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in the right way, to prayer and
devotion to the high things of the
Spirit. More chaplains and better
trained for the purpose are doing
splendid work with the soldier
boys. Buildings for religious serv-
ices are furnished by the army and
navy, which was not the case in
former wars. Never were there so
many generals in high places with
such high regard for religion as
can be found on the allied fronts.
Stonewall Jackson of Civil War
days stands out as unique in his
rigid consecration to the Lord, but
where there was one Stonewall
Jackson in his time there are a
dozen of that kind today.

General Montgomery, who
neither drinks nor smokes, but
reads the Bible and prays, is known
everywhere as the most God-fear-
ing and pious of generals, Both his
father and grandfather were minis-
ters, the latter being the author of
the famous hymn which gave the
title to my book, “The Soul’s Sin-
cere Desire.” General Doty, who
carried Malta through the great-
est bombing siege ever inflicted
upon any bastion in history, sim-
ply lives, moves and has his being
in the Gospel. General MacArthur
has a faith that would put most of
ours to shame. When leading the
Rainbow division in the First
World War he never wore a hel-
ment nor carried a gas mask, pre-
ferring, as he put it, to trust wholly
in the Lord. Because every official
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report he sends in ends in a prayer
or reference in some way to the
Lord his associates at first thought
it was an affectation, but presently
they found it was the life and
breath of his very being.

Outer victory has been moving
toward us, but winning the inner
victory, the triumph of the inner
soul is still a long way off. I
don’t need to add that the most
effective prayers are the prayers
that are sent up not in words but
in devoted action. The most effec-
tive prayers for Asia to be saved
for democracy and freedom were
the schools, hospitals and churches
established in the Philippines and
in China by Christian nations. Our
selling of scrap iron to Japan to
kill defenseless women and chil-
dren in China was an actual prayer
that the same scrap iron would
fall some day on our own boys at
Pear]l Harbor. The bombs England
sent to drop on- Madrid, the capital
of a free democracy, were actual
prayers heard in heaven that bombs
should some day drop on London.
When Hitler destroyed Ledice he
was praying a most eloquent
prayer for the destruction of Ham-
burg.

Nations are not destroyed by
other nations; they are destroyed
or saved by their own prayers. It
behooves Britain and America to
look well to her own sins and
prayers of racial pride and greed
of gain and enslavement to the ad-
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diction trusts, lest we some day
may gather at Belshazzar’s feast
and see the handwriting on the
wall.

The Third Front must redouble
its efforts, not this time to win
the war, but to win the peace. May

we all unite in visioning Christiin
complete control of all the people
of all the nations, from the hum-
blest peasant to the highest rulers.
Let us continue to be channels for
the Love of God to be broadcast to
all the world.

LEISURE

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare?

No time to stand beneath the boughs,
And stare as long as sheep or cows,

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

—W. H. Davies.




G-Men at Prayer

( “Only the whole can be perfect,
the part is necessarily incomplete.”

Oneness
J. William Lloyd

With the troubled world about
us, destroying all sense of propor-
tion and perspective, it is enlight-
ening to turn our thoughts inward.
Introspection makes us both proud
and humble—proud of our human-
ity, and humble before our God.

In the solitude of such medita-
tions we can then truly lift our
hearts in prayer—in thanksgiving
for the blessings of the past and in
petition for their continuance in
the future. Then, with renewed
strength of mind and spirit, we are
ready to face the world again with
a new determination.

One of the best methods of such
introspection is by means of a re-
treat. A short time spent in silence
and prayer and meditation can do
much to revitalize and strengthen
character.

For three days recently, a group
of so-called G-men, members of
the Federal Bureau of Investiga-
tion, made such a retreat at
Manresa-on-Severn, just across
from the Naval Academy at
Annapolis.

Composed of many men of many

nationalities and of many religious
faiths, the Bureau has moulded
these men, as if by magic, into one
man, into one family, dedicated to
one objective, the quest for truth in
all things. And the secret of this
unity and uniformity is written in
one word: Character.

