors had
been opened, he darted out and
hurried to the other side of the
platform. The gong had begun to
ring again when he caught sight
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of a tall figure mounting a short

flight of stairs toward the upper
platform, and he immediately knew
that there was the man he sought.
The Face was turned away, but
he thought he could not be mis-
taken. He rushed toward the
stairway, bumping into others so
many times in his haste that he
really made little speed. When he
reached the top of the stairs he
looked about. For one heartsick
moment he thought he had lost
the man after all. Then, away
across the station, near one of the
exits, he saw the tall figure again.
The man was leaving the station,
and as he passed out, for a mo-
ment he turned his Face toward
the crowd within; and Mr. Neal
knew then that he had not been
mistaken.

To the little clerk it seemed an
age before he could reach the exit
through which the tall figure had
passed. He ran around people and
dodged and ducked, oblivious of
the curious watching of the crowd.
At last he gained the exit. The tall
man was nowhere to be seen.

As he stood for a moment on
the curb before crossing Lexing-
ton Avenue, halted by a long string
of passing automobiles, he thought
he saw the tall man at about the
middle of the next block. Taking
his life in his hands, he scurried
across the street, dodging in and
out among the vehicles with curses
of drivers in his ears. But he got
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across safely, and now he was cer-
tain that he had been right; there
was the tall figure he could not
mistake. Now he gained on the
man, who turned south into Third
Avenue. As Mr. Neal breathlessly
turned the corner he saw the tall
man mounting the stoop of a
shabby four-story apartment house
a little way down the street. About
to enter, he turned his Face to-
ward the running clerk, and even
by the dim light at the entrance to
the dingy house, Mr. Neal could
see how ineffably spiritual and
strong the Face was. Joy filled the
little clerk’s heart so full that tears
came to his eyes. At last he was
to meet the man with the “good
face”—after so long! He managed
to find breath to call out.

“I say!” he shouted.

But he was too late, for the
door had closed almost before the
words left his mouth.

Leaping up the steps, he found
that the door was not locked, and
he entered a dark hallway. He
heard a step on the landing above,
and called out again, but there
was no answer. He hurried up
the creaking stairs, but he was just
in time to see the first door on his
left closed silently but firmly.

Mr. Neal hesitated. He took off
his hat and wiped his forehead.
Then he rang the bell.

The hallway was dimly lighted
with one small gas jet over against
the discolored wall. Mr. Neal
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waited. Presently he heard foot-
steps. Then the door was opened
and a flood of warm light poured
into the dim little hall. A short,
white-bearded old man stood in
the doorway. He seemed the very
personification of serene happiness,
and over his shoulder peered an
old lady whose face was lighted
by the same kindly joy. There
was an atmosphere of quiet good-
ness about them both; it flooded
out into the hallway as sensibly as
the glow of light itself. The old
couple looked questioningly at Mr.
Neal. The little clerk was some-
what embarrassed.

“I—I wanted to see the gentle-
man who just came in here,” he
said,

The white-bearded old man
seemed surprised.

“Why, nobody has come in
here,” he said in a gentle voice.
“Not since I came home over an
hour ago.”

“Oh, the tall man, with—
with—"

“But nobody has come in, Sir,”
reiterated the old man.

“Just now, you know,” insisted
Mr. Neal. “A tall man—"

“Nobody is here, Sir, but us. But
if I can do anything for you, I'd
be glad to.”

Mr. Neal saw that the old gentle-
man thought he was dealing with
a demented man; he saw too that
the denial was an honest one.
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“Thank you,” said Mr. Neal.
“No. I must be going. I am very
sorry I troubled you.”

The old man bade him a cheery
good night, but he looked after
Mr. Neal in solicitude as the clerk
went slowly down the steps.

Heartbreaking though his dis-
appointment was, Mr. Neal was
not embittered.—There was one
thing that he knew now beyond
all cavil or doubt: he knew that he
should find the man with the good
face. He knew that he should
eventually meet him somewhere,
sometime, and come to know him.

“It will be soon,” he would say
to himself. “I know it will be
soon.”

Mr. Neal at last formed the ac-
quaintance of the members of the
family with whom he had lodged
so long. There were three child-
ren, two of them pictures of health,
but the third thin and pale and
unable to romp about because of
a twisted leg.

Mr. Neal became a veritable
member of the household, and
when he discovered from a chance
remark of the father that they
were saving money penny by penny
to buy a brace for the crooked leg,
he insisted on “loaning” the money
to make up the balance still lack-
ing.

