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Clear Horizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

Fourth Year

of the Ricken
ayer grew.

For Thou A

Lieut. James

( The second in command
tells how his faith in pr

WONDER how I ever could
have seen anything of beauty
in the shark-ridden waste of
mountainous swell of the Pacific,
and the scalding heat. It took the
life of one of my companions and
clutched at the rest of us, who
were saved only by the interven-
tion of God and two divine mir-
acles. There were five of us, mem-
bers of the United States Army
Air Corps, about to take off for
home from Honolulu. Then we
learned that we and our Fortress
had been reassigned to carry Capt.
Eddie Rickenbacker and a mili-
tary aide, Col. Hans Adamson, up-
on a secret mission for the War
Department.

Johnny Bartek, our engineer,
had many duties, but he always
found time to read from a little

I

From We Thought We Heard the A
E. P. Dutton and Co., publishers, 1943,
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backer party

rt With Me

C. Whitaker

khaki covered New Testament,
In those days, the sight of that
little Bible and Johnny's serious
face as he read it invariably
handed me a chuckle,

I fired up the motors and two
minutes later we were at the run-
way. I ran up all four engines
and we were on our way to the
first of a series of baffling misad-
ventures that were to dog us for
three weeks, Half-way through
the take-off and rolling at about
60 miles an hour, a brake ex-
pander tube let go, partially lock-
ing one wheel. A brief inspection
showed repairs that night were out
of the question so a second Fort-
ress of much later type was rolled
out and was started warming up.
During this I saw DeAngelis, our
navigator, critically examining his

ngels Sing by Lieut. James C., Whitaker,
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2 CLEAR HORIZONS

octant. This, like the sexant, is
employed to measure angles and
angular distances and to observe
altitudes to ascertain latitude and
longitude.

‘%\nything wrong with the gad-
get?” I asked.

“Doesn’t seem to be,” De-
Angelis answered. “It got an aw-
ful wallop, though. During the
groundloop (when we landed) it
got shot across the table and
banged the side of the plane.”

He carried the octant aboard the
new plane. Hours later, Bill Cher-
ry, our pilot and commandg, had
been tuning up the radio and
tinkering with the DF control to
get a bearing on the radio com-
pass. It would move only a few
degrees of the circle it was sup-
posed to describe. Then we dis-
covered that we had missed the
island where we were to refuel.
Then we remembered the octant
which had been smashed against
the side of the plane during the
groundloop. Undoubtedly it had
been thrown out of adjustment.
Bill Cherry put it into words.
“We're lost.”

As we attempted to alight on
the rough sea, we heard the voice
of DeAngelis: “Do you fellows
mind if I pray?” i

I recall a feeling of intense irri-
tation then at DeAngelis’ sugges-
tion of prayer. I thought what a
hell of a time to talk about pray-
ing when we needed all our wits
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to save our lives! How often and
how ashamedly was I to remem-
ber those brash thoughts in the
days to come. We were to learn
in the blazing days to come that
voices infinitely weaker can be
heard if directed to God in ad-
versity. .

Landing on the water, and with
three small rafts inflated we got
clear of the plane, unshipped our
aluminum oars and got the rafts
together.

On the evening of the second
day adrift, I noticed that Johnny
Bartek was reading his Testa-
ment. Something—I don’t know
what it was then—kept me from
heckling him. It was stran.gely
comforting. It was pocket sized,
khaki bound, and had a zipper ar-
rangement that made it water-
proof. That last feature saved the
little book for us through many a
watery day and night to come.
There are times in this war—in
any war—when the kids need
something more than just them-
selves to hang on to.

One evening Bartek got out his
Testament and by common con-
sent we pulled the rafts together
for a prayer meeting. We said the
Lord’s Prayer. (I knew only a
word here and there.) I didn_’t
have the least notion that this
open-air hallelujah meet?ng was
going to do any good ; neither did
I resent it. I simply felt it couldn’t
do any harm. In addition it prob-
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ably would be good for morale. I
observed that Rick seemed to en-
courage the suggestion. Col.
Adamson was reading from the
Testament. He read from the sixth
chapter of Matthew :

“Therefore take ye no thought,
saying: What shall we eat? or
what shall we drink? or, Where-
withal shall we be clothed? For
your Heavenly Father knoweth
that ye have need for all these
things. But seek ye first the king-
dom of God, and His righteous-
ness; and all these things shall be
added unto you. Take therefore
no thought for the morrow; for
the morrow shall take thought for
the things of itself. Sufficient unto
the day is the evil thereof.”

