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This issue presents the picture of a discordant world in the
midst of a harmonious universe, and offers as the only safe and
sure solution for the chaos on the earth’s surface, a complete
turning to the heavenly harmony within. Love and Prayer can
save the world, and nothing else can. There are two methods
by which all evil may be overcome—one is the Suffering way,
the other is the Love way. God permits wars to come only as
long as people turn away from Him. He ends them as soon as
a time of spiritual awakening comes to their lives. With enough
Prayers sent to God and enough Love broadcast to our fellow
men, we feel confident that this war could end this year. May
we beg you to turn again to the Prayer Tower and join in our
prayer of repentance and love.

—

(Those desiring to know the cities and times of praying send stamped addressed
envelope for the leaflet, The Prayer Tower.)

CLEAR HORIZONS

A Quarterly of Creative Spiritual Living
GrLEnN CLARK, Editor

HeLex WENTWORTH, Managing Editor

Published July, October, January, April

By
MACALESTER PARK PUBLISHING COMPANY
Macalester Park

ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA

SUBSCRIPTIONS
SINGLE ISSUES 25c¢ ONE YEAR $1.00

25¢ per year additional in Canada.

Two Additional Gift Subscriptions $1.50

Entered as second-class matter September 19, 1940 at the Post Office at
St. Paul, Minn., under the Act of March 3, 1879.

— ——

N N N T T T T ST TS TN

NIATATANTATATA

APRIL, 1943

Clear Horizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

Third Year

( The “first lady” of the world reveals
the source of her strength.
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I Confess My Faith

Madame Chiang Kai-Shek

Y NATURE I am not a re-
B ligious person. At least not
in the common acceptance
of that term. I am not by nature
a mystic. I am practical-minded.
I am more disturbed as I traverse
the crowded, dirty streets of an in-
terior city than I am by the haz-
ards of flying with poor visibility,
which my husband and I experi-
enced the other day. Personal
danger means nothing to me. But
I am concerned that my schools
for the children of the revolution-
ary heroes shall raise for them,
and perhaps for the communities
to which they return, the stand-
ards of living and the quality of
life.
Also, I am more or less skeptical.

I used to think Faith, Belief, Im-
mortality, were more or less imag-
inary. I believed in the world seen,
not the world unseen. I could not
accept things just because they had
always been accepted. In other
words, a religion good enough for
my fathers did not necessarily ap-
peal to me. I do not yet believe in
predigested religion in palatable,
sugar-coated doses.

I knew my mother lived very
close to God. I recognized some-
thing great in her. And I believe
that my childhood training in-
fluenced me greatly, even though
I was more or less rebellious at the
time. Like my brothers and sis-
ters, I always had to go to church
and I hated the long sermons. But

From I Confess My Faith by Mei-ling Soong Chiang. Published by the Edi-
torial Dept. of the Board of Missions of the Methodist Church. By permission of

the publishers.
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today I feel that this church-going
habit established 'something, a kind
of stability, for which I am grate-
ful to my parents.

My mother was not a senti-
mental person. In many ways she
was a Spartan. But one of my
strongest childhood impressions
is of Mother going to a room she
kept for the purpose on the third
floor to pray. She spent hours in
prayer, often beginning before
dawn. When we asked her advice
about anything, she would say, “I
must ask God first.”

And we could not hurry her.
Asking God was not a matter of
spending five minutes to ask God
to bless her child and grant her
request. It meant waiting upon
God until she felt His leading. And
I must say whenever Mother
prayed and trusted God for her de-
cision, the undertaking invariably
turned out well.

As long as Mother lived I had
a feeling that whatever I did, or
failed to do, Mother would pray
me through. Though she insisted
that she was not our intercessor,
that we must pray ourselves, yet
I know for a certainty that many
of her long hours of prayer were
spent interceding for us., Perhaps
it is because religion in my mind
is associated with such a mother
that I have never been able to turn
from it entirely.

One day I was talking with her
about the imminent Japanese men-
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ace, and I suddenly cried out in
irresistible intensity of feeling:

“Mother, you're so powerful in
prayer. Why don’t you pray that
God will annihilate Japan—by an
earthquake or something?”

She turned her face away for
a time. Then looking gravely at
me she said: “When you pray, or
expect me to pray, don’t insult
God’s intelligence by asking Him
to do something which would be
unworthy even of you, a mortal!”

That made a deep impression on
me. And today I can pray for the
Japanese people, knowing that
there must be many who, like
Kagawa, suffer because of what
their country is doing to China.