“Funny thing,” commented the
teamster one evening. “We used
to think you wasn’t human ex-
actly.” He laughed heartily.
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“Gotta get acquainted with a guy,
ain’t you?”

Then his wife, a thin, washed-
out little woman, embarrassed the
little clerk greatly by saying
gravely, “Mr. Neal, you're a good
man.”

Her eyes were on the little
cripple.

In the same vein was the com-
ment of the office force at Fields,
Jones & Houseman’s on the occa-
sion of Arnold’s injury in the
elevator accident, when Mr. Neal
took up a collection for the in-
jured man, heading the subscrip-
tion himself.

“Funny thing,” exclaimed the
chief clerk to a stenographer as
they were leaving the office that
afternoon. “Funny thing: when I
first came here James Neal was
close as a clam; never a word out
of him. Paid no attention to any-
body; all gloom. Now look at him
helping everybody! Best old scout
in the office!”

As he nodded his head in em-
phasis, his eyeglasses trembled on
his nose—but they stuck.

“I’ve not got a better friend in
the whole town than James Neal,
and I know it,” he added, “and I
guess that’s true of everybody in
the office!”

It was true that Mr. Neal and
the chief clerk had become fast
friends. They had come to spend
their Sundays together, and even
to share confidences, and so it
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was natural that Mr. Neal should
be moved to tell his friend about
his search for the Face. This tell-
ing of his secret was epochal in
Mr. Neal’s life.

“John,” said Mr. Neal, “I know
that I am going to find him very
soon. I know it.”

“How do you know it?” asked
the chief clerk. “Something—well
—psychic?”

“Oh, no. It's not mysterious.
It’s just a—a certainty, John. I
know I shall find him very, very
soon.”

“Well, you know—" and the
chief clerk looked at Mr. Neal
steadily, “you know that I—I
should like to know him, too.”

It was about one o’clock of the
next day that the accident oc-
curred of which James Neal was
the victim. He had been trying to
cross the street in defiance of
traffic regulations, and had been
struck by a heavily loaded truck
and knocked down, with some in-
jury to his skull. He had been
taken, unconscious, to St. Cecilia’s
Hospital.

Little work was done by the
clerks of Fields, Jones & House-
man that afternoon. One of the
clerks had seen the accident; in-
deed he had been talking to Mr.
Neal just before the latter had
rushed into the street. He had
seen the little clerk suddenly raise
his hand and point across the
street.
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“T see it! There he is!” Mr.
Neal had said in a voice exultant
with joy, and then he had dodged
recklessly into the traffic.

At the hospital, a white-coated
doctor, standing momentarily in a
doorway of the ward in which Mr.
James Neal lay, met a nurse com-
ing out. The doctor’s face was
such a one as would have de-
lighted Mr. Neal if he had been
able to see it. It was a benevolent
face. A profound knowledge of
the problems of humanity had
marked it with depth of under-
standing, and withal, a kindliness
and sympathy that made it worthy
a second and a third glance in any
company, however distinguished.

“How about the skull fracture?”
asked the doctor in a low voice, as
the nurse was passing out.

“He is dead,” said the nurse.

“When ?” asked the doctor.

“Just now. I just left him.”

“There was no chance,” said the
doctor.

The nurse was about to pass on
when the doctor detained her.

“That tall man,” he said, “who
was with him: where has he
gone ?”

The nurse looked at the doctor
in surprise.

“There was no one with him but
me,” she said.

“Oh, yes,” said the doctor. “I
saw a man bending over the bed—
a very tall man with a remarkable
face. I wondered who he could be.”

The nurse turned, and with the
doctor looked over toward the
bed where the body of James Neal
lay.

“That is strange,” said the nurse.

“T saw him there,” said the
doctor, “just as you were leaving
the patient; now he is gone.”

“Queer! I saw no one,” said
the nurse, and moved away to
attend to other duties.

The doctor walked over to
where the body of the little clerk
lay.

“It is strange,” he mused. “I
surely saw him . . . the most
beautiful face I ever saw.”

Then he looked down at what
had been James Neal.

“He was very fortunate,” said
the doctor in a low tone, “to die
with a face like that looking into
his-!)

There was a smile on the death-
white lips of the little clerk.

SURRENDER TO CHRIST

As a wind blows through the pines,
So fill me, Christ my Lord,

Till I am wholly Thine,

Obedient to Thy word.

