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Another year has rolled around, and we are again facing a
world which is filled with warfare and suffering. Unless we
hold fast to the thought that this is God’s world, and that His is
the ultimate victory, we shall not be able to go ahead.. That
thought must become more than an intellectual concept; it must
become a part of our very life.

So in this January number of CLEAR HORIZONS we are
stressing the importance of FAITH. To some it is a case of "I
believe. Help Thou my unbelief!” But as we exercise our Faith
and Trust in God, we shall find them developing in strength.
Along with this we are emphasizing again the need of preparing
for a Peace that shall be enduring because it is based on Justice
and the spirit of Brotherhood.

Let us then build up Faith until we can say with Zechariah,
“Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord
of Hosts.”
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The Power of Faith

Norman Vincent Peale

HEN my old friend, Cap-
&;&; tain George Barendse ar-
rived in the United States
from Rotterdam he attempted re-
peatedly to communicate with his
wife and boy in Holland. He had
read of the systematic bombing
of Rotterdam, in which it was re-
ported that a great many people
were killed and a third of the city
reduced to a shambles. All his
efforts to reach his family were in
vain, probably due to restrictions
imposed by the invaders.

His ship destroyed, his wife and
child perhaps injured or even
dead, his city in ruins, his country
overrun, the Captain came to my
church. Tater he took lunch at
my house, during which a great
spiritual experience took place, He
told of his experiences in Europe.

We talked of his ship, which we
all loved, and his family. The Cap-
tain, a man of profound faith, con-
trolled but obviously suffering in-
tense agony of spirit, and talking
almost to himself as though alone,
prayed a noble and courageous
prayer.

“God, help me not to hate . . .
give your guidance in thought, in
speech and action to those who
rule over the countries in war and
- . . may your will be done and . . .
your kingdom come.” The words
came one by one, slowly as if hewn
out of his soul. “God watch over
my wife and boy. Before my wife
was mine she belonged to you,
Lord; before my little boy came
to me he was yours, Father. They
are in your hands. I trust you.
May your will be done.”

 From Faith Is the Answer by Smiley Blanton and Norman Vincent Peale.
Abingdon Cokesbury, Publishers. By permission of the publishers.
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Again he searched his soul. “I
pray for Hitler. God guide Hitler.
He has great power over men’s
lives. You can change his heart,
God. Help me not to hate Hitler
. . . help me to mean that . .. O
God.”

There at our table, a simple
family dinner, we sat awestruck
before a great Christian. In this
Dutch Captain, undaunted amid
ruins, we saw the superb grandeur
of the Christian faith; the magnifi-
cence of soul and spirit which it
creates in human beings. Some-
thing caught at our throats as we
watched the triumph ; the ineffable
victory of faith in the soul of a
man. It would have been under-
stood if there had flashed out hate,
revenge, bitterness and inconsol-
able grief.

It was all said very quietly and
simply as among close and under-
standing friends, but it had an
eloquence all its own that will
never be forgotten. The Captain
had a secret that stood him in good
stead. He had a faith.that was
strong enough to sustain him and
enable him to see clearly and not
be blinded. He had a faith by
which he gripped God’s hand. He
trusted God so completely that
with supreme confidence he rested
everything in God’s hands, and so
to him came peace and power.

I believe most people would like
to have the benefits given by faith.
Their trouble is they do not know
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how. They are ignorant of the
techniques of faith and hence are
unable to practice it. The average
man vaguely feels that religion has
sources of power available to him
but does not know any workable
method for tapping this power.

You may develop the art of hav-
ing faith through two suggestions,
if they are faithfully followed: (1)
the practice of simple but habitual
prayer and devotional meditation ;
(2) the surrender of your life in
childlike trust to the will of God.

Henry Drummond’s secret was
so simple that anyone can put it
into practice. He stated his form-
ula as follows: “Ten minutes spent
in Christ’s society every day, aye,
two minutes, will make the whole
day different.” Multiply one day
by every day and add the cumula-
tive effect of habit and the changed
mental outlook, and you will under-
stand how this brief period faith-
fully observed can change every-
thing, even to your entire life.

We have all known men who
have been like saints—strong,
radiantly happy — who lived as
Morley said of Gladstone, “as
from some great depth of being.”
Examination of their daily pro-
gram reveals regular periods of
spiritual meditation. This simple
practice gives control over fears,
weaknesses, and those tragic in-
eptitudes which interfere so dis-
astrously with success in life.