[ thought of these words during
the wet, dreary night that followed.
I dismissed them finally with the
decision I would believe when I
saw the food and drink. I was
destined to see something startling-
ly like proof the following night.
When the cool of the evening
came, it was quite a while before
we could summon the energy to
assemble the rafts and open our
prayer service. I found I was
learning the Lord’s Prayer. There
was a general prayer for food in
which T joined, still passively.
Cherry repeated his favorite pas-
sage about food and drink on the
morrow. His voice went on. I
realized with a start that he was
praying. He was addressing the

Lord as “Old Master.” He was

saying it with deference and rev-
erence, simply and directly. It was
obvious he was deeply in earnest :

“Old Master, we know this isn’t
a guarantee we'll eat in the morn-
ing. But we're in an awful fix, as
You know. We sure are counting
on a little something by day after
tomorrow, at least. See what You
can do for us, Old Master.”

This is the way we all came to
talk to God; just as we would talk
to anyone we respected and from
whom we craved a boon. We made
it simple. There was nothing ir-
reverent or kidding about it. Men
don’t kid when the chips are down,

Cherry finished his talk to God.
Then he fired off our evening flare
in the hope that something might
happen. And it did! We could see
barracuda playing havoc with a
school of fish attracted by the
glare. Two fair-sized specimens,
pursued by the barracuda, broke
water and plumped into our raft!

The seventh night we prayed for
water rather than food. But the
heat the next day increased to oven
intensity. But the events of that
day from late afternoon on can
never be driven from my memory.
The time came for the prayer serv-
ice and it was a chore to haul the
rafts alongside one another.,

I joined more wholeheartedly
than ever before in the prayers,
It may have been because of my
terrible need or it may have been
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a growing conviction that no hu-
man agency, acting alone, could
save us. I don’t know. When the
group prayer had been completed,
Cherry addressed the Lord in his
forthright fashion: “Old Master,
we called on You for food and
You delivered. We ask You now
for water. We've done the best
we could. If You don’t make up
Your mind to help us pretty soon,
1 guess that’s all there’ll be to it.
It looks like the next move is up
to You.”

I think now that that prayer,
despite its informal wording, has
just about everything in it a prayer
should have. It presents a petition
to God and at the same time it
expresses resignation to God’s
will. Finally, it implies the belief
—the faith—that the petition will
be granted.

I got to thinking that this was
God’s chance to make a believer
of Jim Whitaker. If there was in-
deed a God and He could ignore
a prayer like that, then He must
be a pretty heartless being.

I became aware something was
tugging insistently at my con-
sciousness. I looked over to the
left. A cloud that had been fleecy
and white a while ago now was
darkening by the second. While I
watched, a bluish curtain unrolled
from the cloud to sea. It was rain
—and moving toward us. “Here
she is!” Cherry shouted. “Thanks,
Old Master!” Another minute and
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we were being deluged by sheets
of cold water.

Faith is a fragile thing and
elusive. As the sun rose on our
ninth day adrift, the opinion was
general that we would all die in
our rafts out there on the Pacific.
This was in the face of the life-
saving rain of the night before
which I had regarded as a pretty
convincing answer to prayer. At
Prayers after our scalding ninth
day, I joined feelingly in worship.
I know this: I wanted to believe.
Yet, in all honesty, I must confess
that there remained enough of my
old and false pride to make me say
to myself: “Let’s not overlook any
bets.”

I pondered that night on an ex-
pression I had heard somewhere
out in the Southwest Pacific:
“There are no atheists in the fox-
holes of Guadalcanal.” T can tell
you now that there can be no
atheists in rubber rafts amid white-
caps and sharks in the equatorial
Pacific. I was finding my God in
those watery wastes and we were
meeting as strangers. We might
have remained strangers had it
not been for Him. He was soon
to send the two divine miracles
that twice more were to save my
life and change the way of it about
as completely as a life can be
changed.

The thirteenth day adrift had
burst upon us as a scorcher. Just
after ten o’clock a rain squall
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blotted out the sun. We prayed
aloud for it to reach us. It was
less than a quarter of a mile away
when a perverse wind shunted it
away.

“God,” I prayed, “You know
what that water means to us. The
wind has blown it away. It is in
Your power, God, to send back
that rain. It’s nothing to You, but
it means life to us. The wind is
yours. You own it. Order it to
blow that rain to us who will die
without it.”