The picture that America has
not yet seen is the picture of the
G-men at prayer. Catholic, Protes-
tant, and Jew, they gathered at
Manresa, slept under one roof,
supped together at table, relaxed
on the porch, and attended exer-
cises in the chapel with real fidelity
and deep devotion. They were all
good men, trying to make them-
selves still better men, in the sight
of God. It was the special privilege
of the fathers attached to Manresa
to see the picture of the G-men at
prayer unfold hour by hour, and
one could have wished that all
America might have seen and
heard what went on in the little
chapel. No one could doubt that
in the final analysis the real
strength of these men was the
spiritual strength that comes from
within.

From the Congressional Record, June 3, 1943.
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HERE is but One. Call it
|I what you please, the Uni-
verse, or God, or by any
other name, it is the same. Sepa-
rateness cannot be real, but must
be a sort of illusion, for every-
thing is related and cemented on
every side. There is, philosophers
say, “‘no vacuum in nature,” which
is confession of oneness and con-
tinuity.

But if separateness is not ac-
tual it is apparent and relative.
When we touch a man’s finger-
nail we touch him, but it is not the
same as touching a nerve, it is not
the same to touch the nerve as to
touch the brain. While life and a
sort of intelligence are everywhere,
they are not the same in degree or
expression, they differ in con-
sciousness.

Just as in man, while he is one,
there is a part where conscious-
ness, intelligence, and volition are
especially located, and the other
parts differ in their greater or
less resemblance to it; so in the
Universal One there probably,
somewhere, is a part which is
“God” or “Father,” and other
parts may be classified by their

greater or less resemblance to it.
There are, then, two aspects of
the Divine—God in the peculiar or
personal sense, and God in the in-
clusive sense, who is the All-in-
All, the inclusive One, the Infinite.
Not that these are really separate,
or two, for they are really One,
but that thus the mind may the
more conveniently handle the sub-
jJECE:

And this too was in my thought,
that there was really, all the time,
but One Individual in all the Uni-
verse, constituting it, but multi-
tudes of apparent individuals or
forms, and in each apparent indi-
vidual a consciousness of the Real
Individual, mingled with and modi-
fied by a greater or less illusion of
separateness causing the part, or
form, to regard itself for a time as
a separate individual. To lose this
apprehension of individuality
would be annihilation ; therefore it
is the thing that seems sure to us.
Like the forking fingers of the
hand, we are separate and yet not
separate, but one through the arm;
like the branches of a river, we are
apart, yet all in one in the main
current, The less selfish we are,

From Dawn-Thought, by J. William Lloyd, published by The Lloyd Group, 1904.

49




50 CLEAR HORIZONS

that is, the less we feel ourselves
separate selves, the nearer we come
to the Center, approach to which
is our law of growth, and in our
growth is our happiness.

In affirming all religions, all
philosophies, all sciences, all faiths,
all earnest teachers, as true, it de-
stroys antagonisms, prejudice, and
bitterness, and creates true toler-
ance, respect, and fraternity. “Do
you love me?” means “Do you see
the same truth?’ says Emerson.
And until men are reconciled
about truth they can never be
reconciled at all, and “love your
neighbor” will be an impracticable
precept.

One of the first and most strik-
ing things about this philosophy is
its effect upon the spirits of the
believer. It is infinite in its possi-
bilities of mental cheer. It fills at
once the life of the meanest man
with dignity and grace—for he is
not only a child of God but one
with Him. All powers, all forces,
all possessions, are his. His im-
mortality is assured, made fast by
every promise and every fact. No
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longer is there need of worry about
time. You have all the time there
is and all eternity too is yours.
You no longer dread death; it is
only one of the necessary changes
and progressive steps which lead
to your inheritance.

Another beautiful corollary is
the fraternal feeling evoked. All
men are his brothers. To love his
neighbor as himself is to him no
empty precept, but a logical neces-
sity of his faith. All other human
beings whatsoever are a part of his
very body and soul.

This gives me the first and only
explanation of evil that has for a
moment satisfied me. Only the
whole can be perfect, the part is
necessarily incomplete. Any parti-
tion whatever, then, in the uni-
verse, and any separateness, real
or apparent, any distance from the
Divine, must mean incompleteness ;
and to be incomplete is to be im-
perfect, and to be imperfect is,
necessarily and inevitably, to be
subject to all the evils that only
completeness and perfection can
remedy.