During the last seven years I
have suffered much. I have gone
through deep waters because of
the chaotic conditions in China:
the lopping off of our richest prov-
inces, the death of my sainted
mother, flood, famine, and the in-
trigues of those who should have
been helping to unify the country.
All these things have made me see
my own inadequacy. More than
that, all human insufficiency. To
try to do anything for the country
seemed like trying to put out a
great conflagration with a cup of
water.

During these years of my mar-
ried life, I have gone through three
phases as related to my religion.
First, there was a tremendous en-
thusiasm and patriotism —a pas-
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sionate desire to do something for
my country. Here was my oppor-
tunity. With my husband, I would
work ceaselessly to make China
strong. I had the best of intentions.
But something was lacking. There
was no staying power. I was de-
pending on self.

Then came the second phase.
These things that I have referred
to happened, and I was plunged
into dark despair. A terrible de-
pression settled on me—spiritual
despair, bleakness, desolation. At
the time of my mother’s death, the
blackness was greatest. A foreign
foe was on our soil in the north.
A discontented political faction in
the south. Famine threatening the
millions who dwell in the Yangtze
Valley. And my beloved mother
taken from me. What was left?

And then I realized that spiri-
tually I was failing my husband.
My mother’s influence on the Gen-
eral had been tremendous. His own
mother was a devout Buddhist. It
was my mother’s influence and per-
sonal example that led him to be-
come a Christian. Too honest to
be one just to win her consent to
our marriage, he had promised my
mother that he would study Chris-
tianity and read the Bible. And I
suddenly realized that he was stick-
ing to his promise, even after she
was gone, but losing perhaps be-
cause there were so many things
he did not understand.

I began to see that what I was

doing to help, for the sake of the
country, was only a substitute for
what he needed. I was letting him
head toward a mirage when I knew
of the oasis. Life was all confusion.
I had been in the depths of despair.
Out of that, and the feeling of
human inadequacy, I was driven
back to mother’s God. I knew there
was a power greater than myself.
I knew God was there. But Mother
was no longer there to do my in-
terceding for me. It seemed to be
up to me to help the General spir-
itually, and in helping him I grew
spiritually myself.

Thus I entered into the third pe-
riod, where I wanted to do, not
my will, but God’s. Life is really
simple, and yet how confused we
make it. In old China’s art there is
just one outstanding object, per-
haps a flower, on a scroll. Every-
thing else in the picture is sub-
ordinate to that one beautiful thing.
An integrated life is like that.
What is that one flower? As I see
it now, it is the will of God. But
to know His will, and do it, calls
for absolute sincerity, absolute
honesty with one’s self, and it
means using one’s mind to the
best of one’s ability.

I used to pray that God would
do this or that. Now I pray only
that God will make His will known
to me.

God speaks to me in prayer.
Prayer is not self-hypnotism. It
is more then meditation. The
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Buddhist priests spend days in
meditating. In meditation the
source of strength is one’s self.
But when one prays he goes to
a source of strength greater than
his own. I wait to feel His lead-
ing, and His guidance means cer-
tainty.

Prayer is our source of guid-
ance and balance. God is able to
enlighten the understanding. I am
often bewildered, because my
mind is only finite. I question and
doubt my own judgments. Then I
seek guidance, and when I am
sure, I go ahead, leaving the re-
sults with Him.

Our finite minds beside His in-
finite mind seems to me like this:
I go walking, and the hills loom
above me, range upon range, one
against the other. I cannot tell
where one begins, and another
leaves off. But from the air (I
seldom have time to travel any
other way now) everything has
a distinct contour and form. Per-
haps that is like my mind and
God’s. And when I talk with Him,
He lifts me up where I can see
clearly.

I do not think it is possible to
make this understandable to one

who has not tried it. To explain
to one who has had no experience
of getting guidance what it means
would be like trying to make a
stone-deaf person understand the
beauty of a Chopin sonata.

What I do want to make clear
is that whether we get guidance or
not, it’s there. It's like tuning in
on the radio. There’s music in the
air, whether we tune in or not.
By learning to tune in, one can
understand. How is it done? As
Brother Lawrence told us long
ago, “by practicing the presence
of God.” By daily communion with
Him. One cannot expect to be
conscious of God’s presence when
one has only a bowing acquaintance
with Him.

With me, religion is a very sim-
ple thing. It means to try with
all my heart and soul and strength
and mund to do the will of God.
I feel that God has given me work
to do in China. This is no small
task. China’s problems are greater
today than ever before. But de-
spondency and despair are not
mine today. I look to Him who
is able to do all things, even more
than we ask or think.

