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With newspapers, magazines and books filled with reports 4
of the war, with newsreels picturing the hardships and horrors
of the combat, and even the theatres for the most part devoted
to war dramas, Christian people must make a sp.ecxal eﬂqrt to
find the inner peace which comes from deep faith in the ultimate
victory of the forces of good.

Since Pearl Harbor there has been a tendency on the part of
some of our national leaders to display a bitterness, a feeling
of hatred, which is disturbing to those of us who have rejoiced
in the freedom from animosity that our allies have shown. We >
are not, as a nation, ready for Peace, prepared for Victory, until
we have overcome as individuals any hatred we may have for

foe. ) ]
zmyInothis number of CLEAR HORIZONS our special emphasis
is on the power of LOVE as opposed to HATE. For it is useless
to fight for the Four Freedoms unless we are free from the most
devastating of all emotions, hatred. And it is impossible to have
Peace, unless we have Love.
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Clear Horizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

Fourth Year

( Why don’t we really step out on the
promises of God?

Vol. 4, No. 1

The City of Everywhere

Hugh Price Hughes

ARRIVED there early one
JI morning. It was cold, there
were flurries of snow on the
ground and as I stepped from the
train on the platform I noticed that
the baggageman and the red caps
were warmly dressed in heavy coats
and gloves, but, oddly enough, they
wore no shoes. My first impulse
was to ask the reason for this odd
practice, but, repressing it I
passed into the station and in-
quired the way to the hotel. My
curiosity, however, was immedi-
ately enhanced by the discovery
that no one in the station wore
any shoes. Boarding the street
car, I saw that my fellow travelers
were likewise barefoot, and upon
arriving at the hotel, I found the
bellhop, the clerk and all the peo-
ple had on no shoes.
Unable to restrain myself

longer, I asked the ingratiating
manager what the practice meant,
“What practice ?” said he. “Why,”
said I, pointing to his bare feet,
“why don’t you wear shoes in this
town ?”

“Ah,” said he, “that is just it.
Why don’t we?”

“But what is the matter? Don’t
you believe in shoes?”

“Believe in shoes, my friend? I
should say we do. That is the
first article of our creed, shoes.
They are indispensable to the well-
being of humanity. Such cuts,
sores and suffering as shoes pre-
vent. It is wonderful.”

“Well, then, why don't you
wear them?” I asked, bewildered.

“Ah!” said he, “that is just it.
Why don’t we?”

Though considerably non-
plussed, I checked in, secured my

1
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room and went directly to the cof-
fee shop and deliberately sat down
by a friendly looking man who
likewise conformed to the conven-
tion of wearing no shoes. The
first thing we noticed upon walk-
ing out of the hotel was a huge
brick building. To this he pointed
with pride.

“You see that?” said he. “That
is one of our outstanding shoe
manufacturing establishments.”

“A what?” I asked in amaze-
ment. “You mean you make shoes
there ?”’

“Well, not exactly,” said he, a
bit ashamed, “we talk about mak-
ing shoes there, and believe me,
we have got one of the best and
most brilliant speakers you have
ever heard. He talks most
thrillingly and convincingly every
week on this great subject _of
shoes. He has a most persuasive
and appealing way. Just yesterday
he moved the people profoum!ly
with his sermon on the necessity
of shoe-wearing. It was really
wonderful.”

“But why don’t they wear
them?” said I, insistently.

“Ah,” said he, putting his hand
upon my arm and looking w.ist-
fully into my eyes, “that is just
it. Why don’t we?”

Just then, as we turned down a

side street, I saw through a cellar
window, a cobbler actually making
a pair of shoes. Excusing myself
from my friend, I burst into the
little shop and asked the shoe-
maker how it happened that his
shop was not overrun with cus-
tomers. Said he, “Nobody wants
my shoes. They just talk about
them.”

“Give me what pairs you have
ready,” said I, eagerly, and paid
him thrice the amount he modest-
ly asked. Hurriedly, I returrj.ed
to my friend and said to him,
“Here, my friend, one of these
pairs will surely fit you. Take
them; put them on. They will
save you untold suffering.” .

But he looked embarrassed, in
fact he was well-nigh overcome
with chagrin. “Thank you,” he
said politely, “but you don’t under-
stand. It just isn’t being done.
The front families, well, I—I—"

“But why don’t you wear
them?” said I, dumbfounded.

“Ah,” said he, smiling with his
accustomed ingratiating togch 9{
practical wisdom, “that is just it.
Why don’t we?” i

And coming out of the “City of
Everywhere” into the “Here,” over
and over and over that question
rang in my ears: “Why don’t we,?,
Why don’t we? Why don’t we?