Wordsworth was another who

1943 THE POWER OF FAITH 3

discovered the amazing values in
a daily period of spiritual medita-
tion. Wordsworth’s method was
unusual but exceedingly reward-
ing, if we may judge by the quality
of his mind and character. It was
his custom every day to meditate
on a few of Jesus’ words, reading
them slowly and endeavoring to
bring out their full meaning. He
would stop and say, “I wonder
what Jesus meant when He said
that. What was the expression on
His face, the tone of His voice?”
This approach served to make
Christ come near to Wordsworth
as a vital living character and to
walk with him in His own time.

It is possible for every person
to go apart alone for at least ten
minutes every day to relax body,
mind, and soul, open himself to
God and allow the divine energies
to flood his receptive spirit,

There is a quality of the mind
through which, with practice, we
can retire into ourselves, open a
little door, and be in our own
quiet inner temple. On a train,
or bus, or rushing subway we may
close our eyes, turn our minds to
Christ and withdraw from the
busy world into a few minutes of
communion that will give us calm
strength and imperturbable poise
for the day.

I stress this practice, for it is a
certain and workable method for
developing faith. The result of
this habitual daily meditation is

that we come finally to believe ab-
solutely in Him and consequently
develop a depth of faith that is
sure and positive. Live with
Christ in daily spiritual associa-
tions and your faith in God will
be deep and certain. This makes
God a real factor rather than a
vague concept. An old blind
Indian in the West, a magnificent
person with inner peace and kindly
spirit, revealed the source of his
strength when he said, “It is easy
to believe in God when you live
alone with Him in the dark.” He
knew how to have faith because
spiritually he lived with God.

If you definitely set aside a few
minutes to think about God and
Christ, to confess your sins, to
pray for those who have done
wrong against you, and to ask for
strength, and if you do this con-
sistently day after day, a true faith
will before long begin to send
spiritual health and power through
your personality.

The second and ultimate method
for having faith is simply to have
faith. Many people get lost ex-
ploring abstruse procedures, un-
aware that the secret is to believe
by an act of trust. It was for this
reason that Christ, the Supreme
Teacher, told us that we could not
enter His Kingdom until we had
a childlike heart.

The New Testament says, “Ac-
cording to your faith be it unto
you.” We receive good in direct
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proportion to the amount of faith
we cxercise. “Lord, I believe;
help thou my unbelief,” is the at-
titude that opens the door to new
life. In plain vernacular that
means, “I trust You, O Lord. I
believe, even though I cannot see
how it can be. I believe even
though shadowy questions haunt
my mind.” The spirit struggles to
believe, triumphing over the weak
doubtings of the earth-bound body.
The release of power that comes
with this victory of faith is the
most important phenomenon of
human experience.

I was asked to call on a patient
in a tuberculosis hospital. This
man said he had been helped by
my radio program, and wanted to
talk to me. His hand was off at
the wrist, but he was one of the
happiest men I ever met all my
life long. I who had gone to com-
fort him was myself comforted,
even thrilled by the story he told.

He was taken to the hospital in
1936 and given up to die. He had
been a successful lawyer, with a
wife and two sons. Everything he
owned went into the battle to save
his life.

At the time he became hospital-
ized he was having frequent
hemorrhages with severe pain. He
was in an apparently hopeless con-
dition. It was at this juncture that
he listened to the radio talk in
which occurred this quotation from
the New Testament, “I can dq all
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things through Christ which
strengtheneth me.”

“You said,” he explained, “who-
ever you are, wherever you are,
in whatever condition or circum-
stance, if you surrender your life
completely to God and put your
trust in Him, you can obtain
Divine power by which you can
win over anything. You also spoke
of the amount of faith that would
help us. ‘Even as a grain of mus-
tard seed.” This seemed to me like
a small investment for the return
offered.”

Looking straight at me, this man
said, “I had heard that sort of
thing all my life,—that is, when
I went to church, which was not
too often—and it never moved
me. In fact I guess I never really
knew what it meant. I'm sure I
didn’t appreciate how deep it went.
But this time it came over me as
by a wave that it was true. I
bowed my head,” he went on,
“and did just as you said. I guess
I was at the end of my rope and
I meant it absolutely when I put
my life in God’s hands. A strange
thing happened. I felt a surge of
peace. I came to have a conviction
that regardless of the number and
pain of hemorrhages nothing could
ever hurt me again. I went further,
repeating my surrender every day,
several times a day, and one day I
came to believe that my hemor-
rhages would stop. That was late
in 1936, and early in 1937 they

1943 A MATTER OF

did stop and I've had none to this
day.” (This was late in 1939.)