—C. K. Brady.



(@ The secret of Hitler's success
and its meaning for us.

War on the Deeper Levels

Glenn Clark

HERE are forces at work
|| in this war that few people
are aware of. It has been
one of the most illogical, uncertain,
surprising, unpredictable wars in
the history of the world. A great
nation like France behind an im-
pregnable Maginot line crumpled
in a few weeks! A nation with
almost no standing army like Eng-
land, seemingly impregnable ! Two
nations, Germany and Russia,
partners one day, enemies the
next! A pact made at Munich
one day, broken on the morrow!
Japan negotiating for peace while
her planes are speeding toward
Pear] Harbor, and so on and on.
One reason for the confusion,
for the illogical, unexpected moves
in this war is that it is not a war
that takes its rise in the con-
scious, practical, logical, objective
thinking of the nations, but a war
which takes its rise in the deep
unconscious of the nations. It has
leaped upon the world much as a
Bengal tiger springs from a
jungle.

The first World War was a
superficial, surface, objective war
compared to this one. It was like
the scraping off of the surface dirt
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from the great iron mines of
Northern Minnesota in prepara-
tion for the gathering of the ore
below. The locale of this war is
down in the mine pits themselves.

The totalitarian powers have
been most at home in this sub-
conscious stratum. They have made
the most total and therefore the
most efficient use of this type of
fighting. In the twenty years
elapsing between the wars the
deeper subconscious of the de-
feated nations was so exposed that
it became infected by every germ
of bitterness, hatred, resentment,
humiliation and revenge. Shut off
from direct, unhindered self-ex-
pression on the objective levels,
these nations lived, moved and
had their being in the subterranean
caverns of dreams, desires and
thwarted aspirations.

The victorious nations, socn
settling back to pre-war prosper-
ity, finding old sores healed and
the hurt places covered, finally
went back to their objective, con-
crete, external way of life. Un-
fortunately this was for the most
part a superficial, pleasure-loving,
selfish life. The defeated nations,
on the other hand, continued to
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seethe and boil in their submerged
emotions and yearnings, growing
stronger every day in their ca-
pacity to master and utilize the
skills of psychic living. Conse-
quently most of the events which
their rebellians have caused were
initiated on the subconscious
rather than the conscious levels of
thought and action.

The intuitive plans, plots and
strokes of Hitler were more power-
ful than the calculated steps of
Daladier and of Chamberlain be-
cause they take their inception at
greater depths. MEIN KAMPF,
startling in its audacity, revealing
long in advance the entire pro-
gram of Nazism, is a definite part
of this scheme., For the most
powerful technique of the sub-
conscious level is to see a plan
complete—not think it out com-
plete—and once see this vision
within the inner chamber, unless
equally powerful spiritual or
psychic forces are marshalled
against it, it will come into mani-
festation in the outer realms of
action.

The events that have happened
since have defied all logic, for the
subconscious is never logical. The
subconscious is a wild animal. Tt
strikes out wildly, and the more
wild and unexpected its blows the
more powerful it is. It is not
logical for a sign painter, neurotic
almost to the point of being psy-
chopathic, to lead a whole nation

to victory after victory. It is not
logical to make a scapegoat of a
minority, such as the Jews, and
declare that they deserve the blows
which are really intended for the
conquerors. The tendency to exer-
cise one’s anger upon innocent
parties is exactly what the sub-
conscious loves to do.

The subconscious pays no at-
tention to honesty. It pays no at-
tention to the practical, to common
sense, to logic. Broken promises
of Munich, surprise attacks at
Pearl Harbor—those are some of
the processes of the subconscious.
The subconsciously controlled be-
ing is as unpredictable, unreason-
able, as the tiger or cougar whose
acts are controlled by instinct re-
gardless of reason.