All men desire peace, but few men desire the things that make

for peace.

—Thomas a Kempis.

( How to empty out our anxieties and
weaknesses that God may enter.

Make Room for God

Dana Gatlin

difficult things for the human
mind to do is to surrender,
really surrender.

To surrender preconceived opin-
ions, habits of thought, the race
consciousness, personal tendencies
and reactions to whatever may be
going on around us. To surrender
our sense of personal responsibil-
ity, the very human tendency to
think that we have to get right
after every unsatisfactory con-
dition and that we must personally
set things right. To surrender our
right to fret and stew and strain
and tax our human strength and
wits and resources to the last
notch. To surrender our aware-
ness of duties, of quandaries, of
problems. To surrender our no-
tions about the need for haste,
the pressure of time—a very prev-
alent human notion that is a
veritable tyrant over the human
mind, a ruthless despot, binding
and enslaving us, and whipping us
on and on in our heavy dragging
chains. To surrender our disap-
pointments, our hardships, our per-
plexities and uncertainties. To sur-
render our personal prejudices
about things, about occurrences,
and about people. To surrender our

JIT SEEMS one of the most

From Unity Magasine, April, 1935,

very definite feelings of futility,
frustration, and even despair. To
surrender our emotions, our
grudges and grievances: our per-
sonal conception of our duty to
others, and of other people’s duty
to us; our notion of what is owed
us by other people, and of how
they have failed in their obliga-
tions; our conviction that things
are going very hard with us, and
that they will probably get worse
instead of better. To surrender the
incontrovertible evidence that we
don't feel well, that we are sick ;
to surrender our disabilities, our
weakness, our pain.

In fact our mind is so taken up
with all these things that are going
wrong with us, or with the world,
that there is little room left to
think of God.

We must recognize Him. This
is the law, and it is a law that
we must obey. There is no evad-
ing it. The law never changes. We
must change, bring ourselves into
obedience to it; that is, recognize
God. Then the law will work for
us, work silently, harmoniously,
and powerfully, and we shall cease
running around in circles oblivious
to it, wrapped up in our human
struggles.



IWe must recognize God. It is
the one demand He makes of us.
But how can we do this when our
attention is so taken up with other
things every hour and moment of
the day? How can God operate
in us, perform His good works and
exercise His divine will in us when
we will not even admit Him in our
crowded, rushing, circling, topsy-
turvy thought world—a world that
we ourselves have ordained and
imposed upon ourselves?

Even God cannot do a thing for
us when we act in this manner. He
made us free agents, gave us the
gift of choice.

When men forget God so com-
pletely and even will not make
room for Him in the clutter of
their thoughts, you would think
that He might become a little
angry or indignant. But He never
does. He is still there, always
there. He is waiting to be recog-
nized, to be called upon, waiting
to help. God never changes. He
never revokes His law. Never fails
to keep His promises. He is the one
Presence and Power. He will
never fail.

So it seems that the most im-
portant thing for each one of us
to do is to make sure that we do
our part in the matter. Make sure
that we leave a place in our mind
for God.

It may mean crowding out some
other thoughts. It may be neces-
sary to throw them out. But this
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will probably be all for the best.
These thoughts probably have been
causing the trouble.

Perhaps you don't like some-
body. You don’t like his person-
ality, his behavior, his point of
view. He gets on your nerves.
You can’t possibly bring yourself
to like him. Well, stop trying. But
don’t let your mind dwell on his
errors and shortcomings. You need
not even force yourself to try
visioning him as God's child also.
Just let go of him, of all thoughts
and emotions concerning him. Just
remember God. God will handle
the matter.

At all events you will presently
find yourself feeling more peace-
ful, and each time you just prac-
tice making room for God, you will
find your private feelings and re-
actions regarding other people be-
coming more peaceful and poised.
And God will guide you in what
you say to them and do.

Give up pesky little thoughts
of irritation, the resentful thoughts.
Give them up quickly, at the mo-
ment of their intrusion. Make
room for God.

Suppose you are worried or
anxious about something. This is
a good time to say to yourself,
“Here is a good place to make
room for God.”