There are some things that can-
not be explained by natural law.
The wind did not change, but the
receding curtain of rain stopped
where it was. Then, ever so slowly,
it started back toward us—against
the wind!

On the twenty-first day adrift,
across the horizon stretched a line
of palm trees. Just before 12
o'clock we had reached a point
less than 250 feet from shore. Then
something happened. A wild cur-
rent swept us out to sea again.
Only a miracle could set our feet

on that island. I cried out: “God!
Don’t quit me now !” The prayer I
uttered that afternoon was more
than desperate. It was an an-
guished supplication, shouted
above the wind and the rain. It
came from the depths of my soul.
And there were no mental reser-
vations this time. I was calling to
my God, who alone could save us.
The answer was immediate and
miraculous; it was the second of
the two divine miracles.

Strength surged back into my
shoulders and arms. I was not
conscious of exerting any strength.
There were other hands than mine
on those oars. As steadily as
though drawn by a cable attached
to a steam winch on shore, we
moved through the treacherous
surface, amid the sharks, and in
the face of a buffeting rain squall.
It was the second miracle and T
recognized it as such. We inched
the vulnerable rubber boat across
the reef and into the calmer water
beyond. It was our first solid land
in three weeks.

God is the presence, warm, all-enfolding, touching the drab
world into brilliance, luring the sad heart into song, indescribable,
beyond understanding; yet by a bird’s note, a chord of music, a
light at sunset, the sudden movement of rapt insight, a touch of love,
making the whole universe a safe home for the soul.

—Arya Samaj of India.



(I Let us establish “Prayer Banks.”

( A convincing argument of the reality of God
by the author of “A Testament of Devotion.”

WHO KNOWS HOW MANY PRAYERS?

Recently I was with a group of friends where a young man from
New Zealand was present. He was an officer in the New Zealand Mer-
chant Marine, and was telling of his experiences at sea. As is generally
known, the merchant marine is the most dangerous of all the armed serv-
ices, counting a higher rate of casualties than any other. A very likeable
chap in every way, he was telling, with no attempt whatever to drama-
tize his experiences, two instances when his ships had been sunk under
him. Once his ship was torpedoed at night, and sank in three minutes.
Another time it was bombed from overhead, by planes. Both sinkings
were in the cold seas of the North Atlantic.

Finally, when he had finished, one of the party, deeply touched by
his account, turned and said in a hushed voice, “And when you climbed
aboard the rescue ship, weren’t you tremendously grateful ?” Didn’t you
utter at least a little prayer of thanks to God in your heart ?”

The young officer smiled, and answered thoughtfully, “No, I didn’t.
You see I am not a religious man. If I had done so, I would admit it
frankly.”

Later one of the group in speaking of the situation said, “Well,
maybe he didn’t pray; but who knows how many others aboard were
praying, and had been praying all during the voyage?”

Yes, and who knows how many thousands and even millions of
others, mothers and fathers, wives and sweethearts, sisters and brothers,
and just friends, have been praying for their boys, and all other boys,
at sea?

Another man, when this was related to him, said, “Here is a new
idea worthy of thoughtful consideration. Thousands of people are giving
of their blood to be sent in blood banks wherever there are wounded
boys who do not have enough blood to meet the shocks of battle. Is
there not an even greater need for thousands of us to be giving of our
prayers to be sent in ‘prayer banks’ wherever there are boys wounded
in soul or body who do not have enough prayer and faith fo overcome
the shocks of battle!”

Just this evening the idea struck me that wherever there are army
camps now, may they someday be replaced by camps of Religious
Retreats.

From a letter from Corporal James Speliopoulus, in a Georgia Camp.

God

Thomas R. Kelly

0w can we be sure that God
H is real, and not just a crea-

tion of our wishes? We
have disquieting desires for a God,
for a real God. There come to us
times of loneliness when we seem
to have a premonition of a deep
vastness in ourselves, when the
universe about us, gigantic as it is
in all its starry depths, seems
cramped and narrow for our souls,
and something makes us long for
an abiding Home. We have times of
fatigue, of confusion, of exhaustion,
of utter discouragement, when we
long for a serene and everlasting
Bosom on which to lay our heads
and be at peace. But how can we be
sure that what we call God is not a
product of our wishful thinking, a
self-delusion we create, a giant
shadow of our longing flung up
against the sky and asserted to be
real ?