The divine plan for our different lives is like a mosaic, each needed

to make the whole—M. C. S.

The great use of a life is to spend it for something that outlasts it.

—William James.

( What God can do for men when
He is given complete control.

With Rickenbacker in the School of Prayer

Glenn Clark

T TOOK Rickenbacker and
]:[ his crew only twenty-one

days to learn what it took
me twenty-one years to learn. And
how did they do it? Because they
had to. It was sink or swim, do
or die, survive or perish.

Here were seven men who had
come together from all points of
the compass, not one had ever met
any other one before the flight was
started. Nor did any of them seem-
ingly know anything about prayer,
not a one was especially religious
as far as we know. Here was a
sublime opportunity for God to
show the world what He could
do with anyone, starting from
scratch, if He could be given full
opportunity to take complete
charge of his life.

Suddenly they were off their
course, the gas was running out,
and no radio station able to give
them their latitude. From that
moment the lessons in prayer be-
gan to come to them. The fact
that they themselves were not
aware of the significance of these
lessons does not alter the situation.
From the moment they were lost
God began to trace for them, as

vividly as a teacher’s hand tracing
it on the blackboard, the lessons in
prayer, and here those lessons are,
briefly stated:

First law of prayer: Throw Out
the Ballast. Rickenbacker writes
that he never knew how worth-
less material things were until they
began to throw out everything
that would weigh down the flying
boat. But they didn’t stop with
casting out material things. Pres-
ently, after they had been for days
in the rubber rafts, they began to
cast out the inner “ballast” from
their minds and souls as well.
Rickenbacker said, “It is well that
I never got started or I would be
talking yet.”

Second law of prayer: “When
Two or Three Agree.” Only where
there is harmony is there power
in prayer. On a life raft where one
could not even turn over without
all others turning over in unison,
it became very necessary that they
learn the lesson of “agree.” When
only four oranges must last seven
men for eight days it was very
necessary that they “agree” on the
proper division.

Had the men really known this

5
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law in all its deeper implications
which Peter, James and John
learned so well at the feet of Jesus
on Mt. Hermon, and had prac-
ticed it more consciously in every
area of their sotlls—in the spirit as
well as they had to practice it with
their bodies—they might have been
rescued a fortnight sooner. But
that they learned it and applied it
in actual experience no one can
doubt.

Third law of prayer: They Re-
discovered the Bible. One day
Rickenbacker saw Bartek reading
a Bible—the only one salvaged
from the wreck, and thereafter
they took turns reading it aloud
to each other, morning and eve-
ning. How the promises in the
Bible must have stood out when
read on the open sea with no hu-
man help in sight and nothing but
these promises to cling to! “He
that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most High shall abide un-
der the shadow of the Almighty.”
“Commit thy ways unto the Lord,
trust also in Him, and He shall
bring it to pass.” “The Lord is
nigh unto all them that call upon
him, to all that call upon him in
truth.” “Call unto me and I will
answer thee, and shew thee great
and mighty things, which thou
knowest not.” “Verily, verily I
say unto you, whatsoever ye shall
ask the Father in my name, He
will give it you.”

Sometimes I think the Bible is

too common. If we had to climb
up mountains to get a glimpse of
it we might treasure it more fully.
Three other men were once alone
on a raft without a Bible. And
only one knew any of its contents,
Bible stories his grandmother had
told him as a boy. So precious were
these that he “rationed” them,
one each day, lest they should run
out before help came.

Fourth law of prayer: Oune
Should Really Desire Something
With All One’s Heart.

These men really desired water,
they really desired food. So many
times our prayers are not hungers,
they are merely wishes. Once a
youth went to a wise Hindu and
said he wanted to find God. The
Hindu led the lad to the center
of a river and held his head under
the water until, almost strangled,
he finally came up for air. “What
did you want more than anything
in all the world while under
water?”’ asked the old man. “I
wanted air,” panted the youth.
“When you want to find God as
earnestly as you wanted air you
will find him.”

Fifth law of prayer: One Must
Relinquish the Wish into the Will
of God.

The only power of an ardent
wish (fourth law) depends upon
its being paired in absolute part-
nership with this fifth law of re-
linquishment. The Texan who was
chosen to give the oral prayers
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began something like this, “Old
Master, I guess it’s up to you to
decide whether we live or not. You
will have to send us food or it's
all off with us. Whatever you say
goes.”