When 1 first started to tithe,
1  hesitated, disturbed by the
thoughts of many material needs

1943

and obligations. Then the thought
came to me, “God knows no lack,
no limitation. God’s storehouse is
illimitable, and from it God gives
freely, gladly, without stint. This
is the way He intended us to give.
He would have us give knowing
that all is from the Father and
that He is inexhaustible.” In that
glad instant I felt unbound and
freed. T was glad to give up my
human thoughts of hesitancy and
calculation to make room for this
revelation of God’s thoughts and
ways—to make room for God.
When you are harassed and
uncertain, just surrender. Clear a
place in the buzzing turmoil of
your mortal thoughts. Make room
for God. Do not even worry about
what you ought to think. God will
take care of that if you will turn
to Him in faith, trusting. He will
tell you what to think. The right
Fhoughts will of themselves flow
mnto your mind if you will clear a
space for them—God thoughts—
and you will think His thoughts

( “There are no atheists in fox-holes,”
and few in the armies.

EVENSONG AT CAIRO &

aftcr_ Him. Try Him, prove Him.
\\:hen I first tried to receive
heahng from the Spirit, I strained
my mind and kept it fidgety, trying
to hop from the seat of one ail-
ment to another. I was too much
concerned and too anxious about
nzf.rrating to Him the details.
Fn:lally this dawned on me and 1
relinquished my personal hold. I
surrendered. God knew. I didn’t
have to tell Him of all my ail-
ments that needed healing. I found
that T was even scarcely using
words; just “God—God—God."
Jqst. aware of His presence, Iis
.w:IllngneSS to help, His infallibil-
ity and illimitability, His tran-
scendent power. I let go of my
anxiously hopping thoughts, gave
over my personal responsibility,
and just left it to God. I cleared
out the other thoughts and
Fhotlght of God. And God came
in and healed me.
. Nothing is too much for God
if human beings but give Him a
chance.

Evensong at Cairo
A General’s Letter

Al 1- Saints’ Cathedral,
Cairo, Sunday evening,
September 6, 1942—the Cathedral

SOMETHIN G to remember—

quite full, perhaps seven hundred
sglchers and airmen with ahout
sixty women, mostly Army hos-
pital nurses, Q.A.ILLM.N. S., and

From The Calvary Evangel, April, 1943,
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V.A.D.s, and all singing, fit to
raise the roof—
O God, to us may grace be given
To follow in their train.

You just couldn’t help being
moved to be up and doing—"to
follow in their train.”

I wrote the above last night
when I got back, with the vivid
impression still upon me. I don’t
think T am an emotional type, but
these crowded services in the
Cathedral here get me. All this
mass of men is there, I think, as
much as anything, because it gives
them a feeling of the nearness or
link with their own homes. They
are, every one of them, taking part
in the service. The acoustics are
bad, but the clergy are good! The
reading is excellent; the whole
service is a corporate effort of

everyone.
Over it all there is a feeling of
genuine, wholesome religion — a

getting together with God, and
with Him and through Him, get-
ting in touch with home.

It is all alive, all true, all won-
derful. Why shouldn’t the home
village service be the same? It can
be; it should be; it must be.

Out here the Church is giving

the lead and delivering the goods.
The whole lot of us feeling it,
meaning it, doing it, loving it. Try-
ing like mad to “follow in their
train.” Now, if ever, the whole
body of the Church just must get
together — man, woman, parson,
child—the whole village, the whole
of England, and realize what a
mighty, c o operative effort is
needed from the whole lot of us, if
this world of ours is to be a decent
world for us all, when all this war
madness is over.

The Church is the only coopera-
tive body of us all that can lead
and do and act. If we don’t, what
is the good of Dunkirk? What is
the good of Singapore, of Hong
Kong, of Crete, of Greece, of our
Western Desert here, of all the
grand work done and doing?

There must be a great coopera-
tive effort—all of us together, just
as we seven hundred were all to-
gether last night in the Cathedral
—together in the desert, together
at Dunkirk, at Singapore, all day
and night on the seas of the world,
on land and in the air. I know
God is with us in all this. My mes-
sage to the village at home—with
the Church and through the
Church “to follow in their train.”

to his wife in England is quoted

This letter from a distinguished general :
by the Ministry of Information in London, and printed in What It Takes! Stories

from the Lives of Soldiers, Sailors and Airmen, 25 cents.

([ Another penetrating message on Prayer by the author of

A Testament of Devotion,

Reality of the Spiritual World

Thomas R. Kelly

HE SPRINGS and sources

qf dynamic, creative living

; lie not in environmental
drives and thrusts outside us
but deep within us. Within
us is a meeting place with
God, who strengthens and invig-

orates our whole personalities, and

makes us new creatures, with new
values and estimates of the world
al_)out us, seen through the eyes of
direct and spontaneous love. A
leveling of earthly eminences and
of earthly obscurities takes place.
The tempests and inner strains of
self-seeking, self-oriented living
grow still. We learn to be worked
through; serenity takes the place
of anxiety; fretful cares are re-
placed by a deep and certain as-
surance. Something of the cosmic
patience of God Himself becomes
ours, and we walk in quiet assur-
ance and boldness; for He is with
us; His rod and His staff, they
comfort us.