We have moments when we long,
not for freedom and yet more free-
dom, but for self-surrender, self-
dedication, self-abandonment in
utter loyalty to an Overself. If I
could find an Object worthy of my
utmost allegiance, if I could find a
Mark worthy to be the aim of the
bow of my life, I should gladly pull

the arrow back to its head and let
all fly upon a single shot. I should
be integrated, freed from internal
conflicts, those confusions and
tangles within which make me in-
effective, indecisive, wavering, half-
hearted, unhappy. I should gladly
be a slave of such a Being, and know
that T am truly free when I am His
utter slave. But I see men and
women, my brothers and sisters in
Germany and Italy and Russia, who
joyfully commit their all to the
State, to an earthly state, to a state
which to them seems noble, glorious,
and ideal. They seem to get integra-
tion and joy in enslavement similar
to that which my religious friends
get from commitment to an invis-
ible, spiritual world. Maybe the
values all lie on the subjective side,
on the integration of self and the
dedication of will to anmy object
which is conceived as worthy. May-
be the object doesn’t have to be
real but just to be thought to be
real with a vigorous, fanatical inten-
sity. I know that false ideas and
misplaced enthusiasms have had as
real effects upon men and upon his-
tory as have well-grounded beliéfs
and ideals. Maybe the whole convic-
tion of a Spiritual Reality shadow-

From Reality of the Spiritusl World, by Thomas R. Kelly, Pendle Hill
Pamphlet No. 21. Copyright, 1942, by Pendle Hill, 25 cents.
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8 CLEAR HORIZONS

ing over us all is such a hoax, a
useful hoax as long as we believe
it intensely, a hoax that stabilizes
men and society and one that ought
to be preserved and nourished and
fostered for its useful social effect.
Such is the almost universal argu-
ment in the mind of educated man,

But there is an inner integrity in
us all which rejects all programs of
As If. We cannot merely act as if
there were a God, while we secretly
keep our fingers crossed. This inner
integrity demands the real,; we can-
not long tolerate complex ways of
kidding ourselves, nor forever
whistle to keep our courage up. It
is an old maxim, with a double
meaning : “Let the truth be known,
though the heavens fall.” We are
such creatures as demand to build
upon the Truth. And if the Truth
is that there are no heavens, but
only earth, no real God, but only
human cravings for a God, then we
want to know that, and adjust our
lives to that awful fact.

Caught in this difficulty, that we
long for a Real God, no, demand a
Real God, yet can be sure of only
our subjective longings, not of
God’s objective existence, we ask a
devout friend, “Are you sure that
God is real ?” And he replies, “Yes,
I am absolutely sure.” We then con-
tinue, “But why are you so sure
there is a Reality, an actually exist-
ent reality corresponding to your
religious cravings ™’ He replies, “I
find myself in a world which furn-
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ishes real objects to answer all my
central cravings. In me, subjective-
ly, there is a craving for food. And
I find, out there, in the world, that
the Universe furnishes me real food.
In me I find a profound craving
for companionship. And out in the
world there are real men and women
who give their fellowship in answer
to my craving. In me is an insistent
craving for sex. And I find myself
set in a universe that furnishes real
beings of the opposite sex. I find in
myself a craving for beauty, and out
there I find beautiful objects that
satisfy my soul. And when I find
in myself a profound craving for
God, for an absolute resting place
for my soul’s devotion, an Object
for my last loyalty, I believe that
here, too, there is an answering
Object. The same structural situa-
tion — subject craving, satisfying
Object—is to be expected.”

But there is a wholly different
way of being sure that God is real.
It is not an intellectual proof, a rea-
soned sequence of thoughts. It is
the fact that men experience the
presence of God. Into our lives
come times when, all unexpectedly,
He shadows over us, and lifts us up
in a wonderful joy and peace. The
curtains of heaven are raised and
we find ourselves in heavenly peace
in Christ Jesus. Sometimes these
moments of visitation come to us in
strange surroundings —on lonely
country roads, in a class room, at
the kitchen sink. Sometimes they
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come in the hour of worship, when
we are gathered into one Holy
Presence who stands in our midst
and welds us together in breathless
hush, and wraps us all in sweet
comfortableness into His arms of
love. In such times of direct experi-
ence of Presence, we know that God
is utterly real. We need no argu-
ment. When we are gazing into the
sun we need no argument, no proof,
that the sun is shining.