We of this generation who are privileged to help make a better
world for ourselves and for posterity should remember that, while we
must not be visionary, we must have vision so that peace should not be
punitive in spirit and should not be provincial or even continental in
concept, but universal in scope and humanitarian in action, for science
has so annihilated distance that what affects one people must of necessity

affect all other peoples.

—Mme. Chiang Kai-Shek, in an address to Congress,

February 18, 1943.

( “When you pray with utter confidence,
vour prayers will be answered.”

Your Prayers Are Answered

William C. Taggart
Chaplain, U. S. Army Air Force

lieve in it both because of my

own experience and because
of what I have seen and heard as
a chaplain with our forces in the
field.

During the last thirty years re-
ligion has been frequently watered
down with social service. The
church has too often turned from
matters that concern the individual
to the problems of people in the
mass. Prayer has become, if not an
empty form, at least a ritual which
has lost a great deal of its mean-
ing.

But now we are learning again
that prayer works for the individ-
ual. Where I have been, it’s got to.

In the Southwest Pacific battle
zone the tempo of existence is
stepped up. Weeks, months, years
of ordinary living are crowded in-
to a single hour. All the courage
and self-sacrifice, all the loneliness
and terror of a lifetime may be
compressed into a few brief min-
utes.

Under these conditions diluted

]I BELIEVE in prayer. I be-

- faith is not enough. At the front,

a man needs his religion straight.

And when he prays, he wants his
answer in a hurry.

I am an Air Force chaplain. For
more than a year I have lived with
men whose daily job is to risk their
lives in combat with the enemy.
Unless I can give them the assur-
ance that their prayers will be
heard, I have nothing to offer them.

I have seen these men go off
on missions never to return. I
know what they think and feel.
I know how they pray.

One of our Flying Fortresses
was forced down at sea on its way
back to Australia, The crew of
nine was given up for lost. Weeks
later, nine bearded, disheveled
men straggled into camp, and I
had the story of their rescue from
Major Allen Lindberg of West-
field, N. J., pilot of the plane.

“It was before dawn when we
crashed,” Lindberg told me. “We
just had time to shove off on two
rubber rafts, without a crumb of
food or a drop of water.”

“A grim outlook,” T suggested.

“Grim enough. The boys were
pretty well worried—all except
Hernandez. Right away that lad
from Dallas started praying, and

Reprinted from American Magazine, July, 1943.
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pretty soon he startled us by an-
nouncing that help was on the
way. He didn’t know how or when,
but something told him that we
would be saved.”

At the first opportunity I ques-
tioned Sergeant Hernandez about
his part in the adventure.

“It’s the gospel truth,” he said.
“I’d only been praying a few min-
utes when I felt like God had
heard me and was taking a hand
to help us out. From then on, no
matter how bad things got, I was
sure we would come through.”

The major continued: “You've
no idea what hell is like until you
have been crowded with four other
men on a rubber bubble built for
three, and left to drift beneath a
broiling sun. Toward evening we
thought we saw peaks of moun-
tains to the west. When they dis-
solved into mist, Hernandez just
prayed harder. He got the rest of
us to pray and sing with him. We
sang ‘Rock of Ages,” and ‘Lead,
Kindly Light.’

“The second day our lips were
too cracked and our tongues too
swollen for much singing. But the
prayers never stopped.

“Then something happened. We
felt a current reach us and carry
us along. Before nightfall we saw
the silhouette of palm trees, the
white streak of surf, and—almost
beyond belief—the black hulls of
three outrigger canoes.

“Our rescuers were Australian

aborigines—black-skinned, kinky-
headed fishermen from the main-
land several hundred miles away.
They told us that the day before
they had been homeward bound
with their catch, when a strange
urge came over them. Something
impelled them to change their
course, and steer for this unin-
habited and worthless bit of coral.”
Yes, prayer does work.

I know of men lost and starved
in the deserts of Australia, who
were found and brought to safety
after asking God’s help. Of men in
bombers shot to pieces by enemy
gunfire who, quite literally, “prayed
their way” back to base. I know,
too, that many appeals uttered by
mothers, wives and sweethearts in
the United States stretched a pro-
tective mantle half around the
globe to shield us in the South Pa-
cific.