With a happy smile the narra-
tor continued: “I am slowly get-
ting better, but that is not the
chief thing that has happened to
me. The main thing is the strange
new strength, this wonderful in-
ner peace, this absolute sense of
being attached to the very power
of God Himself. We, my family
and I, have had to face many diffi-
cult problems. Again and again
we have been caught in what
seemed a blind alley with no way
out, but God opened a way every
time, and he always will.”

IMPORTANCE 5

I sat there looking at that heroic
and inspiring man. I was listen-
ing to one of the most amazing
accounts of God’s grace that has
ever come to my attention. We
both knew that day that we were
talking about no imaginary hap-
pening but were awed by the real
experience of a man who in his
dire need stumbled upon the great-
est thing that can happen to a
human being—the actual release,
through faith, of the power of
God into human experience. There
is in religious faith and for our
benefit a greater power than we
realize.

( A charming story by a writer of the past
generation that has its lesson for us today.

A Matter of Importance
Laura E. Richards

the Angel-who-attends-to-

things was hastening along
the street, with his wings tucked
in and his robes tucked up, for he
was in a hurry, when a Duke
looked out of his castle window
and called to him.

“Stop a moment, please!” said
the Duke. “I wish to consult you

]‘[ T HAPPENED one day that

about the succession to my duke-
dom. You know my grandfather,
the Archduke—"

“I cannot attend to you this
morning !” said the Angel. “I am
engaged on business of impor-
tance; your affairs must wait till
another time.” And he passed on.

“Dear me!” said the Duke.
“What can be more important than

From The Geolden Windows, by Laura E. Richards i
Company, publishers. By permission of the publishé?s.ar SR A
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the succession? I really must fol-
low him, and see what this great
matter is.”

So he followed the Angel.

The Angel hurried along, and
presently he passed by a Bishop’s
palace, and the Bishop put his
head out of the window and called
to him.

“Please come in a moment!”
said the Bishop. “I wish to con-
sult you about the Great Synod
which is to be held—"

The Angel shook his head.

“I am on business of great im-
portance,” he said. “I cannot at-
tend to trifles this morning.” And
he passed on.

The Bishop looked after him.
“What mighty business can this
be,” he said, “that makes the
Great Synod seem a trifle? I really
think I must go and see.” And he
followed the Angel and the Duke.

Presently the Angel passed by a
King’s palace, and the King looked
out of the window and called to
him.

“Please come in here!” said the
King. “The enemy’s forces have
crossed the border, and threaten
to besiege the capital. I wish to
consult you at once on the steps
to be taken.”

“By and by!” said the Angel. “I
am on business of importance now,
and cannot stop for trifles.”” And
he hurried on.

The King looked after him. “It
must be something of world-wide
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importance,” he said, “which can
make the invasion of my kingdom
seem a trifle. I must really go and
see what it is.” And he followed
the Angel and the Duke and the
Bishop.

The Angel turned from the
wide street, and passed down a
narrow lane, and into a dingy
court, where poor clothes hung
drying. In the middle of the court
stood a little child, with its eyes
shut and its mouth wide open,
crying and roaring as if its heart
would break.

The Angel ran to the child and
knelt down and took it in his arms.

“Hush! hush!” he cried. “It is
all right, dear. You took the
wrong turning, that was all. She
is just around the corner. Quick,
let me wipe the tears away ! Look !
there she comes this minute.”

A woman came flying around
the corner, wild-eyed and panting.
The Angel put the child into her
arms, and the two melted together,
and sobbed and laughed themselves
away out of sight.

The Angel drew a long breath,
and rustled his wings a little, and
turned to go back; and as he
turned, he saw the Duke and the
Bishop and the King, all out of
breath and crimson, and staring
with big, round eyes.

“Oh; are you there?” said the
Angel. “Well, now I can attend to
your little matters.”

( Making the most of our limitations.

\Light Springing Up in the Darkness

Newille S. Talbot

1GHT will spring up in the
’] darkness. That is, I think,

what we must look for. We
must abandon all effort to explain
away the black facts which con-
front us—all effort to wave over
them some theory which shall
make them to be other than they
are, or to arrive at some satisfying
explanation of their origin. And,
instead, we should, so to say, let
the facts speak for themselves,
while we watch and listen to see
whether they disclose some deeper
meaning than was apparent at
first sight. A welling-up of light
within the darkness is to be looked
for, a coming of relief from the
same source as the affliction.