This evidence for the reality of
God is the one the Quakers primar-
ily appeal to. It is the evidence upon
which the mystics of all times rest
their testimony. Quakerism is essen-
tially empirical ; it relies upon direct
and immediate experience. We
keep insisting: It isn't enough to
believe in the love of God, as a doc-
trine ; you must experience the love
of God. It isn’t enough to believe
that Christ was born in Bethlehem,
you must experience a Bethlehem,
a birth of Christ in your hearts. To
be able to defend a creed intellec-
tually isn’t enough; you must ex-
perience as reality first of all what
the creed asserts. And unless the
experience is there, behind it, the
mere belief is not enough.

Second, let us notice that the ex-
perience seems to come from be-
yond us. It doesn’t seem to be a
little subjective patch in our con-
sciousness. It carries a sense of
objectivity in its very heart, as if it
arose from beyond us and came in
as a revelation of a reality out there.

If I may use a philosophic term, it
is realistic. Just as my experience
of that wall out there doesn’t seem
to be a subjective state of my mind,
but a disclosure of a real wall out
there beyond me, so the experience
of God has in its inner nature a
testimony that an Object is being
disclosed to us.

Third, let us notice that, for the
person who experiences these ap-
parent invasions, there is set up a
state of certainty about God which
is utterly satisfying and convincing
to himself. It is not the certainty
that follows upon a sound argu-
ment, It is different, a kind of self-
guaranteeing certainty.

This assurance comes from the
fact that lives that have experienced
God as vividly real are new lives,
transformed lives, stabilized lives,
integrated lives, souls newly sensi-
tive to moral needs of men, newly
dynamic in transforming city slums
and eradicating war. By their fruits
we know that they have been touch-
ed, not by vague fancies, by sub-
jective, diaphanous visions, but by
a real, living Power. The conse-
quences of the experience are so real
that they must have been released
by a real cause, a real God, a real
Spiritual Power energizing them.

But, if religious experience can-
not be proved to be entirely reliable
by the pragmatic argument, is re-
ligion alone in this respect? Far
from it. I would remind you that
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( An unsurpassed description of true fellowship with God.

the whole of experimental science
which we revere today rests upon
such argument, and faces the same
predicament. Every scientific
theory that is supported by experi-
mental evidence rests upon the fall-
acy of affirming the consequent. The
outcome is that the whole of
scientific theory is probable only,
not absolutely certain. But this fact
has not paralyzed science, which
proceeds all undisturbed by the
logical defect, and, with open mind,
lets down its faith upon its findings.
For science rests upon faith, not
upon certainty.

And this is the ground of religion.
It rests upon a trust and a faith that
for the religious man have become
his deepest certainty, the certainty
of faith, not the certainty of logic.

The certainties of faith call out cur
whole selves in wholehearted and
unreserved dedication. The certain-
ties of logic leave our wills un-
touched and unenslaved. Be not dis-
turbed by the intellectual criticism
of subjectivity and of mystic experi-
ence which I have given. I am
persuaded that God is greater than
logic, although not contrary to logic,
and our mere inability to catch Him
in the little net of our human reason
is no proof of His non-existence,
but only of our need that our little
reason shall be supplemented by
His tender visitations, and that He
may lead and guide us to the end of
the road in ways superior to any
that our intellects can plan. This is
the blindness of trust, which walks
with Him, unafraid, into the dark.

MYSTERY
Mabel Willoughby

Capture the storm with its rumbling rhythm,

While the trees sway
And the flowers bend,

While the darkened clouds sweep across the heavens—

Split with darting danger,
Swift with power;

Solve the mystery of the drops on the window pane

And you'll find the God

Who gives the sunshine after the rain.

How to Know God

Brother Lawrence

HE FIRST time I saw Brother

Lawrence was upon the 3rd

of August, 1666. He told me
that God had done him a singular
favor in his conversion at the age
of eighteen. That in the winter, see-
ing a tree stripped of its leaves,
and considering that within a little
time the leaves would be renewed,
and after that the flowers and fruit
appear, he received a high view of
the providence and trust of God,
which has never since been effaced
from his soul. That this view had
perfectly set him loose from the
world, and kindled in him such a
love of God that he could not tell
whether it had increased during the
more than forty years he had lived
since.

That he had been footman to M.
Fieubert and that he was a great
awkward fellow who broke every-
thing.

That he had desired to be received
into a monastery, thinking that he
would there be made to smart for
his awkwardness and the faults he
should commit, and so he should
sacrifice to God his life, with its
pleasures; but that God had dis-
appointed him, he having met with
nothing but satisfaction in that
state.