Sixth law of prayer: The
Prayers of Friends and Loved
Ones Are Powerful in the Sight
of God. Rickenbacker’s sister and
mother never once gave up pray-
ing with faith that he would be
found.

After these laws were put into
operation, very crudely I will
admit, perfectly unconsciously on
the part of most of the men, for
none of them claimed to know
anything about “laws” of prayer,
as soon as these laws were put into
operation, things began to happen.

“If it were not that I had the
evidence of seven men I would
hesitate to say what I am about
to say,” said Rickenbacker in his
report to Secretary Stimson, “for
it sounds so fantastic.” And what
were the things that happened?

First, right after their prayer,
the sea gull landed on Ricken-
backer’'s head. This furnished food
for them and bait to catch fish,
taking care of them for several
days.

Second, another day, right after
prayer, a flare which was sent
up to attract ships, by an odd
twist landed beside the boat in a
school of fish, and several fish

leaped into the boat.

Third, a squall passed by and the
wind kept blowing it away. They
continued to pray and the rain
came back “against the wind” with
“majestic deliberation as though
drawn by the hand of God Him-
self.”

Fourth, when the undertow was
carrying the boat away from the
island, the rower, almost too weak
to hold an oar, prayed for strength
and hours later when they came
to land the steel oars were bent,
so great had been the pull, and yet
the rower alone was too weak to
even pull the oar!

This sketch does not tell all the
miracles that happened. It is
merely an attempt to trace in brief
outline the laws underlying this
twenty-one days school of prayer.

Note that the answers did not
come until the last orange was
gone. Isn’t that just like human
nature? Man does not wholly trust
the Lord, will not step out upon
His promises with all his weight,
until there is no other place to
turn.

Why cannot we, in the comfort
of our homes, surrounded with
friends, opportunities and the sup-
ply for all our needs, also step
out upon the promises of God!
The laws of prayer are just as
powerful in the sitting room and
in the office as on a rubber boat
in an open sea!



An Affirmation of Faith

Walter Rawschenbusch

AFFIRM my faith in the
][ reality of the spiritual world,

in the sacred voice of duty,
in the compelling power of truth
and holiness, in prayer, in the life
eternal, in Him who is the Life of
my life and the reality behind all
things visible. I rejoice to believe
in God.

I affirm my faith in the King-
dom of God and my hope in its
final triumph. I determine by faith
to live day by day within the
higher order and the divine peace
of my true fatherhood, and to
carry its spirit and laws into all
my dealings in the world that
now is.

I make an act of love toward all
fellowmen. I accept them as they

are, with all their sins and fail-
ures, and declare my solidarity
with them. If any have wronged
or grieved me, I place my mind
with the all-comprehending and
all-loving mind of God, and here
and now forgive. I desire to min-
ister God’s love to men and to
offer no hindrance to the free flow
of His love through me.

I affirm my faith in life. I call
life good and not evil. T accept the
limitations of my own life and be-
lieve it is possible for me to live a
beautiful and Christ-like life with-
in the conditions set for me.
Through the power of Christ
which descends on me, I know
that I can be more than conqueror.

A CREED
General Douglas MacArthur

By profession, I am a soldier, and take pride in that fact, but I
am prouder, infinitely prouder, to be a father. A soldier destroys in
order to build; a father only builds, never destroys. The one has the
potentialities of death; the other embodies creation and life; and while
the hordes of death are mighty, the battalions of life are mightier still.
It is my hope that my son, when I am gone, will remember me not from
the battle, but in the home repeating with him our simple daily prayer,

“Our Father, which art in Heaven.”

( The delicate art of keeping one's eyes on
the stars and one’s feet on the ground.

Living in Two Worlds

Harry Emerson Fosdick

at sea keeping its course day

and night through all
weathers lies in the fact that it
moves in two worlds. On the one
side is the ship itself, the sea it
rides upon, the storms that beat
upon it, the fogs that encompass
it, and all the unseen universe that
surrounds it. But another world
is there, invisible, intangible, play-
ing with unseen magnetic fingers
on the ship’s compass. That is so
strange a realm that for ages man
did not dream that it was there at
all, but now the ship keeps its
course by means of it, an unseen
magnetic world that guides the
mariner even through the night
and fog and storm.

Human life is like that. We live
in two worlds. Immersed in the
flesh, yet we cannot live by flesh
alone but must rise into this other
realm of spirit, with its faiths,
its ideals, its visions of beauty
and right. Here is the mystery of
human nature, as of a ship, that
lives in two worlds.