Life is full of this experience.
The very phenomena which per-
plex and distress are found to
have within them a testimony
which, while it does not explain,
reassures and encourages. Thus
our very sense of the fleeting tran-
sience of this mortal life points
to and implies the reality of that
which is eternal and abiding. It
has within it the evidence that we
are more than creatures of time.

So with sorrow—the sorrow of
bereavement, the pain of the sun-
dering of lovers by death. Noth-
ing, no matter how one pretends,
can mitigate the sorrow. Consola-
tion cannot still it, indeed, cannot
reach it. But within sorrow is
love. Out of love it springs. Were
it not for love it would not be.
Its very strength testifies to a
reality deeper than itself.

So it seems justifiable in face of
the dark facts of life’s riddle to
expect that the facts will them-
selves prove to be luminous—to
have light within them deeper
than the darkness.

And so it is. It is the reality of
goodness which gives force to the
realization of what is evil. The
blackness of what is evil is splashed
against the whiteness of what is
good—else it would not be known.
Black upon black is invisible. The
dark things of life are indeed mys-
terious, they affront and perplex
the believer in God and in goodness.
They are a problem to him. But
the good things in life—they are
also mysterious, the more mys-
terious in face of the presence of

From The Riddle of Life, by Neville S. Talbot. Longmans, Green and
Company. Reprinted by permission of Longmans, Green and Company.

-
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the evil things. They are a prob-
lem to the disbeliever and the pes-
simist. There is, in short, a prob-
lem of good as well as a problem
of evil. The facts of life are not
all of one color. They have in them
the force of contrast. We know
this, of course. Nature declares it.
Day succeeds to night, spring to
winter. There is “clear shining
after rain.”

But a further bright light is to
be seen glowing at the heart of
the dread scene of suffering and
calamity. Such things happen to
men; and the light is the way in
which they meet, use, and over-
come them. We may speak (and
truly) of a darkness environing
man, but it cannot smother the
blazing light of human heroism.
In fact, it seems to be of life’s
very savour that it should abound
in difficulty, risk, danger, calamity,
just because of the tremendous
glories of character which spring
from the brave encountering of
them. “Our highest admiration is
always reserved for men who mas-
ter difficult circumstances. If the
story of Joseph, begun beside
Bedouin campfires centuries ago,
can easily be naturalized beside
modern radiators; if Robinson
Crusoe, translated into every
tongue, is understood by all, the
reason lies in the depths of man’s
heart, where to make the most
out of untoward situations is a
daily problem. The fullest under-
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standing of Ole Bull's playing on
the violin was necessarily restricted
to the musical, but no restriction
bounds the admiration of men,
learned or simple, when, in a
Munich concert, his A string snaps
and he finishes the composition
on three strings. That is the human
problem in epitome. Getting music
out of life’s remainders after the
break has come; winning the bat-
tle with what is left from a defeat;
going blind, like Milton, and writ-
ing sublimest poetry, or deaf, like
Beethoven, and composing superb
sonatas; being reared in an alms-
house and buried from Westmin-
ster Abbey, like Henry M. Stan-
ley; or, like Kavanaugh, born
without arms or legs, and yet sit-
ting at last in the British Parlia-
ment—all such hardihood and un-
discourageable pluck reach back in
a man’s bosom beyond the strings
that ease and luxury can touch, and
strike there a reverberating chord.
Nothing in human life is so im-
pressive as pluck, ‘fighting with
the scabbard after the sword is
gone.” So states Harry Emerson
Fosdick in his “The Meaning of
Faith.”

So it is that against the dark
background of the stage on which
mankind plays its part, the light
that shines upon the brows of
heroic men and women is thrown
into sharp relief. Here is that
which is a real counterweight to
misery and adversity. A change
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comes over the tremendous scene
of human existence when character
rather than happiness is made
paramount in our judgment upon
it. Fosdick continues: “We may
well inquire, when we complain of
this world’s misery, what sort of
world we are seeking in its place.
Are we asking for a perfectly
happy world? But happiness, at its
deepest and its best, is not the por-
tion of a cushioned life which never
struggled, overpassed obstacles,
bore hardships, or adventured in
sacrifice for costly aims. A heart
of joy is never found in luxuri-
ously coddled lives, but in man and
woman who achieve and dare, who
have tried their powers against an-
tagonisms, who have met even
sickness and bereavement and have
tempered their souls in fire. Joy is
begotten not chiefly from the im-
pression of happy circumstances,
but from the expression of over-
coming power. Were we set upon
making a happy world, therefore,
we could not leave struggle out nor
make adversity impossible. Said
MacMillan, after a terrific. twelve-
month on the Arctic continent:
“This has been the greatest year of
my life.’