We must recognize that there
is power which comes to those
who work on the deep levels of
the psychic plane, just as there is
power in the instinctive fighting of
wild animals; and the men who
approximate the instinctive meth-
ods of wild animals in the ring,
such as Joe Louis and Jack Demp-
sey, possess a power which the
artificially educated men do not
possess. A college trained man
could not do what Hitler is doing.
His conscious mind would be too
disciplined, trained and controlled
to accept the torrential uprushes
of the deep unconscious self. The
so-called “educated” man seeks
rather for the well-ordered, care-
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fully-worked-out, card-indexed
plans handed down to him by
scholarship, tradition, and practi-
cal so-called “common sense.”
The power in Hitler is not only
that he is a creature of his own
subconscious but that he is the
focal point through which the en-
tire subconscious emotions of Ger-
many flow. He definitely makes
himself that. He cultivates it. To
lose that contact for one hour
would cripple all his capacities and
effects and influences. A man of
very mediocre abilities and of very
unstable emotions—as long as he
holds this door open to the sub-
conscious of his race, and reflects
it with fidelity, he is almost irre-
sistible. His intuitive judgments,
his timing of attacks, his programs
and speeches may not be honest,
may not be logical, may not seem-
ingly “make sense,” but they “hit
the bull’s eye.” It is as though
Germany were a great tiger pant-
ing through the jungle of this
world with marvelous internal co-
ordination, releasing its lethal en-
ergy upon its prey whenever its
whole being hungers, and glorying
in each attack. The subdivided and
separate energies of other nations
moving as millions of little sepa-
rate units governed by separate
plans and standards of logic,
honesty and culture, are as feeble
as insects before this monstrous
coordination that opposes them.
Dr. Karl G. Jung, the great psy-
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chiatrist, analyzes Hitler as fol-
lows:

“Hitler belongs in the category
of the truly mystic medicine man.
He is the mirror of every Ger-
man’s unconscious. He is the loud-
speaker which magnifies the in-
audible whispers of the German
soul until they can be heard by
the German’s conscious ear. He
is the first man to tell every Ger-
man what he has been thinking
and feeling all along in his uncon-
scious about German fate, espe-
cially since the defeat in the World
War, and the one characteristic
which colors every German soul
is the typically German inferiority
complex, the complex of the
younger brother, of the one who
is always a bit late to the feast.
Hitler’s power is not political ; it
is magic.

“To understand magic you must
understand what the unconscious
is. It is that part of our mental
constitution over which we have
little control, and which is stored
with all sorts of impressions and
sensations, which contains thoughts
and even conclusions of which we
are not aware. Besides the con-
scious impressions which we re-
ceive, there are all sorts of impres-
sions constantly impinging upon
our sense organs of which we do
not become aware because they
are too slight to attract our con-
scious attention. They lie beneath
the threshold of consciousness.
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But all these subliminal impres-
sions are recorded ; nothing is lost.
Someone may be speaking in a
faintly audible voice in the next
room while we are talking here.
You pay no attention to it, but
the conversation next door is be-
ing recorded in your unconscious
as surely as though the latter were
a dictaphone record.

“Now the secret of Hitler’s
power is not that Hitler has an
unconscious more plentifully stored
than yours or mine. Hitler’s secret
is twofold; first, that his uncon-
scious has exceptional access to
his consciousness, and second, that
he allows himself to be moved by
it. He is like a man who listens
intently to a stream of suggestions
in a whispered voice from a mys-
terious source and then acts upon
them.

“In our case, even if occasional-
ly our ‘unconscious does reach us
through dreams, we have too much
rationality, too much cerebrum to
obey it—but Hitler listens and
obeys. The true leader is always
led.

“We can see it work in him. He
himself has referred to his Voice.
His Voice is nothing other than
his own unconscious, into which
the German people have projected
their own selves; that is, the un-
conscious of seventy-eight million
Germans. That is what makes
him powerful. Without the Ger-
man people he would be nothing.

It is literally true when he says
that whatever he is able to do is
only because he has the German
people behind him, or, as he some-
times says, because he is Germany.
So with his unconscious being the
receptacle of the souls of seventy-
eight million Germans, he is
powerful, and with his uncon-
scious perception of the true bal-
ance of political forces at home
and in the world, he has so far
been infallible.

“That is why he makes political
judgments which turn out to be
right against the opinions of all
his advisers and against the opin-
ions of all foreign observers.
When this happens it means only
that the information gathered by
his unconscious, and reaching his
consciousness by means of his ex-
ceptional talent, has been more
nearly correct than that of all
others, German or, foreign, who
attempted to judge the situation
and who reached conclusions dif-
ferent from his.”

But the subconscious is fallible
when it is limited to the nation or
the group that shares in it and is
not connected up with the super
and celestial power of heaven. It
secretes poison for its own destruc-
tion when this higher contact is
lost even for a minute. Its vast
power then becomes a boomerang.
As long as Napoleon remained the
expression of the long-bottled-up
subconscious yearning of Europe
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for the new democracy, as long as
he acted as its agent and its ser-
vant, he was invincible, but when
he let his personal self enter in,
and made himself emperor and
began to conquer and subjugate
instead of set people free, the tides
moved in the other way. The
power of Adolf Hitler lies in his
freedom from personal selfishness.
He seeks the vindication and libera-
tion, as he claims, of a downtrod-
den nation. He is the fanatical
expression of the pent-up hatred
of a race. One move toward per-
sonal selfishness on his part will
bring his house of cards crashing
down upon his head.