Even in ordinary times the pro-
foundest problems of our lives cen-

THE MYSTERY of a ship

ter in this fact, but in days like
these how tragic are the tensions
between these two realms! Here
in this immediate, factual world
we see such catastrophe and bru-
tality as will make our generation
rememberable for its horror many
a century from now. And yet we
inhabit as well a spiritual world,
with intellectual insights, with
ideals of beauty and loveliness,
with faiths, and friendships, and
with aspirations that lay hold on
God and goodness. If we could
only live in one world or all in
the other, we might have peace,
but what tension is involved in
having to live in both!

In particular, we Christians
must feel this today. This present
world, torn and terrible, denies
everything that Christ taught and
stood for. Cruel and brutal, so
that we can hardly credit, though
we see it, its insane iniquity, it is,
as it were, an incarnate anti-Christ ;
and in this world, part and parcel
of its grim necessities, we must
live. Yet we are Christians, too.
Not altogether in vain did Jesus
teach in Galilee and die on Cal-

From Living Under Tension by Harry Emerson Fosdick. Harper and Brothers,
publishers. $1.50. By permission of the publishers.
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vary. We have seen in Him and in
some who have resembled Him
visions of a way of life—lovely,
elevating, challenging—that found
in us response, so that the best in
us has risen up to follow Him. If
we could only live in one world
or the other, all anti-Christian or
all Christian, then the tension
would cease, but doomed to live
in both worlds at once, no wonder
we are bewildered and confused.
The inevitable problem that each
of us faces is: How shall we man-
age this daily task of living in two
worlds?

First of all, we cannot succeed
at this task by denying the reality
of that higher world. In days like
these how tempted we are to try
that swift and cheap solution! Tt
is as though the world came to
us in two aspects, saying, In which
will you believe? On the one side
is this hideous war with the in-
human horror of all its accompany-
ing circumstance ; and on the other
side is the loveliness of life, its
music and friendship, its family
love, its dedicated search for truth,
its elevated character, humane
service, and hopes of universal
brotherhood. What a mad world
that can present itself to us in two
such contradictory aspects at the
same time! And always this ques-
tion rises: Which of the two as-
pects will you take for your cri-
terion of truth, your test of truth,
the central object of your faith?

Who does not know the subtle
temptation in these days to re-
lieve the tension between the two
by sinking to the lower level, say-
ing: The immediate, obsessing
facts of this present world are
real ; nothing matters now except
these; and all that higher world
of faith, hope, and love that once
seemed real can wait? But that
is too easy and cheap a way to
escape the tension.

Today is not the first time in
history when mankind has faced a
crisis such as this, and we have
reason to be grateful for souls
who in other dark eras kept alive
in their devotion, despite the strain
it cost, that higher world to which
man could come back again when
the mad days were over.

What am I pleading for—an
ivory tower to escape from the
appalling facts? No! Such souls
as these never found in this life
an ivory tower of escape, but ten-
sion—the terrific tension—between
the brutal and the beautiful, the
evil and the good, the actual and
the possible, the temporal and the
eternal; and they refused to es-
cape that tension by surrendering
the higher realm. They believed
in that and kept it despite the
strain it cost.

We need to take this to our-
selves today. The temptation is
powerful to become so obsessed
with the urgent, brutal facts of
the immediate world, that faith in
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Christ and His way of living be-
comes like a lovely, inefficacious
dream. But remember how that
lovely dream itself started in the
first place—in a world mastered
by military empire and filled with
the thundering tramp of Caesar’s
legions. There a little group of
people, believing in a spiritual
message, accepted the tension of
living in two violently antagonis-
tic worlds, Rome’s and Christ’s,
and lo! it was they who in the end
survived. Recall the phrase that
Winston Churchill used about the
Royal Air Force. Once in a while
out of a war comes a perfect
phrase, and that was one. Said
Winston Churchill about the
British airmen : “Never in the field
of human conflict was so much
owed by so many to so few.” Lift
that phrase out of the dreadful
setting of the war, and apply it to
the early Christians. They were a
very few, keeping faith in their
spiritual gospel in a world that
seemed utterly to deny it. Strange,
how it looks now in retrospect—
“Never in the field of human con-
flict was so much owed by so
many to so few.”

Let us go further now to say
that not only is it important for
us amid these present tensions to
keep the higher realm of the Chris-
tian faith and spirit intact and
luminous for the world to come
back to when these mad days are
over, it is important that we keep

it strong, steady, and operative
now while these mad days are on.
We need Christ now to pass judg-
ment on our ways and to give
guidance to our course.