That we should establish our-
selves in a sense of God’s presence
by continually conversing with
Him. That it was a shameful thing
to quit His conversation to think
of trifles and fooleries.

That we should feed and nourish
our souls with high notions of God ;
which would yield us great joy in
being devoted to Him.

That we ought to give ourselves
up to God, with regard both to
things temporal and spiritual, and
seek our satisfaction only in the ful-
filling of His will, whether He leads
us by suffering or by consolation,
for all would be equal to a soul
truly resigned.

That he had always been gov-
erned by love, without selfish views ;
and that having resolved to make
the love of God the end of all his
actions, he had found reasons to be
well satisfied with his method. That
he was pleased when he could take
up a straw from the ground for the
love of God, seeking Him only, and
nothing else, not even His gifts.

That in order to form a habit of
conversing with God continually,
and referring all we do to Him, we
must at first apply to Him with
some diligence; but that after a
little care we should find His love

From The Practice of the Presence of God, by Brother Lawrence, Fleming H.

Revell Co. 25 cents.
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12 CLEAR HORIZONS

inwardly excite us to it without
difficulty. That when an occasion
of practicing some virtue offered,
he addressed himself to God, say-
ing, Lord, I cannot do this unless
Thouw enablest me; and that then he
received strength more than suffici-
ent. That when he had failed in his
duty, he only confessed his fault,
saying to God, I shall never do
otherwise if You leave me to my-
self; it is Y ou who must hinder my
falling, and mend what is amiss.
That after this he gave himself no
further uneasiness about it.

That we ought to act with God in
the greatest simplicity, speaking to
Him frankly and plainly, and im-
ploring His assistance in our affairs,
just as they happen. That God never
failed to grant it, as he had often
experienced.

In his business in the kitchen (to
which he had naturally a great aver-
sion), having accustomed himself
to do everything there for the love
of God, and with prayer, upon all
occasions, for His grace to do his
work well, he had found everything
easy, during fifteen years that he
had been employed there. That he
was well pleased with the post he
was now in; but that he was as
ready to quit that as the former,
since he was always pleasing him-
self in every condition by doing
little things for the love of God.

That with him the set times of
prayer were not different from other
times ; that at the beginning he had
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often passed the time appointed for
prayer in rejecting wandering
thoughts and falling back into them.
That he could never regulate his
devotion by certain methods as
some do. That, nevertheless, at first
he had meditated for some time, but
afterward that went off, in a man-
ner he could give no account of.

That he had no scruples; for, he
said, when I fail in my duty, I read-
ily acknowledge it, saying, I am
used to do so; I shall never do other-
wise if I am left to myself. If 1 fail
not, then I give God thanks, ac-
knowledging that the strength
comes from Him.

That the most excellent method
he had found of going to God was
that of doing our common business
without any view of pleasing men,
and (as far as we are capable) pure-
ly for the love of God.

That it was a great delusion to
think that the times of prayer ought
to differ from other times; that we
are as strictly obliged to adhere to
God by action in the time of action
as by prayer in the season of prayer.

That his prayer was nothing else
but a sense of the presence of God,
his soul being at that time insensible
to everything but divine love; and
that when the appointed times of
prayer were past, he found no dif-
ference, because he still continued
with God, praising and blessing
Him with all his might, so that he
passed his life in continual joy; yet
hoped that God would give him
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somewhat to suffer when he should
grow stronger. That we ought not
to be weary of doing little things
for the love of God, who regards
not the greatness of the work, but
the love with which it is performed.
That we should not wonder if, in
the beginning, we often failed in
our endeavors, but that at last we
should gain a habit, which will na-
turally produce its acts in us, with-
out our care, and to our exceeding
great delight.

That all things are possible to
him who believes, that they are less
difficult to him who hopes; that
they are more easy to him who
loves, and still more easy to him
who perseveres in the practice of
these three virtues.

As Brother Lawrence had found
such an advantage in walking in the
presence of God, it was natural for
him to recommend it earnestly to
others ; but his example was a great-
er inducement than any arguments
he could propose. He was never
hasty nor loitering, but did each
thing in its season, with an even, un-
interrupted composure and tran-
quility of spirit. “The time of busi-
ness,” said he, “does not with me
differ from time of prayer, and in
the noise and clatter of my kitchen
while several persons are at the
same time calling for different
things, I possess God in as great
tranquility as if I were upon my
knees at the blessed sacrament.”