How then does one enter upon
the internal life of prayer? Dy-
namic living is not imparted to us
by one heavy visitation of God,
but comes from continuous inner

mental habits pursued through
years. Inside of us, there ought to
go on a steady, daily, hourly
process of relating ourselves to
the Divine Goodness, of opening
our lives to His warmth and love
of steadfast surrender to Him, anci
of sweet whisperings with Him,

SRCh as we can tell no one about at
all.

I do not have in mind those
more formal times of private de-
votion when we turn our backs
upon the family and shut the door
of our room and read some devo-
tional book and pause in medita-
tion and in quiet prayer. Those
times are important, and need to
be cultivated. But the internal
prayer life is something still more
basic. It is carried on after one
has left the quiet room, has opened
thg door and gone back into the
noisy hubbub of the family group.
It is carried on as one dashes for
? trolley, as one lunches in a cafe-
eria, as one puts the childre
bed. There is a way of livin; fz
prayer at the same time that one
is busy with the outward affairs of
daily living.

From Reality of the Spiritual World, by Thomas R. Kelly, Pendle Hill

Pamphlet No. 21. 25c.
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This practice of continuous
prayer in the presence of God in-
volves developing the habit of car-
rying on the mental life at two
levels. At one level we are im-
mersed in this world of time, of
daily affairs. At the same time,
but at a deeper level of our minds,
we are in active relation with the
Eternal Life. I do not think this is
a psychological impossibility, or an
abnormal thing. One sees a mild
analogy in the very human ex-
perience of being in love. The
newly accepted lover has an in-
ternal life of joy, of bounding
heart, of outgoing aspiration to-
ward his beloved. Yet he goes to
wotk, earns his living, eats his
meals, pays his bills. But all the
time, deep within, there is a level
of awareness of an object very
dear to him. This awareness is
private; he shows it to no one;
yet it spills across and changes
his outer life, colors his behavior,
and gives new zest and glory to
the daily round. Oh yes, we know
what a mooning calf he may be
at first, what a lovable fool about
outward affairs. But when the
lover gets things in focus again,
and husband and wife settle down
to the long pull of the years, the
deep love-relation underlies all the
raveling frictions of home life and
recreates them in the light of the
deeper currents of love. The two
levels are there, the surface and
the deeper, in fruitful interplay,

with the creative values coming
from the deeper into the daily af-
fairs of life.

So it is sometimes when one
becomes a lover of God. One’s
first experience of the Heavenly
Splendour plows through one’s
whole being, makes one dance and
sing inwardly, enthralls one in un-
speakable love. Then the world,
at first, is all out of focus; we
scorn it ; we are abstracted ; we are
drunken with Eternity. We have
not yet learned how to live in both
worlds at once, how to integrate
our life in time, fruitfully with
Eternity. Yet we are beings whose
home is both here and Yonder, and
we must learn the secret of being
at home in both, all the time. A
new level of our being has been
opened to us, and lo, it is Im-
manuel, God with us. The ex-
perience of the Presence of God is
not something plastered on to our
nature ; it is the fulfillment of our-
selves. The last deeps of humanity
go down into the life of God. The
stabilizing of our lives, so that
we live in God and in time, in
fruitful interplay, is the task of
maturing religious life.

How do you begin this double
mental life, this life at two levels?
You begin mnow, wherever you
are. Listen to these words out-
wardly. But, within, deep within
you, continue in steady prayer, of-
fering yourself and all that you
are to Him in simple, joyful,

1943 REALITY OF THE SPIRITUAL WORLD 9

serene, u nstrained dedication.
Practice it steadily. Make it your
conscious intention. Keep it up
for days and weeks and years. You
will be swept away by rapt at-
tention to the exciting things go-
ing on around you. Then catch
yourself and bring yourself back.
You will forget God for whole
hours. But do not waste any time
in bitter regrets or self-recrimina-
tions. Just begin again. The first
weeks and months of such practice
are pretty patchy, badly botched.
But say inwardly to yourself and
to God, “This is the kind of bung-
ling person I am when I am not
wholly Thine. But take this im-
perfect devotion of these months
and transmute it with Thy love.”
Then begin again. And gradually,
in months or in three or four
years, the habit of heavenly orien-
tation becomes easier, more estab-
lished. The times of your wander-
ing become shorter, less frequent.
The stability of your deeper level
becomes greater, God becomes a
more steady background of all
your reactions in the time-world.
Down in this center you have a
Holy Place, a Shekinah, where
you and God hold sweet converse.
Your outer behavior will be re-
vised and your personal angular-
ities will be melted down, and you
will approach the outer world of
men with something more like an
outgoing divine love, directed to
them. You begin to love men, be-

cause you live in love toward God.
Or the divine love flows out to-
ward men through you and you
become His pliant instrument of
loving concern.