“When in biography or among
our friends we see folk face crush-
ing trouble, not embittered by it,
made cynical, or thrust into de-
spair, but hallowed, sweetened,
illumined, and overpowered, we
are aware that noble characters

do not alone bear trouble; they use
it. They make it the minister of
character; they set it to build in
them what nothing save adversity
can ever build—patience, courage,
sympathy, and power.

“If one imagines a life from its
beginning lapped in ease and utter-
ly ignorant of what words like
hardship, sorrow, and calamity
imply, he must imagine a life lack-
ing every virtue that makes human
nature admirable. Character grows
on struggle; without the overcom-
ing of obstacles great quality in
character is unthinkable. Whoever
has handled well any calamitous
event possesses resources, insights,
wise attitudes, qualities of sym-
pathy and power that by no other
road would have come to him. For
all our complaints against life’s
misery, therefore, and for all our
inability to understand it in detail,
who would not hesitate, foreseeing
the consequences, to take adversity
away from men? He who banishes
hardship banishes hardihood; and
out of the same door with Calam-
ity walk Courage, Fortitude, Tri-
umphant Faith, and Sacrificial
Love.”

In the midst of darkness then
light springs up. Thus the spiritual
leaders of mankind go ahead, with
an unquenchable ardour. They
press on into the darkness, never
satisfied, never possessed of a final
answer, yet never despairing. And
all the while they nourish a great
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heart-held hope, which they guard
as a flame against extinction, feed-
ing it with the oil of faithful ex-
pectation. It is the hope that the
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day of God will arrive, bringing
His vindication, the day of His
Kingdom and victory.

Keep Your Poise

Probably the greatest danger to which we are exposed at the present
time is the temptation to lose our poise. Constant worries may wear
down our resistance. Sudden fears may destroy our peace of mind. Out-
bursts of anger may unbalance our emotions. Jesus lived through a life
beset with temptation, marked with misunderstanding, limited by dis-
trust, imperiled by persecution, yet he always kept his poise. At Naza-
reth as he began his ministry they would have thrown him over the
precipice. He quietly went on his way. At Jerusalem they would have
stoned him. Again in the majesty of his sincere manhood he turned
away from them. When his apostles were frightened as the boat on
the sea of Galilee was storm-tossed, and beginning to sink, Jesus was
asleep. When awakened not by the storm, but by their clamor, with
perfect poise he stilled the storm. In the upper room with the twelve
he was undisturbed, after he had done his best to save Judas, undis-
turbed, although he knew that the traitor had gone out to betray him.
In Gethsemane he was calm as they came to arrest him, wondering why
they had sought him there when he had talked openly in the Temple.
Still calm he protected his friends. At his trial he did not lose his poise
but kept silent as false accusations were made against him. Even on
the Cross he was sure of his Father, conscious of those who needed his
help, and full of forgiving love.

As we search his last words to his friends we find him making an
unusual bequest before he went forth to die. “My joy,” he said, “my
peace and my love.” He wanted them to have his joy, and his peace.
His greatest desire was expressed in the words, “Continue ye in my
love.” He speaks also of God as “my Father.” If we can say as he
did in our thought of God, “my Father,” then his love and joy and
peace shall abide within us and we shall keep our poise in the midst
of any storm.

—William F. Slade

( This modern writer warns us we must get away from our
limited ideas of God and recognize His infinite qualities.

My All-God

Brown Landone

ROM spiritual malaria I suf-
Ffered long and intensely. Its

periods of refrigerated good-
ness alternated with bursts of flam-
ing youth; its recurring chilly
Thou-shalt-not’s alternated with
heart-hot desires for joy. And so,
for a generation, I knew not from
one year to the next in what terms
I did or could think of God. No
sooner did I place my feet flat-
footedly on what seemed for the
moment to be a solid idea of God
than it began to disintegrate be-
neath me, and I was compelled by
spiritual necessity to grasshopper
to some other idea, suggested by
priest or parson or poet, or born
of my own prayer and dreams.
Each of these ideas was a part-
God concept; each was a reactive
concept.

Once a God of punishment to
be feared, then reaction—and a
God of love too sentimentally kind
to enforce justice.