Mussolini is a channel for the
subconscious of the Italian race
but not so clear a channel because
not so ascetic. He is clogged by
family ties, sex ties, vanity ties
which deflect him from being the
perfect instrument of his nation
that Hitler is.

But even though Hitler keeps
his clarity as a channel for the
subconscious of his race, there is
one thing that can defeat him, and
that would be for another nation
or race to become energized with
the same devotion, with the same
sense of unity as Germany, but
attached not to the subconscious
alone but to the realm of the
Superconscious. Such a race would
release power before which' the
subconscious always retreats in
dismay. Just as wild animals, such
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as the lions in Nebuchadnezzar’s
jail, cowered before a truly spir-
itual being who was filled with
courage, faith and love, so the
power of Germany built on re-
sentment against former humilia-
tion, on hate, bitterness and na-
tional pride, will find itself
powerless to meet a power grow-
ing out of unselfish love, purity,
faith and a vision of a spiritual
utopia for the whole world. If
such a spirit could dominate the
leaders of the allies and spread
out to dominate the nations, the
right kind of victory that would
harm no one would come and
come rapidly.

There are some who believe that
the phenomenal surprise success
of the Japanese at Pearl Harbor
was due to concentrated black
magic or hypnotism upon the
United States leaders by the
Buddhist cults of Japan. If that
were the case—and stranger things
than this have happened—there
need be no fear that it can happen
again, now that America is awake
and alert. However, that which
will make us completely impreg-
nable against such attacks in the
future is the fact that there are
hundreds of people now at prayer.
For the power of prayer is as far
above the power of hypnotism as
the power of light is above the
power of darkness. Turn on Light
and turn on Prayer and the shad-
ows will instantly vanish away.
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The black magic of Japan loses
its hypnotic power the moment
love is sent into the ether by spir-
itual men and women. Hitler’s
perfect timing of attack, his suc-
cessful intuition will find itself
anticipated and baffled by the spir-
itual inspiration of a nation that is
devoted to God. The only dis-
couraging thing in this present
war is the slowness with which the
allied nations as well as the rank
and file of our countrymen catch
this fundamental truth. We have
been humiliated over and over
again in this war by arriving “too
late and with too little.” Over and
over again our planning has
seemed weak and futile compared
to the inspired planning of the
enemy. That which would bring
this war to an end quicker than
anything else would be the recog-
nition of what the true nature of
the war is, and the recognition of
the planes upon which it is being
fought. The only way to counter
the powerful attacks of the enemy
that are initiated on these subcon-
scious levels is to launch a move-
ment on the Superconscious levels.
This involves two things: full use
of the power of prayer, and full
use of the power of love.

Prayer is being used frantically
by individuals everywhere, but
love is generally discounted as
though it were a negative force,
whereas everyone knows deep in
his heart that hate is the negative

and love is the positive power.
Love is the light of which hate is
the mere shadow. The power of
the subconscious can be made to
vanish as a shadow before the
power of love, just as the fanatical
loyalty of a race finds itself power-
less against unselfish loyalty to a
spiritual ideal.

The best example the world has
ever witnessed of the potency of
a leader who combined the full
measure of Hitler’s capacity to
reflect the unconscious of his race
and, in addition, reflect the Super-
conscious power of God was
Moses. He, too, found a nation
whose surface self had been rubbed
raw by defeat, oppression and
humiliation until the unconscious
was laid bare to any one who
could vibrate in perfect harmony
with it. Probably no one in his-
tory expressed that complete one-
ness and self-abandon as perfectly
as did that ancient seer who cried
out, “Blot me from the book of
thy Remembrance, O God, but
spare my people.” “As meek as
Moses” has become a watchword.

But in addition to and above his
harmonizing with the spirit of his
race he kept himself in perfect
harmony with the great Super-
conscious—the I Am That I Am
of God. This is what made his
people ultimately irresistible. He,
too, was unselfish, had no personal
addictions, no possessions, no pre-
tenses.
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Joan of Arc was another who
possessed this remarkable bifocal
adjustment—to the subconscious
of her people and to the Super-
conscious or God. Gideon was an-
other, Deborah another. Lincoln’s
greatness lies in his being a greater
mystic than any president we ever
had. Besides being a clear expres-
sion of the wunconscious of the
“common people” of America, he
also had a simple, secret, mystic
contact with the Supreme Being.