One high-ranking general told
me that he owes his life, in part, to
the petitions voiced by his closest
friend and former business part-
ner. I myself am living on bor-
rowed time because my parents
prayed for me in a situation of
great danger.

People everywhere are begin-
ning to pray again—really pray.
Millions of Americans who in the
past relied on themselves are now
reaching out for help.

Men at the fighting fronts have
heen among the first to draw upon
this reservoir of power. It has

been said that there are no atheists
in foxholes. It is also a fact that
there are few agnostics in the cock-
pits of riddled bombers, few skep-
tics among men rescued from the
jungles of New Guinea.

One young corporal remarked,
“T guess it took this war to bring
us to our senses and make us
realize our need of God.”

Science does not deny the valid-
ity of prayer. On the contrary,
men of scientific genius are usually
men of deep religious faith. Their
approach to God is childlike. Be-
cause of their trust they are able to
tune their minds to the universe
and capture a portion of its knowl-
edge—just how, they are often at
a loss to explain except on the
basis of divine help. George Wash-
ington Carver once said of his ex-
periments: “I go into the labora-
tory, and God tells me what to do.”
The flash of inspiration that pre-
cedes some new discovery or in-
vention is very closely related to
the processes of prayer.

Wishing isn’t prayer. Neither is
mere resignation to what you be-
lieve to be God’s will. Prayer is a
definite act of the mind—a gesture
by which the human spirit seeks
out the spirit of the universe. In
prayer you call upon the Infinite to
help. Prayer is far less a thing
“asked for” than it is a thing
“done”—a reaching forth to link
oneself to the sources of celestial
power.

One night a group of us were
taking a 75-truck convoy of parts
and ammunition down an unknown
road. We were running under
blackout conditions. Enemy patrols
were near. I couldn’t see any of my
companions. But around about me
in the darkness I could hear a
throaty muttering. The men were
praying. Some of the best prayers
I know have come from the lips of
soldiers previously unreligious,
who suddenly in the midst of bat-
tle have made their peace with God.
One veteran member of a bomber
crew confided in me after a particu-
larly hot engagement- with Jap
Zeros, “Chaplain, we sure prayed
all the way home. And God heard
us!”

In order for your prayers to
work, you've got to make a con-
centrated mental effort. It is not
enough to long for something in a
formless sort of way. You can't
get there by mere yearning. Prayer
is hard work. It requires discipline.

Then again, if you want your
appeal to bear fruit, you must
think yourself into the situation of
the answered prayer, and live and
act on that conviction. When you
pray, you can't afford to hedge:
you've got to stake everything on
God’s power and willingness to
help.

For anyone who uses it intelli-
gently, prayer really provides a
sixth sense. And one of the most
notable manifestations of that sixth




54 CLEAR HORIZONS

sense is the inward glow which
tells us when our prayers are be-
ing answered. I have experienced
that sensation many times, and
never yet has it misled me.

What can you pray for? Any-
thing that is within heaven’s power
to grant. But mere possession or
enjoyment are about the poorest
excuse for asking favors. On the
other hand, you may find, as
many have, that benefits you
haven’t asked for come to you as a
by-product of your prayers.

In my own case there has never
been anything which I, badly need-
ing, have prayed for that has not
been granted me. Sometimes it
hasn’t come in quite the way I ex-
pected. Sometimes I have found
myself forced to stand aside and
watch others complete a task I had
expected to perform. But T haven’t
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minded. For I know that my
prayers have been instrumental in
putting it across.

It is a mistake to suppose that,
just because you have not made
a habit of praying regularly, you
are stopped from doing so in time
of need. The path is always open.
But it is equally a mistake to put
off praying until trouble looms.

The more you practice prayer,
the less difficult you will find it to
reach out for help in moments of
extremity. Daily prayer provides
the strength for daily tasks.

It builds reserves of power for
use in emergencies. It can banish
fear. It will make your life fuller
and richer than you would have
believed possible.

When you pray with utter con-
fidence, your prayers will be an-
swered.