Once a God capriciously bless-
ing or cursing, then reaction—and
a God of law, fixed and absolute,
and hence unmindful of any ap-
peal of any human heart.

Once a concept of all-dependence

upon matter, then reaction—and a
concept of all-dependence upon
Mind, with its denial of matter
and its creation of a thousand little
devils of suppositional error, a
thousand devils with which to
cope in the darkness of mortal
mind instead of one well-known
Satan to be met in open battle.

Once a personal God in a physi-
cal heaven, with angels (if the
account be brought up to date)
tuning-in Tiffany radio sets and
flying airplanes with motors of
gold and wings of pearl, then re-
action—and a God of Principle
only, lacking in personal love, and
forever unchanging as the code
of the Medes.

Each was a part-God idea, con-
ceived to complement some other
part-God idea. More, each was a
reactive concept, opposing and
balancing some idea previously
held. And worse, each was a pen-
dulum swinging to one side, neces-
sitating a return to the other,
which made me so spiritually
dizzy that I visioned a new hell of
innumerable dangling pendulums,
each pendulum a human soul.

Sick in spirit, I stopped soul-

From My Idea of God, edited by Joseph Fort Newton. Little, Brown and
Company. Reprinted by permission of Joseph Fort Newton.
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still, resolved that a no-god was
better than swinging forever from
one part-God to another. So, long-
ing with my whole soul for the
stability of an all-God, I found
Him!

My All-God is All! He is in-
finite in fact as well as in phrase-
ology, including not only essence,
presence, existence, and attributes,
but also all processes, means, con-
ditions, and things. The truth of
His infinite presence was at first
only an idea. It is now, however,
the existence in which I live. He
surrounds me; I am in Him and
cannot get out of Him ; He extends
out from me, from star to star and
trillions of miles beyond. Within
me, He permeates me; He pene-
trates to every cell and atom of my
body. I am saturated with Him,
and literally in Him I live and
move and have my being.

So also, my All-God surrounds,
permeates, penetrates, and satu-
rates the frog and the blade of
grass, the bluebird and the cherry-
blossom, the mountain and the
universe.

My All-God is within me. As I
know that there is electricity in
my study to give me light, so I
know that God is in me. As I
know that not all the electricity of
the universe is in my study, so I
know that not all of God is in me.
I am a son of God, made in His
image ; Christ is the Son of God.
I am one ray of light, perhaps
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this color, perhaps that; Christ is
the pure Light of all.

My All-God is faith, and I no
longer shy even at the term “blind
faith,” for that at least is freedom
—freedom from petty habit of
crabbily doubting all things which
my own little eyes have not seen
or my own hands made. I have
not yet straddled a radio message
and ridden it from New York to
London. Yet I have faith that
such messages are sent. So I do
not doubt those truths of God
which my reason has not yet
lassoed and galloped to the end
of time. What is reason, anyway,
that it should always try to black-
ball faith and forever fail to do
so? Every process of reasoning
begins with an assumption ; and no
man ever reasons about anything
except to try to prove to himself
that he knows something which
he knows he does not know.

With youthful faith I accepted
the doctrines of the Church. With
smart learning I later rejected all
of them. Now, with some wisdom
sired by humble pride and con-
ceived in suffering, I know that
they are true. Since Loeb has whip-
whapped soap bubbles into living
substances, why doubt that pure
Divinity can conceive a Son?

My All-God makes His creation
good. Once I assigned to myself
the duties of the Super-God-
Supreme-Court Justice, to pass on
the reliability of God’s statements
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and the nature of His creation.
I divided His works into good
things and evil things, commending
spiritual means as born of God
and condemning material means
as born of error.

I was learned then, in truth.
Now, with less conceit, I know
that God knew what He was talk-
ing about when He declared that
everything He had made was very
good. He had all the evidence
before Him; I had not a thou-
sandth part of it. First, He had
made all things out of Himself;
second, He had consecrated all
things to man’s use and specifically
stated that He did so; third, after
His creation was finished, He
carefully reviewed all things He
had made; and fourth, only when
He had done so, did He pass Judg-
ment that all was very good.

I now accept His statement and
see God in every substance. Salt,
for example, is a crystallization
of a God thought, radiated to
create a certain substance to per-
form its function after its kind;
and consequently the use of a
substance idealized thus, to effect
a result after its kind, is as spirit-
ual as the use of mind to work
change after its kind.

My All-God concept condemns
nothing, idealizes all things, ac-
cepts God’s statement that every-
thing is very good, and makes use
of all things!