This life is not an introverted
life. Tt is just the opposite of the
timid, inturned, self - inspecting
life. It is an extravert life. You
become turned downward or up-
ward toward God, away from
yourself, in joyful self-surrender.
You become turned outward to-
ward men, in joyful love of them,
with new eyes which only love can
give; new eyes for suffering, new
eyes for hope. Self-consciousness
tends to slip away; timidities tend
to disappear. You become released
from false modesties, for in some
degree you have become unim-
portant, for you have become filled
with God. It is amazing how deep
humility becomes balanced with
boldness, and you become a re-
leased, poised, fully normal self.
I like the Flemish mystic’'s name
for it, “The established man.”

But let us examine more closely
this life of inner prayer.

First, there is what I can only
call the prayer of oblation, the
prayer of pouring yourself out be-
fore God. You pray inwardly,
“Take all of me, take all of me.”
Back behind the scenes of daily
occupation you offer yourself
steadily to God, you pour out all
your life and will and love before
Him, and try to keep nothing back.
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Pour out your triumphs before
Him. But pour out also the rags

and tatters of your mistakes be-
fore Him,

When you meet a friend, out-
wardly you chat with him about
trivial things. But inwardly offer
1"11m to God. Say within yourself,
“Here is my friend. Break in
upon him. Melt him down. Help
h}m to shake off the scales from
his eyes and see Thee. Take him.”

At first you make these prayers
in words, in little sentences, and
say thgm over and over again.
Here is my life, here is my life.”
In the morning you say, “This is
Thy day, this is Thy day.” In
‘t‘he evening you say of the day,
Ra:ecelve it. Accept it. It is
Thine.” But in the course of the
months you find yourself passing
!Jeyond words, and merely living
in attitudes of oblation to which
the words used give expression.
A gesture of the soul toward God
Is a prayer; a more or less steady
l{ft.mg of everything you touch, a
lifting of it high before Him, to
bf.: transmuted in His love. “Thou
wilt keep him in perfect peace
whose mind is stayed on Thee.”

Then there is the prayer of in-
ward song. Phrases run through
the background of your mind.
“Bless the Lord, O my soul, and
all that is within me, bless His
hply name.” “My soul doth mag-
nify the Lord, and my spirit hath

July

rejoiced in God, my Saviour.” In-
ner exultation, inner glorification
of the wonders of God fill the
degper level of mind. Sometimes
tl:ns isr a background of deep-run-
ning joy and peace; sometimes it
1s a dancing, singing torrent of
happiness, which you must take
measures to hide from the world
lest men think you are like the
apostle§ of Pentecost, filled with
new wine. Pentecost ought to be
here; it can be here, in this very
place, in wartime. Christians who
don’t know an inner pentecostal
Joy are living contradictions of
Qhrlstianity. Outward sobriety is
dictated by a fine sense of the fit-
tingness of things. But inward
fires should burn in the God-
!cindled soul, fires shining outward
in a radiant and released person-
allty. Inwardly, there are hours
of joy in God, and the songs of
the soul are ever rising.

In such moods I find the Book
of Psalms wonderfully helpful.
The writers of the Psalms teach
us new songs of the heart. They
give us great phrases that go
rolling through our minds all the
day long. They channel our pray-
er of song. Religious reading
ought not to be confined to heady,
brainy, argumentative discussion,
important as that is. Every pro-
foundly religious soul ought to
read devotional literature that is
psalm-like in character and spirit.
The little book of prayers, “A
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Chain of Prayers Across the
Ages,” is excellent. And Thomas
a Kempis’ “Imitation of Christ”
often gives voice to the song of
the soul.
Then there is the prayer of in-
ward listening. Perhaps this is
not a separate type of prayer, but
an element that interlaces the
whole of the internal prayer-life.
For prayer is a two-way process.
It is not just human souls whis-
pering to God. It passes over in-
to communion, with God active in
us, as well as we active toward
God. A specific state of ex-
pectancy, of openness of soul 1s
laid bare and receptive before the
Eternal Goodness. In quietness we
wait, inwardly, in unformulated
expectation. Perhaps that is best
done in retirement. Our church
services ought to be times when
bands of expectant souls gather
and wait before Him. But too
often, for myself, the external
show of the ritual keeps my ex-
pectations chained to earth, to this
room, to see what the choir will
sing, to hear how the minister
handles his theme. Much of
Protestant worship seems to me
to keep expectation at the earthly
level of watchfulness for helpful
external stimuli, external sugges-
tions. Perhaps because I am a
Quaker, I find the prayer of ex-
pectation and of listening easiest
to carry on in the silence of soli-
tary and of group meditation.