A LIVING SERMON
Author Unknown

I’d rather see a sermon than hear one any day;

I’d rather one would walk with me than merely tell the way ;
The eye’s a better pupil, and more willing, than the ear;

Fine counsel is confusing, but example’s always clear.

The best of all the preachers are the men that live their creeds,
For to see good put in action is what everybody needs.

I soon can learn to do it if you'll let me see it done;

I can watch your hands in action, but your tongue too fast may run.
The lectures you deliver may be very wise and true,

But I'd rather get my lesson by observing what you do.

I may not understand the high advice that you may give,

But there’s no misunderstanding how you act and how you live.

From The New Century Leader, June, 1943,

({ We must learn to believe, if we expect
our prayers to be answered.

Answered Prayers
Kathleen W. Welch

RE our prayers answered?
Surely this must depend
on how we pray.

While passing through a very
trying experience, I was reaching
out blindly—praying in the only
way I knew how (that is, begging
and beseeching) that a certain dire
need be met. I kept. this up for
some time without getting any re-
sults. As time passed and the
need became more pressing, I
turned in desperation to my Bible,
asking, as I was often in the habit
of doing, for some kind of a mes-
sage that would guide me. I opened
the book and read this verse at
Mark 11:24. “Therefore I say
unto you, What things soever ye
desire, when ye pray, Believe that
ye receive them, and ye shall have
them.” As these words penetrated
my consciousness, it seemed as if
a closed door had suddenly opened
before me. I read those significant
words again. “Believe that ye re-
ceive them and ye shall have them!”
Not “believe that ye shall receive
them,” but “believe that ye do re-
ceive them or have already received
them!” Had I been believing in this
way ? Far from it! My thought had
been permeated with fear and anxi-
ety. My faith had been a poor thing

at best, a kind of desperate hope
that some miracle would happen
for my especial benefit. But all the
time I was really fearing the worst!

But how silly! How could I
possibly believe that my need had
already been met? It was absurd!
I knew very well it hadn’t. I turned
to those words again. “Believe that
ye have.” I got out my Bible con-
cordance. Perhaps if I sought
further, the door would open a little
wider. Under the word “believe” I
found the following references:

And Jesus said unto the cen-
turion, “Go thy way, and as thou
hast believed so be it done unto
thee.” (Matt. 8:13)

And when He was come into
the house, the blind man came to
Him, and Jesus saith unto them,
“Believe ye that I am able to do
this?” They said unto Him, “Yea,
Lord.” Then touched He their
eyes, saying, “According to your
faith be it unto you.” (Matt. 9:28-
29)

As soon as Jesus heard the
word that was spoken, he said un-
to the ruler of the synogogue, “Be
not afraid, only believe.” (Mark
5:36)

And Jesus said unto him, “If
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thou canst believe, all things are
possible to him that believeth.”
(Mark 9:23)

More and more clearly I realized
how far short I had fallen of this
utter and complete trust. No won-
der I could not get results! An-
other scriptural verse came to me,
“Before they call I will answer,
and while they are yet speaking, I
will hear.” Then the message that
had been sent to me must mean
this, that I was already in posses-
sion of the answer to my need. All
I needed to do was to know or be-
lieve this to be true. I was to know
with all the strength of my being
that God had already answered
my prayer—as the centurion be-
lieved that his servant was already
healed; as the man believed that
the power was already present that
would cast the deaf and dumb
spirits out of his child; as Jesus
Himself knew when He said, “I
thank Thee, Father” as He was
about to call forth Lazarus out of
his tomb.

And so I started from that mo-
ment to “know” that my prayer
was already answered; that I was
already in possession of the thing
needed ; and I began to give thanks
for it as Jesus had done. When
doubt would try to creep into my
thoughts, I would give thanks
again. Within a few hours I had
the tangible proof of the efficacy
of this method of praying in my
hands, and many, many times
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since, this steadfast “believing”
that I have received has worked
wonders in my affairs.