How obsessing a war is! Noth-
ing else seems to matter except its
progress, its appalling incident,
and who wins it. It fills a man’s
whole horizon, until anything so
ideal as the Sermon on the Mount
seems an ethereal irrelevance. It is
as though in a storm at sea the
winds and billows were so turbu-
lent that one could think of nothing
else, so that the quiet, intangible
world of magnetic powers that
play invisibly upon the compass
needle appears feeble and negli-
gible. But it is precisely in a great
storm at sea that we most need
to keep that compass needle true,
that we may know whither we are
going, and where we are coming
out. Great tempests make that
higher world of invisible power not
less necessary, but more.

Alas, the wars that have been
fought and won with illimitable
courage and sacrifice, only to issue
in disillusionment and futility!
And unless now we keep vivid in
our faith the spiritual verities,
seeing clearly that Christ still is
right, that the ethic of the Ser-
mon on the Mount is unshaken,
that only goodwill — organized
goodwill—can ever cure ill will,
another catastrophe awaits us,
whoever wins this war. It makes



12 CLEAR HORIZONS April

little difference who wins the war
unless Christ wins the peace. Is
it not the special function of the
Christian church in days like these
to keep clear in our devotion this
higher world that war obscures?
It is not the function of the church
of Christ to help win a war. The
church that becomes an adjunct of
a War Department denies its min-
istry. The function of the church
of Christ is to keep alive and alight
this realm of spiritual judgment
and guidance, so that even amid
the storm of war we may not lose
those faiths and values on which
man’s hope at last depends.
When I think of Christ I see
Him on a judgment seat, sitting
in sorrowful and stern condemna-
tion on this whole warring world
—aggressors, defenders, neutrals
—who all together by joint guilt
and refusal of His ways have in-
volved themselves in a way of life
that denies everything He stood
for. The major business of a
Christian minister is to keep clear
the vision of Christ upon that
judgment seat, above our strife,
standing for a kind of life that we
all have denied but to which we
must come back if man is to have
any hope. We must keep Him
upon the judgment seat, the con-
demner of our joint guilt, the
chastener of our unrepentant pride,
the guide of our only hope.
Finally, we need this higher
world of abiding spiritual power

and truth that Christ revealed, for
our own personal sustenance and
strength. The epistle of Hebrews
says about Moses: “He endured,
as seeing him who is invisible.”
Well, granite is needed in our
characters today. No softness can
see this through. We must endure.
But how can a man endure if all
he sees is this visible, tangible, im-
mediate, shaken, brutal world?
This was the strength of the first
Christians, that they lived not in
one world only, but in two, and
found in consequence not tension
alone, but power, the vision of a
world unshaken and unshakable,
and so a hope that the author of
the epistle to the Hebrews calls
“an anchor of the soul . . . both
sure and steadfast.” They could
endure.

Certainly, we may be grateful
that we do not live now in this
immediate world alone, for then
the deadly whisper would inevi-
tably arise, What's the wuse?
Rather, as I see it, this is one of
the great ages of man’s history.
Terrible it is, but still it is one of
the great eras of all time., Gen-
erations from now our children’s
children will look back on what
we do today. The world that once
was broken into separate units,
far apart, has now been woven to-
gether so that what happens any-
where happens everywhere. There
is no isolation. We still are trying
to carry over into this new world
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the method of war that man used
in the old world. It is not possible;
that way is literally a dead end
street. Not less but more the
Christian ethic towers up, not only
as true but as indispensable, We
are “members one of another.” If

we are to be saved at all, we must
be saved together. And behind that
necessity stands a power greater
than man—the very nature of this
universe and its Eternal God. Ten-
sion there is in this two-world
view, but strength also to endure.

The Artist’s Secret

Olive Schreiner

HERE was an artist once,

II and he painted a picture.

Other artists had colors
richer and rarer, and painted more
notable pictures. He painted his
with one color, there was a won-
derful red glow on it; and the
people went up and down, saying,
“We like the picture, we like the
glow.”

The other artists came and said,
“Where does he get his color
from?” They asked him ; he smiled
and said, “I cannot tell you;” and
worked on with his head bent low.

And one went to the far East
and bought costly pigments, and
made a rare color and painted, but
after a time the picture faded. An-
other read in the old books, and
made a color rich and rare, but
when he put it on the picture it
was dead.

But the artist painted on. Al-

ways the work got redder and
redder, and the artist grew whiter
and whiter. At last one day they
found him dead before his picture,
and they took him up to bury him.
The other men looked about in all
the pots and crucibles, but they
found nothing they had not.