The living Christ teaches the
listening soul, and guides him into
new truth. Sad is it if our church
program is so filled with noise,
even beautiful sound, that it dis-
tracts us from the listening life,
the expectation directed toward
God. A living silence is often
more creative, more recreative,
than verbalized prayers, worded
in gracious phrases.

We need also times of silent
waiting, alone, when the busy in-
tellect is not leaping from problem
to problem, and from puzzle to
puzzle, If we learn the secret
of carrying a living silence in the
center of our being, we can listen
on the run. The listening silence
can become intertwined with all
our inward prayers. A few mo-
ments of relaxed silence, alone,
every day, are desperately impor-
tant. When distracting noises
come, don’t fight against them; do
not elbow them out, but accept
them and weave them by prayer
into silence. Does the wind rattle
the window? Then pray, “So let
the wind of the Spirit shake the
Christian church into life,” and
absorb it into the silent listening.
Does a child cry in the street out-

side? Then pray, “So cries my
infant soul, which does not know
the breadth of Thy heart,” and
absorb it into the silent listening
prayer.

The last reaches of religious
education are not attained by care-
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fully planned and externally ap-
plied lessons, taught to people
through the outward ears. The
fundamental religious education of
the soul is conducted by the Holy
Spirit, the living voice of God
within us. He is the last and great-
est teacher of the soul. All else
is but pointings to the inward
Teacher, the Spirit of the in-
dwelling Christ. Until life is lived
in the presence of this Teacher,
we are apt to confuse knowledge
of Church history and Biblical
backgrounds with the true educa-
tion of the soul that takes place
in the listening life of prayer.

A fourth form of inner prayer
is what I call the prayer of carry-
ing. It consists essentially in a well-
nigh continuous support, in pray-
er, of some particular souls who
are near to you in the things of
the inner life.

I must, however, speak more
at length of a fifth aspect of in-
ternal prayer. The Catholic books
call it infused prayer. There come
times, to some people at least,
when one’s prayer is given to one,
as it were from beyond oneself.
Most of the time we ourselves
seem to pick the theme of our
prayer. We seem to be the con-
scious initiators. We decide what
prayers we shall lift before the
Throne. But there come amazing
times, in the practice of prayer,
when our theme of prayer is laid
upon us, as if initiated by God

himself. This is an astonishing ex-
perience. It is as if we were being
prayed through by a living Spirit.
How can it be that the indwelling
Christ prompts us to breathe back
to God a prayer that originates
in Himself? Is there a giant circle
of prayer, such that prayer may
originate in God and swing down
into us and back up unto Himself ?
I can only say that it seems to be
that way. And it seems to be an
instance of the giant circle in re-
ligious dedication, whereby we
seek because we have already been
found by Him. Our seeking is al-
ready His finding. Our return to
the Father is but the completion
of His going out to us.

In the experience of infused
prayer there seems to be some
blurring of the distinctions be-
tween the one who prays, the
prayer that is prayed, and the One
to whom the prayer is prayed. Do
we pray, or does God pray through
us? I know not. All I can say is,
prayer is taking place, and we are
graciously permitted to be within
the orbit. We emerge from such
experiences of infused prayer
shaken and deepened and humbled
before the Majesty on High. And
we somehow know that we have
been given some glimpse of that
Life, that Center of Wonder, be-
fore Whom every knee should how
and every tongue that knows the
language of its Homeland should
confess the adorable mercy of God.

1943 OUR LADY OF THIS HOUSE 13

1 have tried, in these words, to
keep very close to the spirit and
practice of my three dearest spir-
itual friends and patterns, outside
of Jesus of Nazareth. They are
Brother Lawrence, and St. Francis
of Assisi, and John Woolman. Of
these, Brother Lawrence, who
lived in Lorraine three hundred
years ago, is the simp%est. He
spent his life in the practice 'of the
presence of God, and a priceless
little book of counsels, by that
name, has come down to us. John
Woolman, a New Jersey Quaker
of two hundred years ago, really
so ordered his external life as to
attend above all to the Inner

( From a Catholic country
came this lovely prayer.