Does not this illustrate the truth
of the Christ’s teaching, “The
Kingdom of Heaven is at hand”?
I remembered a sentence I had
once read, “Man never creates, he
only re-creates or uncovers what
has been there from the begin-
ning.” This was certainly true of
all the great inventions (so-called).
Electricity and its great potential
power to help mankind had always
been waiting to be discovered, as
had other laws governing the radio,
airplanes and television. Man, I
thought, is simply, by his continued
efforts, uncovering more and more
of these laws and is learning how to
put them to use. And so why should
I not believe that by the right kind
of prayer I can uncover the answer
to my need ?

One of the most interesting arti-
cles I ever read along this line of
thought was one describing the his-
tory, character and unusual achieve-
ments of Dr. George Washington
Carver, a renowned and beloved
scientist of Tuskegee Institute in
Alabama. When asked how he
found time for all his accomplish-
ments, Dr. Carver replied, “Chiefly
because I have made it a rule to get
up every morning at four o’clock.
I go out into the woods. Alone
there, while most other people are
sleeping, I best hear and under-
stand God’s plan for me.” Such
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simplicity and such faith, resulting
in such marvelous achievements!

“Except ye become as little chil-
dren. . . .” “Draw nigh unto God,
and He will draw nigh unto thee.”

Our faith must not only be strong
and steadfast, it must also be elastic,
so that it may stretch from the mo-
ment of asking to the moment of
receiving. It must be, as it were, a
bridge over which our good passes
to us, out of the invisible into visible
manifestation. A bridge built
strongly of courage and a great ex-
pectancy of good, of joy and grati-
tude for good already received.
This inner knowing controls our
outer experiences.

“Whatsoever things ye desire,
when ye pray, believe that ye re-
ceive them (possess them in the in-
visible), and ye shall have them (in
the visible).

It is as well at this point to re-
member another of Jesus’ admoni-
tions. “Seek ye first the Kingdom
of God and His righteousness, and
all these things shall be added unto
you.” The Kingdom of God must
surely mean the Kingdom of Good,
both invisible and visible, but if we
in our desires become selfish, mak-

ing “things” of first importance,
there will be trouble in store for us,
and these “things,” even if acquired,
will never bring us happiness or
peace of mind. So it is well to know
as we pray that our true desire is
for a greater happiness in one way
or another, and that a divine answer
to such a desire could never bring
harm to ourselves or another, but
would be a source of blessing to all
concerned.

And as we form this habit of
praying, we will find that our de-
sires gradually become purified;
they will be more unselfish, and
finally, instead of being mere hu-
man longings, they will be rather
a divine urge of the Father’s to ex-
press more fully through us—His
instruments of expression, and we,
if we remain steadfast in our faith
will be used more and more as chan-
nels of blessing to those around us.
As dear old Dr. Carver put it, we
shall be better able to “hear and
understand God’s plan for us.”

Yes, I believe with all my heart
that our prayer is answered when
we steadfastly know that ‘“‘before
they call I will answer, and while
they are yet speaking, I will hear.”

Friction between men causes more trouble than friction in machines.
National teamwork will not come by chance but by change. A lot of
people who are talking about national unity are not doing it. We need

men who will burn for the nation.

—Duncan Corcoran.
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( The lad on the raft with Rickenbacker who had a
Testament voices his faith in the power of prayer.

The Sea-Gull Lighted

A Conversation with John Bartek
John Sutherland Bonnell

WAS privileged to have lunch
I[ recently with a friend and the
“little engineer” from Rick-
enbacker’s party, John Bartek.
The latter still bore on his face the
signs of the experiences through

- which he had passed, and he still

had difficulty in walking because
of the sun blisters on his feet that
had not completely healed. But
there was a light in his face and
eyes that told of a great spiritual
experience. He said:

“The first few days out, the boys
were not much interested in my
Bible. Their eyes were glued on the
sky, looking for rescue planes. And
then as the days and nights dragged
slowly by with no sign of rescuers
and our hope began to die, they
wanted to know what was written
in the Book. By and by we read its
message and we prayed together.”

“Johnny,” T said, “I should like
you to tell me which verses meant
most to you. Ever since I read the
report of your experiences I have
wanted to know this.”