And when they undressed him
to put his grave-clothes on him,
they found above his left breast
the mark of a wound—it was an
old wound that must have been
there all his life, for the edges
were old and hardened ; but Death,
who seals all things, had drawn the
edges together, and closed it up.

And they buried him. And still
the people went about saying,
“Where did he find his color?”

And it came to pass that after a
while the artist was forgotten—
but the work lived.

From Dreams by Olive Schreiner, Little, Brown & Company, publishers.



( Always a necessity, religion
is today indispensable.

Have You A Religion ?

Henry James Forman

AVE YOU a religion?
H If not, psychiatrists today

will tell you that that is
your greatest need.

Perhaps you think religion is
of no use to you in this war-torn,
strife-ridden  “realistic” world?
You are wrong. Not only theo-
logians and divines, but scientists
and psychologists, are finding
every day that we cannot live suc-
cessfully on earth without it—
without satisfying that instinctive
urge to come in contact with the
God dwelling in every one of us.
That contact made is religion. Un-
made, it leaves us empty, lopsided
and frustrated, a prey to unbal-
ance, suffering and failure.

A young man with his wife and
two young children miserably trail-
~ ing was walking desperately east-
ward toward the river. He was
bent on suicide and taking the
family he had ruined with him.
This man was highly intelligent
and well educated and he had held
excellent positions. Yet in the most
opulent city in America his house-
hold goods and furniture were on
the street for non-payment of rent.

His pockets were empty. His wife
and children were cold and hun-
gry. In the midst of the riches of
New York he had arrived at utter
helplessness and hopelessness, and
to his mind mass suicide was the
only way out.

The little children were so cold
that their mother urged that they
enter Grand Central station to get
warm—on the way to the river!
Both her motherhood and her in-
tuition recoiled from the desperate
act to which her distraught hus-
band was dragging them, and all
her instincts fought for time.

Just before the Grand Central
Station, not a hundred yards, they
passed a church, glowing with soft
light through colored windows, its
midweek service inviting the pass-
ersby. A better place this to get
warm than the railway terminal.
They entered. People were giving
what is called testimony experi-
ences of what their religion had
done and was doing for them, how
it had lifted them out of sickness,
misfortune, or despair, how it had
brought them back to inward peace,
back into the wholesome current

From Have You a Religion? by Henry James Forman, Farrar and Rinehart,
publishers. By permission of the publishers.
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of life and even to happiness.
The warmth, the patent sincerity
of the words he heard, the glow of
human beings flooded at least at
that moment with the good will
and unselfish love released by the
sincerest gratitude, had its effect
upon the clouded, tortured mind
of the young husband and father,
who only a few minutes earlier had
seen nothing but death and extinc-
tion as the only cure for his ills.
The pressure in his brain lightened.
Suddenly he rose up, and man-
fully, truthfully, mincing no words,
he told his story. He told not only
his story, but confessed also his
tragic errand, and the strange,
seemingly haphazard way by which
he had been led to enter that par-
ticular assembly, actually his last
rendezvous with hope. The audi-
ence listened, rapt, spellbound.
Some of them had had like experi-
ences, however different the in-
dividual setting and circumstances.
People moved close to him. They
had been powerfully moved, and
eager human spirits proffered help.
It need scarcely be said that for
that man and his small family
trouble was at an end. Out of the
lowest depths of despondency, he
stepped almost by accident from
grim isolation onto the broad pla-
teau of life where human beings
meet and recognize that we are all
part one of another, that we are
all one.
That recognition and that knowl-

edge is the chief, if not the only,
function of religion. For that
young man and his family the
switch had been thrown and he
was once again in the full cur-
rent of life.

A unique story, you say? Psy-
chiatrists, clergymen, and some
laymen who make a practice of
helping people to regain their
equilibrium, have records of thou-
sands upon thousands of cases;
and many, if not all the people
they help, turn or return to re-
ligion.

One man I know, a highly suc-
cessful business man, who had
himself come through failure and
despair to his present place, and
has even written books recounting
his transit, has set aside one day
of every week in which to help
others less fortunate than himself.
He does not, however, confine his
help to one day a week. Every
day and every hour he is on the
alert for opportunities to help.

Many a professional and busi-
ness man today keeps some reli-
gious book, some favorite spiritual
guide, locked in his desk drawer,
and from time to time during the
day, almost furtively, takes it up
in order to change his thought,
to relieve pressure, to dip into
ideas that refresh and sustain and
enable him to carry on without suc-
cumbing to worry and fatigue.
Such men are fortunate. They have
found the secret door that stands
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ajar to all who would enter. The
majority still struggle blindly on,
ignorant of what ails them.