“I was thinking some time ago that we ought to have a Peace De-

partment in our government. This would replace our War Department
and use its influence to foster harmony, understanding amongst the
nations of the world. It is high time we realized that there is no such
thing as America, Britain, Germany, Italy, Japan, China, or India living
unto themselves alone. We are one—we rise and fall as one—and if
this is true we should make every possible effort to live as one—truly, a
house divided against itself can not stand. How utterly stupid of us to
deny ourselves all the wonderful things we would have if we orches-
trated the efforts or contributions of the whole world. We can’t possibly
know of all the beautiful things that would be ours if we would do this,
but I'm deadly certain it would surpass anything we have now. Our
greed, selfishness, superiority, and fear keeps us ignorant and we con-
tinually accept brass when there is gold in the offing. One day, however,
we will understand. It is good to know we shan’t always be in the dark.”

From a letter from Sergeant Robert Peterson—Africa.



( An article in a chemical trade journal.

The Barrier to Peace Is Within Us

On the day that the mine workers
went on strike, the Axis propagan-
dists seized the opportunity and de-
clared that the action was a revolt
against a government which had
forced the naturally peace-loving
American people into an undesired
war. Most of the outbursts of the
Goebbels propaganda mill seem
stupid and dull to us but on one
point they are correct. The people
of this country do sincerely and
devoutly desire a lasting peace.
That prayer, conscious or unex-
pressed, is in the hearts of more
people than is any other wish. The
longing for a peaceful world is
not limited to us. It is true of
thoughtful people throughout the
globe, whether they be citizens of
the Axis or of the United Nations.
There are few people indeed who
find pleasure or satisfaction in
warfare ; the vast majority of hu-
man beings have no blood lust. In
the intervals of peace they pray that
we may avoid another war, but
when the next quarrel comes it is
accepted as inevitable.

What most people do not see,
what none of us fully compre-
hend, is that a state of war need
not be inevitable. It can be avoided.

It will be avoided when each
individual realizes that the basic
cause of international strife is
the petty dissatisfactions in his
own heart. Warfare has its roots
in human selfishness. It will become
obsolete only when we learn to
suppress that characteristic, just
as we have learned to control other
animal characteristics which once
dominated our actions.

There is a quotation, attributed
to an old Chinese grandfather,
which sums up the story: “When
the heart is set right, the personal
life is cultivated; when the per-
sonal life is cultivated, then the
family life is regulated; when the
family life is regulated, then the
national life is orderly; and when
the national life is orderly, then
there is peace in the world.”

The heart set right, a cultivated
personal life, a regulated family
life, an orderly national life, peace
in the world. There is the se-
quence: so simple, so obvious, so
tragically difficult to achieve. It is
of course over-simplified, but hasic-
ally it is sound. The barrier to
peace will be removed when we
destroy it within ourselves.

From “Silicate P's and Q’s—Vol. 23, No. 6, June. 1943,
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( Complete abandonment to the love of God is expressed

in words that will never die.

How A Man Should Rest in God
Above All T hings

Thomas 4 Kempis

BoVE all things and in all
A things, rest thou, my soul, in
thy Lord God, for He is the
eternal rest of all angels and saints.
Give me, Lord Jesus, special
grace to rest in Thee above all crea-
tures, above all health and fairness,
above all glory and honor, above
all dignity and power, above all
wisdom and policy, above all riches
and crafts, above all gladness of
body and of soul, above all fame
and praising, above all sweetness
and consolation, above all hope and
promise, above all merit and desire,
above all gifts and rewards that
Thou mayest give or send besides
Thyself, above all joy and mirth
that man’s heart or mind may take
or feel. And also above all angels
and archangels and all the company
of heavenly spirits, above all things
visible and invisible, and above all
things that are not Thyself.

For Thou, Lord God, art most
good, most high, most mighty, most
sufficient and most full of goodness ;
most sweet, most comfortable, most
fair, most loving, most noble, and
most glorious above all things; in
whom all goodness is together per-

fectly and fully, hath been and shall
be. And therefore whatsoever Thou
givest me besides Thyself, it is little
and insufficient to me ; for my heart
may not rest nor fully be pacified
so that it ascend above all gifts and
above all manner of things that be
created, unless in Thee.

When shall I gather myself to-
gether in Thee so perfectly that I
shall not, for Thy love, feel myself,
but Thee alone, above myself and
above all bodily things, and that
Thou shalt visit me in such wise as
Thou dost visit Thy faithful lovers?
Now I oft mourn and complain the
miseries of this life, and with sor-
row and woe bear them with right
great heaviness. For many evil
things happen daily in this life
which oft times trouble me and
greatly darken my understanding.
They hinder me greatly and put my
mind from Thee, and so encumber
me many ways that I cannot have
free mind and clean desire to Thee.
Wherefore I beseech Thee, Lord,
that the inward desires of my heart
may incline Thee to hear me.