But I wanted something more:
I wanted to pray again. I studied
the Hebrew words translated in
the English Bible by the words,
“pray”, “prayer,” and “praying.”
I found that the only important
Hebrew word frequently translated
“pray” in the Bible is palal and
that the only Hebrew word fre-
quently translated “prayer” is
tephillah.

All words derived from the root
of palal prove its meaning. And
palal means “to judge oneself to
be marvelously made;” “to recog-
nize wondrous things within the
self, and to do so habitually and
continually.”

Tephillah is formed of two basic
roots: one meaning “singing and
dancing with timbrels;” the other,
the occasion for doing so.

Praying as God asks me to pray,
I habitually and continuously
recognize the miracle of man be-
ing wondrously made in the image
of God, and sing and dance with
joy because of it.

Learning the mirth of His good-
ness, my night passed and my sun
dawned. The God of mirth and
laughter and dancing merriment
is my God, this hour and forever.
Christ tells me definitely what His
aim here was: to give me life and
to make His joy complete in me.
I accept. Too long I delved in
thought ; now I dance in sunshine.
In Him, the God of cheer and joy
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and dancing mirth, I live and move
and have my being; and all things
are well with me.

All-God is a Personal God. God
as absolute principle and as per-
sonal love is not a contradiction.
My soul manifests one minute as
mind, working out algebraic prob-
lems according to absolute prin-
ciple, in which there is no con-
sciousness of personal love; yet
the touch of her lips to my cheek,
or the pat of a little hand on my
knee, or even the look of faith in
the brown eyes of my Irish terrier,
my soul manifests as personal
love. One manifestation does not
exclude the other. All-God is prin-
ciple and also personal love.

In what terms I think of God,
changes not at all the nature of
Him or Them or It; but what I
think and feel integrates or dis-
integrates life for me.

All-God is truly all-inclusive.
The harmony of a hummingbird’s
wings, the concert of whizzing
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electrons, the tam-tam jazz of the
dance, the symphony written in
the Milky Way with stars for
notes and rays of light for bars—
all are of God.

The Power that twirls a mist to
a star and grinds a sun to star
dust, I term God. The Energy that
shoots through quintillions of years
of space, I term God. The Activity
that forever moves the sea and
turns a billion suns; the Mind that
calls forth a Betelgeuse and creates
an electron; the Love that makes
brothers of stars and stores up
sweets for the bee; the life that
makes man produce man, fern
produce fern, and atom atom; the
Joy of stars eternally on the wing,
of birds at dawn, of running
waters, of singing leaves, of all
laughter and mirth and cheer and
dancing merriment, the joy of
knowing that God is Joy—I term
God.

Power, Energy, Activity, Mind,
Love, Life, and Joy!

Light looked down and beheld Darkness,
“Thither will I go,” said Light.
Peace looked down and beheld War,
“Thither will I go,” said Peace.
Love looked down and beheld Hatred,
“Thither will I go,” said Love.
So came Light, and shone;
So came Peace, and gave rest;
So came Love, and brought Life,
And the Word was made Flesh, and dwelt among us.

—Laurence Housman.

Without the Way there is no going,
Without the Truth there is no knowing,
Without the Life there is no living.

—Thomas a Kempis.
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( The Christmas message is not of
Time but of Eternity.

When the Angels Sang in Bethlehem

Glenn Clark

LMOST two thousand
A years ago the angels sang

in Bethlehem. Those same
angels are singing now. They were
not of Time but of Eternity. The
song was not a song of one day but
was woven of melodies that bind
and hold together all the days of
all the years. Like every event
that touched the life of Jesus, it
was an event into which flowed all
the past and all the future. For
Christ gathered up in His being
all that had gone before, and He
gave forth blessings and teach-
ings for all the time to come. In
almost the same breath He said,
“Before Abraham was I am,” and
“Heaven and earth shall not pass
away until all things shall be ful-
filled.”

When he blessed the little chil-
dren he was not limiting His
blessing to that day or to that
group of little ones that gathered
about His knee; by that simple
act He was setting in motion a
continuous, an eternal blessing
that would continue to enrich and
uplift the world till the end of
Time. All little children who
gather before Jesus today are
being blessed just as truly as those

who gathered about Him two
thousand years ago in Galilee.

When He said, “Thy sins are
forgiven thee,” He was making a
universal and eternal statement
just as true today as when He
healed the paralytic or when the
thief hung on the cross. As long
as man shall stumble and fall and
long to rise again that voice shall
continue to be heard.