Teacher and never lose touch with
Him. But greatest of all is Fran-
cis of Assisi, whose direct and
simple and joyous dedication of
soul led him close to men and to
God until he reproduced in amaz-
ing degree the life of Jesus gf
Nazareth. It is said of St. Francis
not merely that he prayed, but
that he became a prayer. Such
lives must be reborn today, if the
life of the Eternal Love is to break
through the heavy encrustations of
our conventional church life, and
apostolic life and love and power
be restored to the church of God.
He can break through any time we
are really willing.

Our Lady of This House

Elizabeth Searle Lamb

Y husband and I lived for
M some time in Trinidad,
the British West Indian

Colony. During our stay there,
Archie, one of the many East In-
dians on the island, came around
once every two or three weeks to
wax and polish the floors of our
little house.

Archie was the color of dark
mahogany, and, while it would
have been difficult to guess his age,

he had a bright, intelligent face.
We learned little about him save
that he had a wife and children,
but he proved to be a good worker,
loyal and friendly.

There came a time when many
of the American families for
whom Archie worked returned to
the United States. He would stop
at our house frequently, just to be
sure that we were still there. As
soon as we knew that we were
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to remain for some time, I re-
assured him. After volubly ex-
pressing his pleasure, he told me
that when we left he had a gift for
us. It was more precious than
gold, he said, but refused to offer
any further explanation. I guessed
that it would be a charm or good-
luck piece, as the majority of
Trinidadians are very superstitious
and child-like in their beliefs.
Finally the time arrived for us,
too, to leave. We told Archie sev-
eral weeks in advance. And one
day, just before we left, he came
to tell us good-by. With him he
brought a piece of lined white
paper upon which was painstaking-
ly inscribed a prayer. It was very
powerful, he said. We should carry
the paper with us until we had

learned the words, for it would
save us from any danger and would
bring a blessing to our house,
wherever we lived. It had never
failed him, he said, unquestioning
faith shining on his face.

I never knew to what religion
Archie professed, and I had never
seen that prayer before or since.
Possibly it is a prayer of his
church; possibly a prayer handed
down from father to son in his
family, dating back many years;
possibly he wrote it himself. I do
not know. I do know that Archie’s
living, triumphant faith would
have shamed many a more learned
and pretentious man, as he offered
to us, as his most precious gift,
this prayer.

OUR LADY OF THIS HOUSE

O Sweet and Gentle Lady,
Immaculate Mother of God
We choose thee this day

To be the Mistress and Lady of this House.
Guard it, dear Mother, from pestilence, fire, lightning and tempests;
From schisms and heresies, from thunderings of burglars and the malice

of enemies.
Protect its inmates, sweet Mary;

Watch over their going out and their coming in,
And preserve them from sudden death.

Keep us from all sin and harm,

And pray for us to God, that we may live in His service

And depart this life in His Grace.

Amen.

The true purpose of Silence is not just that we should meditate
upon God. We also have to pull down the barriers of our own willing,

and launch ourselves upon the Ocean of His love.

—Derek Neville.

( The catalyst, the chemical agent which transforms
other properties while remaining unchanged

itself, is here applied to the soul.

Soul Catalysts and How to Use Them

Brown Landone

HAD AN old rubber plant.

In all the years I had had it

—although it had grown at
a vigorous rate—its rate of growth
had been less than 1/5th of an inch
in height each week. It had been
fed with the good plant food chem-
icals which it needed. But by last
December 4th, it had already
reached its planthood.

Then on that day, I began mix-
ing some catalysts with the plant
food chemicals in the soil in the
pot in which it was planted. These
catalysts are some of the activating
“trace” chemicals which we have
lately discovered work such mirac-
ulous changes in plant growth.

And what was the result? In
three weeks, the old plant—which
had already reached its adulthood,
began growing youthful again.
It grew 415 inches in those three
weeks. That is, 114 inches each
week.

Now remember that previously
for years—awithout these activating
catalysts—it had grown less than
1/5th of an inch a week. This old
plant—about 82 years old in terms
of man’s life—began growing more

From Soul Catalysts and How to
Foundation, publishers.

vigorously in its old age than it
had ever grown in its healthy vital
youth. And its new rate of growth,
due to the catalysts, was increased
exactly 7199, per week.

And you—do you not wish new
changes produced in your life at
such an increased rate? You can
have them if you use the catalyst
of your soul and use it with the
same faith of certainty which the
catalyst feels.

The catalyst of your soul is
Spirit. It never tires, as thinking
does. It can work when you are
asleep or awake; it can work for
one hundred years; and it can per-
form its miracles for you every
day. i

In science, a catalyst is an acttv-
ating chemical. It seems to do noth-
ing of itself, and yet, it has an
astounding effect upon other chem-
icals near it. Moreover, although
it may increase activities 10,0009,
it never uses up any of its own
energy.