O Jesus, the light and brightness
of everlasting glory, the joy and

From The Imitation of Christ, by Thomas 4 Kempis, edited by Edward J. Klein.

Harper and Brothers, $3.00.
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( God realized in terms of His attributes.

comfort of all Christian people
walking and laboring as pilgrims in
the wilderness of this world! My
heart cryeth to Thee by still desires
without wvoice, and my silence
speaketh unto Thee and sayeth
thus: How long tarrieth my Lord
God to come? Come Lord, come,
for without Thee I have no glad
day nor hour! Thou art my joy and
gladness, and without Thee my soul
is barren and void. Let others seek
what they will, but truly there is
nothing that I will seek or that shall
please me but Thou, my Lord God,
my hope and everlasting health. I
shall not cease of prayer until Thy
grace return to me again, and Thou
speak inwardly to my soul and say
thus: Lo, I am here! I am come to
thee for thou hast called me! Thy
tears and the desire of thy heart, thy
meekness and thy contrition, have
brought Me to thee!

And T shall say again: Lord, I
have called Thee and I have desired
to have Thee, I am ready to forsake
all things for Thee. Thou hast
stirred me to seek Thee, wherefore
be Thou always blessed that hast
shown such goodness to me, after
the multitude of Thy mercies. What
hath Thy servant, Lord, more to do
or say, but that he humble himself
before Thy majesty and ever have
in mind his own iniquity ? There is
none like unto Thee, Lord, in
heaven or in earth. Thy works be
good, Thy judgments be right v?'ise,
and by Thy providence all things
be governed. Wherefore to Thee
that art the wisdom of the Father,
be everlasting joy and glory! And
I humbly beseech Thee that my
body and soul, mind and tongue,
and all Thy creatures, may always
laud Thee and bless Thee.

A CANOPY
Edna Reed

As like the silent pool beneath the pine,

That comes to rest from out the foaming stream,
Where sediment can sink to join its kind,

And clear its waters for a cloudless gleam,

My soul withdraws from out the mad world’s rush
Beneath a canopy of peaceful prayer,

Where fret can sink in silent, sacred hush

To clear my views and gain new strength for care.

The Seven Main Aspects of God

Ewmmet Fox

AVE you asked yourself the
H question: What is God

like? We are told to pray
by turning away from the problem
and thinking about God; but how
are we to think about God? What
is His nature? What is His char-
acter? Where is He ? Can we really
contact Him, and if so, how?

The first and most fundamental
thing to realize is that God is not
just a superior kind of man. Most
people would say, “Of course not ;"
but my experience shows me that
even today the majority of people,
in their hearts, do think of God as
just a magnified man—that and
nothing more, a very good man, an
extraordinarily wise man, a man
of infinite power, but still a man.
Now such an idea is really but a
projection of their own personali-
ties, and it requires very little
thought to show that such an idea
cannot be true. In philosophy, such
a being is called an anthropomorphic
God (from anthropos—man, and
morphe—form). And no such finite
person could possibly have created
the boundless universe that we see
through our telescopes, or the infi-
nite variety of minute forms that
we contact through the microscope ;

to say nothing of the infinite crea-
tion of which we are still altogether
unaware,

It is natural for a thou,ghtless
person to think of God as being
just a bigger edition of himself, just
as we may suppose that if an insect
could think of God, he would think
of Him as an enormous insect of
unlimited power. We, however, are
beings possessing the twin faculties
of reason and intuition, and so we
must get beyond this infantile stage
to the truth.

God is infinite which is in-finite
or unlimited. Reflect upon this
every day of your life and a lifetime
will not be long enough to grasp
all that it means. For instance, you
could not go into a room or a build-
ing to meet God because if God
could be located in a particular
room He would not be infinite.
What usually happens is that while
we are still very young, small chil-
dren, we form ideas (childish ones
naturally) about all sorts of things.
We think a three-story house is a
skyscraper. We think the road near
which we live is so wide that cross-
ing it is quite a journey. We think
our parents know everything and
could do anything. At that stage we

From Seven Main Aspects of God, by Emmet Fox. Publishers, Harper and

Brothers. 25 cents.
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