A certain doctor, known locally
in his city as a specialist in cer-
tain chronic diseases, was limiting
his success by his coldness, brusque-
ness, and hard manner. The pa-
tients disliked him, the nurses
hated him. Treatment by him was
often regarded by his patients as
a worse ordeal than the disease.

Then trouble came to him, do-
mestic trouble of the most soul-
searing variety, for it came through
one of his children. It seemed to
him that both his career and his
private life were at an end. Then,
suddenly, he found within himself
the irresistible need of prayer.
Friends who had vainly tried for
some time to turn his interest to
one of the groups engaged in re-
viving personal religious faith as
a daily activity were now, to their
surprise, successful. This man went
to a meeting, listened to the expe-
riences of others, and found as a
result that his entire outlook had
undergone a change. He realized
that notwithstanding all his work
and his recent suffering, he had
not yet lived at all. The greatest
single curative and life - giving
force available had been omitted
from his practice and his exis-
tence.

At first those who came in daily
contact with him could not be-
lieve that he was the same man.

April

Formerly cold, hard, caustic, and
intolerant, he now appeared as a
monument of patience, inexhaus-
tible in kindness, sympathy, and
warmth. A greater field for those
attributes than the field of medi-
cine can hardly be imagined, since
here pain and human suffering
are the constant attendants. At
any rate, the doctor’s life appeared
to expand and grow daily richer.
He had come in contact with a
Power greater than himself or his
skill—with the God within him.
From all over the country, and
even from foreign countries, peo-
ple came to him to be treated.

It is unfortunate that for most
of us trouble is the usual gate-
way to a renewal or to the finding
of religion. But in that at least the
uses of adversity are inestimable.
As Glenn Clark puts it in The
Soul's Sincere Desire:

“Troubles, misfortunes, disap-
pointments, and handicaps, if they
but throw us back upon God, if
they merely give us opportunity
of bringing into play our God-
directed imagination and our
heaven-blessed sense of humor,
may become converted into mar-
vellous good fortune. For trouble,
if it merely turns us to God and
hence renews our strength, ceases
to be evil, and becomes good; it
becomes the best thing that could
possibly come to us, next to God
Himself.”

All these individuals, you may
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say, are either religious people or
divines, or people religiously dis-
posed. But it is the same with the
psychiatrists and their patients.
Almost every psychiatrist will tell
you of persons who have come to
him as cases of neuroses and psy-
choses, people on the edge of men-
tal collapse, who could be cured
and returned to normal life only
by returning to their early or
cradle religion, or adopting
another religion, or creating one
for themselves.

“Anyone who is truly religious,”
one of the foremost psychiatrists
told the writer, “does not develop
a neurosis—unless his religious
self conflicts with his primitive na-
ture and cannot resolve the con-
flict. Then he has to come to the
psychiatrist. Religion seems to be
necessary for most people and is
certainly compatible with mental
health.”

Dr. Ira S. Wile, a former New
York Commissioner of Education,
reported: “Without being statis-
tical, I have encouraged and helped
many people to find religion—
either to find their way back to
the religion they knew best or to
create one of their own. Many hu-
man beings, if not all, need a cen-
ter for their lives, a force greater
than themselves to rely on, to lean
upon, to have faith in. Only re-
cently I helped a young man make
a religion for himself. As a stu-
dent of science he had lost all his

faith and belief in religion. Then
his mother died. He had been
greatly attached to her, and he
became a prey to grief and worry,
which affected his mind. He would
never again see his mother, since,
as he then believed, all ends in
death.”

“Why,” Dr. Wile asked him,
“do you no longer believe in a
hereafter 7"

“Because I can’t prove it.”

“Can you prove that there is no
hereafter 7"

“No,” the young student was
forced to admit.

“Then don’t you see that even
according to your so-called scien-
tific view, the two cancel each
other? You have just as sound
and logical a right to believe as to
disbelieve. And from every point
of view it is infinitely better for
you to believe.”

With the clarification of his
outlook the young man worked out
a religion for himself which ef-
fected his cure.

Before the clergyman of today
there is the stupendous task, not in
the field of dogma and ceremonial-
ism, but in his new capacity as a
psychologist, to help his flock in
centering their lives. His need is
to help them clarify their psychic
life spiritually. Many Protestant
clergymen, Jung complains, are
still insufficiently equipped for the
urgent task. Many more, however,
are better equipped now than they