Mind is a soul power, but it is
not a catalyst. When we use mind,
as in thinking, we ultimately be-
come tired. Even if we do only

Use Them by Brown Landone. Landone
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brain work—that is, thinking—
we do have to go to bed to sleep
for hours each night to get rid of
the effects of its fatigue.

Spirit, however, never tires. It
is the divine catalyst of your soul.
And it makes it possible for your
other soul powers to do ten times
—often a hundred times—as much
work as they have been doing in
the past. Yes, a thousand times
more work. Yet the spiritual
catalyst—just like the chemical
catalyst—never uses itself up; and
never tires.

Oh, dwell not much in your
changing thoughts; they change,
even hourly. And even your love
changes, and your life also. But
spirit is eternal. That is why the
spiritual urge—the impelling de-
sire within you—is the catalyst of
your soul, forever active, never
using up its own energy, continu-
ing forever in eternity.

Remember that the catalysts
used on my rubber plant trans-
formed it from an old plant, which
had almost stopped growing, to a
youth again, and increased its rate
of growth 7199, per week even in
its old age. Remember, also, that
a catalyst among other chemicals
can increase their activity from
five to 2,000 units. Certainly you
are more than a chemical or a
rubber plant. And if you recog-
nize that God is spirit, recognize
that spirit is the catalyst of your
soul, and have the faith of a cat-

alyst that you can produce what
you desire, you too can increase
your attainment more than any
rubber plant and also more quick-
ly.

You remember that Jesus def-
initely promised that certain
stupendous results would be at-
tained whenever two or three are
gathered together in His name ; and
that He promised that those same
mighty results would manifest
when one person acts alone. He
promised, for example, that He
Himself actually would be present
—no matter what place or century
—whenever two or more should
gather together in His name. And
He promised that, no matter what
thing soever you desire on earth,
it will be done for you, if two
should agree on it.

In this there is a secret of new
“life for us; the secret of new
youth; the secret of attaining all
we desire. In this law of agree-
ment, we find the actual working
of the divine catalyst of the soul.
It works in plant life; it works in
chemistry ; it works in human life ;
it works in Spirit.

I wish to tell you of Luella Wat-
son. She was rheumatic, aging
quite rapidly. She was fifty-six
years of age.

One night I said, “What you
need is to awaken the catalytic
power of your soul.”

“Good heavens, what is that?”
she asked.
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“It is the power of soul agree-
ment, and you are missing it, com-
pletely. You come here one night
a week to listen to me—to get
something—some truth for your-
self. You are living alone, and
thinking alone, and praying alone.

“Remember, Christ promises to
be in the midst of you only when
two or more are gathered together.
Go out every other night for a
month; not to ‘get’ some new idea
for yourself, but go out to join
with others to enjoy yourself with
them.”

Again she made a change. She
began staying up as youth stays
up, because it enjoys others—that
is, feels the joy of uniting with
them in living the joy of life.

And life once more became a
joy to her; and more than that, in
six weeks the rheumatic condition
with which she had struggled for
years had disappeared. Still more,
she soon discovered that her body
was growing younger,

This was a result merely of
agreeing with others in clean,
sweet, joyous living. Think of the
power when two unite in spiritual
consciousness.

Divine power resides in the
agreement of love. Try it in this
way with others, and miracles will
be wrought in you and for you.

Catalysts are the activating
agents in all things on earth—in
chemical action, plant life, animal
life and human life. They are the

activating powers in all things.
Yes, even in our foods, for there
are two great classes of food.

Some usually are called the
“good-solid” foods. They are the
starches, sugars, fats and proteins.
But if you should eat plenty of
such “good” foods and only such
foods, your nerves and muscles
would be exhausted in ten days,
and death would occur within sixty
days.

Then there are other foods. They
are the activating foods—vitamins,
mineral salts, enzymes and auxin-
ons. (The latter you can get from
very voung, fresh plants, eaten
raw, such as lettuce, turnip tops,
water cress, chard, cabbage, celery,
etc. Also from wery small young
vegetables—beets, carrots, aspara-
gus, etc.) These you eat with the
foods mentioned above. They act
on your endocrine glands, so that
they in turn produce hormones.
Scientists think these hormones
are mere physiological catalysts. I
think they are spiritual catalysts.
Quantity for quality, they give
your body about 80,000,000 times
as much energy as the ordinary
“good” foods you eat.

You often lack power to attain
what you want because you are
not in agreement within yourself;
that is, your ideal of what you
want and your belief that it can
be attained are not united as one
in agreement.

There was young George Bird-