The greatest leaders are those
who serve as channels for the
Destiny of God to manifest in the
life and spirit of their nations. The
power that could come to a unified
nation led by a leader who is will-
ing to give his very life for his
people and at the same time who
is utterly, completely surrendered
to God would so surpass anyone's
capacity to describe that I will not
attempt it here. In ancient times
the effect was best described on a
spiritual plane by the account of
Elisha telling his servant not to
look at the armies marching.
“‘Fear not; for they that are with
us are more than they that are
with them.” And Elisha prayed
and said, ‘Jehovah, I pray thee,
open his eyes, that he may see.
And Jehovah opened the eyes of
the young man; and he saw; and
behold, the mountain was full of
horses and chariots of fire round
about Elisha.”

Gideon’s defeat of the Midian-
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ites and the vanishing of the army
of Sennacherib before Jerusalem
are other examples. In the last
war the most vivid example was
“the angel of Arras.” In this war
Dunkirk is our best example when
all England prayed.

It would be well worth while to
indicate some of the faucets
through which this unexplainable,
indescribable power works.

First, it uses Love as its great-
est dynamic and never is Love
more powerful than right in the
midst of hate and fear. This
spiritual approach simply absorbs
these negatives, using them as
mere fuel to serve its own high
ends. Hate in this atmosphere is
either transmuted into higher love
or it becomes a boomerang back
upon the haters ; oppression in this
atmosphere is turned back to op-
press only the oppressors them-
selves; injustice swings back upon
itself, and tyranny overtakes its
own tyrants.

On the other hand all harmoniz-
ing elements in both parties grow
in proportion and create grounds
for peace and reconciliation, even
while the war is on. Those who
mourn shall be comforted, the
meek shall inherit the earth, and
those who forgive their enemies
and become peacemakers shall be
sons of God.

The reason why this paradoxical
power is not experienced oftener
in war is because very rarely do
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the defeated nations practice the
“love way” in dealing with their
conquerors.

The simplest leverage of the
spiritual approach is a complete
about-face—turning the moving
pictures in the opposite direction
—to the “right” instead of to the
“wrong.” It is our attempts to
take the place of the “Operator”
and our ultra-slow, ultra-fast or
“about face” turning of God's
plans that cause all the trouble in
the world. Give God complete
control of the moving pictures.
Gandhi’s passive resistance—de-
rived directly from Christ’s teach-
ings—is the best large scale ex-
ample of applying this way of
“soul-force” to overcome mere
mind-force and brute force.

But even while war is on we
can join in an about-face to broad-

cast love to friends and enemies
alike. We can send prayers to God
day and night and wzision the world
in God’s hands—seeing His hand
turning the pictures the right way
at the right time.

Were we able to find three mil-
lion people who would unite in
such a love-broadcast, such a
“prayer-tower,” such a vision, I
know they would accomplish what
Gideon’s men accomplished and
just as quickly—a victory for our
Lord. Then Love would take the
place of hate, harmony of discord,
and the Prince of Peace would
take control over the governments
of nations.

Here is a psalm of Harmony,
which, if only a few of us joined
in, believing with all our hearts,
could help to change the atmos-
phere of the world:

We lift up our eyes unto the hills

From whence cometh our help.

Though the reflection in the water may quiver and ruffle

And conceal Thy great beauty at the beck of the winds and tides,

We know that Thy Truth shall never quiver or shake.

Though discord and misunderstanding may appear in the world below,

We know that if we lift our eyes unto the hills

We shall see the Reality is clear and beautiful and eternally harmonious.

We know that the more the reflection vibrates in wind and tide,

The more stable and calm stand the everlasting hills.

The more the opposite sides of the mountain appear in the reflection to be pulling

all things asunder,

The more permanently above they are seen holding the mountain in place
And the further the tip of the reflection sinks down into the depths,
The higher the glorious dome pushes its peak into the heights above.

Give us grace, O God, to see the world of Reality right side up and not upside down.
May we see the mountain—not the reflection in the pool.

May we see behind every argument the Truth that draws it into Love;

Behind every angry thought the Love that vibrates it into eternal Harmony.