“Well, I will tell you. I have got
them here.” He pulled out of his
pocket a New Testament, “This

From The Calvary Evangel.
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happened when we were starving.
We knew that it would only be a
few hours more, or a day or two
at most, before we would die, one
by one. One of the boys said,
‘Johnny, what have you got in that
Book? Read it to us again’ I
opened it again and this time it
opened at the sixth chapter of
Matthew, and I began to read to
the men in the three rafts which
were tied together:

Therefore take no thought, (be
not anxious) saying, What shall
we eat? or, What shall we drink?
or, Wherewithal shall we be
clothed? . . . For your Heavenly
Father knoweth that ye have need
of all these things.

Johnny continued, “I looked up
there and said, ‘I know that that
is God’s promise to us.’

“Captain Cherry said, ‘Johnny,
you're right. God is going to send
us food. I know He will.

“Three hours later the seagull
lighted on Rickenbacker’s head.
And the boys thanked God for the
fulfillment of His promise.”

Then Johnny said, as he looked
at me, “Some people may say there
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is no God. I don’t care what they
say. 1 know there is one, for He
came to us when we needed Him
most.”

Later, Johnny added: “There is
another incident that happened.
On the raft which was the first to
sight the island of refuge, there
was an officer and two soldiers,
utterly and completely exhausted.
The island was about a mile away.
The officer’s strength was almost
gone. He knew that he couldn’t
paddle the rubber boat to the wel-

coming shores of the island. And
quite unashamedly he knelt in the
boat and asked God to give him
strength to paddle to the shore of
that island from which we were
drifting.

“The captain said that he could
almost feel the strength flowing
into every nerve and muscle of his
body. Not only did he paddle the
boat to the shore, but he carried
his two comrades, one by one, to
the other side of the island and to
safety.”

You cannot see the ether waves and electrical energies which produce

the music on your radio. You cannot feel them, smell them or taste them.
They are utterly beyond the grasp of any or all of your five senses. Some-
one may draw a fanciful diagram to suggest what he thinks these waves
and energies may be like. But what they are in themselves neither he
nor anyone else has the slightest idea. God too is beyond the grasp of our

five senses. They are not fitted to apprehend his type of being. Yet God
is real, as real as anything we know. Through what he does ever’ywhgre
about us, we can find him. Out of the silence of the heart God’s voice

omes to us. %
. —Gordon Gilkey.

A celebrated actor, well-known for his eloquent recital of the
twenty-third Psalm, was present on one occasion when the reverent
words were spoken by an elderly clergyman.

“My friends,” the actor said when it came his time to speak.
“When 1 recite that Psalm, I reach your eyes and ears. This man
reached your hearts; I happen to know the twenty-third Psalm—this
man knows the Shepherd.”

—Religious Digest, September, 1943.




( Miracles are being reported as “news”
in our papers and weekly journals.

Press Comments on Current Events

Lass Home: Gracie Fields, the “Lancashire Lass” of radio and the
theater, came back from a tour of the Mediterranean fronts for the En-
tertainment National Services Association (British equivalent of the
USO). Most-requested songs during her trip were “Ave Maria” (by
British boys) and “The Lord’s Prayer” (by Americans).

Newsweek, October 18, 1943,

Harlan, Ky.—Rescuers today dug from earth and debris the bodies
of 12 men who perished in a coal mine explosion, but six others, saved
by their own ingenuity, walked out alive.

The six had been trapped for 12 hours, but they had erected a
barricade which protected them from poisonous fumes.

The hero of the little band of entombed men was Shelley Farley,
42, who led them in prayer and thought of the barricade, which shut
poison gas from their corner of the mine shaft. The barricade was con-
structed hastily out of old mine ties, boards, clothing and debris.

Farley took charge immediately after the blast. He ordered the men
not to smoke and set up a rationing system to conserve their meager
water supply. :

They passed the time praying and guessing the time they would be
rescued. Farley missed the time by five minutes. He guessed 10 p. m.,
and fellow miners reached them at 10:05.

As the six men walked from the mine entrance two hours later,
Farley said:

“The Old Man was looking at us. We have to face our Maker some
time—and we faced Him tonight.”

Minneapolis Star-Journal, September 27, 1943.