And as long as man shall awake
to the fact that he is a child of
the Father of Infinite Love will
the Christ continue to be born
again in the hearts of men. No
matter how unworthy we may
feel, if we but climb high enough
we may, as did Zaccheus, hear the
Master say, “This day I shall
abide with thee.” What if we are
poor creatures to entertain so
great a guest? Was not the manger
which first received Him also very
humble, very crude, very unworthy
for containing so great a king?

And we, if we receive the Christ
Child into our hearts and crown
Him as our king, even though our
station be as low as the Bethlehem
stable, yet will the three wise men
of the East find us out and bring
and lay at the feet of the Christ
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Child enthroned in our hearts
those greatest of all riches: true
spiritual wisdom, peace that pass-
eth understanding, and love with-
out end. For the riches that Christ
received and gave unto others
were not riches that perish, but
were riches that last forever; they
were not riches of this world, but
riches in glory.
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together or family reunion. Let
us accept it rather as a renascence
of the spirit, a rebirth of the soul.
May we not be like the inn which
was so filled with worldly and
temporal things that it had no
room for the Christ to lay His
head. Then will the shepherds on
the hillside again hear the song
that angels sang: “This day a

child is born . . . Peace on earth,
good will to men.”

So let us accept this Christmas
season not as a mere social get-

PRAYER

Dear Loving Father, as we sit here in the midst of beauty and
plenty, enjoying Thy Peace and Harmony, my heart is filled to over-
flowing with gratitude and thanksgiving, for Thy boundless blessings
and mercy. I cannot understand why Thou shouldst have singled me
out to receive all these wonderful gifts, while millions of our fellowmen
are starving, dying and going through trials worse than death. Open
our eyes, dear God, that we may see the purpose of Thy calling and
deepen our sense of gratitude, so that we may be willing to lay our best
and highest upon Thy altar of Love, in service to the suffering humanity.
Dear Father, may the love that has been in our hearts these days be-
come mighty rivers, overflowing to the four corners of this world,
taking with it the power of healing, comfort and nourishment for bodies
and souls.

Dear Lord, Thou knowest how sincerely we desire for Peace. Wilt
Thou not forgive us our sins, individual as well as national, and teach
us the lessons which Thou wantest us to learn, and make us worthy of
this great gift of Peace. Descend upon the hearts of all the leaders of
destruction this day, and grant them a glimpse of the love in Thy eyes,
so that they may repent and follow Thee. In the name of Christ who
loves all mankind. Amen.—Daisy Law Hoh.

We here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain—
that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom—and that
the government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not
perish from the earth.—Abraham Lincoln at Gettysburg.

( The faith our friends have
in us helps us constantly.

A Man Reborn

The story of FRED STONE as told to
William L. Stidger
v friends have always up he plastered it into the pole.
given me courage in
myself. They have had

After failing to reach the top, he
ran over and whispered to me,

faith in me, and that has given
me faith in myself. As I look back
on a long life I find that faith and
friends have had more to do with
what little success I ‘have had
than anything else. All along the
way, for more than half a century,
I have had my ups and downs, but
whenever I was in one of my
down periods my friends always
came along to hearten and encour-
age me and to give me faith in
myself. I do not know where I
would have been if my friends
and loved ones hadn’t had more
faith in my ability than I had my-
self.

The first important thing I ever
tried to do was to climb a greased
pole in Wellington, Kansas, on a
Fourth of July. The one who
climbed that greased pole was to
get five dollars. Ten boys tried
that greased pole and none of them
got to the top. Then came Eddie
Stone, my brother. He had the
ingenuity to take handfuls of sand
as he started up, and on the way

From The Human Side of Greatn.

“I think you can make it now,
Fred, for I sanded it. Hop to
it.”

I hopped to it, and thanks to
Eddie’s help, I made it and col-
lected the five dollars. That sort
of experience is a sort of symbol
of my life. If I have had any
success, it has been because my
friends have always come along
at the critical moment and put
sand on the greased poles of my
life; and T have climbed up through
their faith and their help. I have
known hunger and defeat, ups and
downs, but always I have enjoyed
it and always I found friends who
came to help me at just the right
moment,

Dave Montgomery and I teamed
up together, and were known as
Montgomery and Stone in vaude-
ville for twenty-five years. One day
we were showing in Boston. Just
before we went on we looked
through the peephole of the cur-
tain. It was a small crowd.

Dave said to me, “Let’s go easy

ess by William L. Stidger, Harper and

Brothers. By permission of the publishers.
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