- Lawrence H. Smith, member of the United States Congress and
distinguished Christian layman, ended a report on peace plans to his
constituency with these words:

“Test the intent of every sentence, every paragraph with the ques-
tion: Does it square with the Christ principle? That is the only sure
way to achieve lasting peace.”

If we had more men in Washington thinking like that our world
would soon throb with a transfusion of fresh hope. Why don’t we have
more men like that in Congress?

From “Between the Lines,” June 7, 1943,
60
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New York—You may not believe it if you’re an ardent booster of
boogie, barrelhouse and blues, but it’s hymns, not hotcha, that our fight-
ing men want.

They have written tons of mail requesting hymns from two of
radio’s popular songsters, Morton Downey, the Irish tenor usually
identified with romantic ballads, and Vivien, the Hour of Charm’s blond
coloratura.,

“Nothing like this has ever happened to me,” Downey declared, ad-
mitting that he was completely unprepared for the demand for religious
songs. He answered his fans by singing “The Old Rugged Cross.”

The result was another avalanche of letters, some signed by as
many as twelve to eighteen servicemen, requesting favorite hymns.

“The greatest number of requests for hymns,” Downey said, “come
from mothers with sons in the service, and from chaplains and the boys
themselves, both in this country and overseas.”

“It’s the only thing that people facing an uncertain future can really
put their faith in. You find Bible sales booming ; books with a religious
twist like ‘“The Robe’ and ‘The Song of Bernadette’ heading the best-
sellers ; songs like ‘Say a Prayer for the Boys Over There’ and ‘Praise
the Lord and Pass the Ammunition’ becoming top tunes.

“They all answer a real need. A hymn may even turn out to be the
top song of.this war,” declared Vivien, whose real name is Hollace
Shaw. Daughter of a Fresno, Calif.,, minister, and sister of a chaplain
with the Armed Forces in New Guinea, Miss Shaw—who as a kid “had
to learn every hymn that was ever written”—was among the first to
notice that hymns really were hits.

She became aware of it a few weeks before Pearl Harbor, she ex-
plained, when the Hour of Charm did a Thanksgiving prayer program
and the fan mail response was terrific, with people requesting “Abide
With Me,” “Rock of Ages,” “Holy, Holy, Holy,” or whatever happened
to be their favorite.

It was decided to feature,a hymn on the program every week, and
Hollace Shaw got the spotlight assignment as the hymn-girl.

St. Paul Pioncer-Press, October, 1943.

Leonard Lyons, columnist, says:

“What do you think of our vice president, Henry Wallace?” I
asked Rivera. He sighed : “A good man—but he prays to God too much.”
“And what’s wrong with that?”’ I asked him. The one-time friend of
Stalin, the man who had given refuge to Leon Trotsky, replied: “It’s
bad for Wallace to pray to God too much—it postpones the revolution.”

Pittsburgh Post-Gasette, September 11, 1943.
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The North American Newspaper Alliance is authority for the fol-
lowing :

New York, Aug. 27.—A feeling of nearness to a Supreme Being
which aviators experience is described in a letter of consolation from a
flier in headquarters squadron of the 1st air force:

“My deepest sympathy is always for the sorrow of those left behind
because so often they cannot understand the philosophy of those of us
who fly,” stated the letter signed Glen F. Philips at M}i'tchel Field and
addressed to Mr. and Mrs. Salvage.

“When a man has spent hundreds of hours in the air,” the letter con-
tinued, “he finds quite a change taking place in himself. Those hours are
spent (many of them in solitude) in an entirely different world from
that to which he was formerly accustomed. Up there he has plenty of
time to think as he views the limitless expanse surrounding him and
breathes the pure air that has not been soiled by our earthly life.

“He cannot keep from realizing his proximity to a Supreme Being
and feels His hand guiding and holding the plane aloft. Actually he is
sorry for the unfortunate earth-bound people who never have experi-
enced the privilege of such solitary communion. So beautiful are some
of the sights viewed by a pilot that he can almost feel that he has been
permitted to glimpse what lies beyond.

“It is because of these thoughts and feelings that a pilot has no fear
of what is to come. He knows that he is always welcome and has been so
close so many times that he nearly knows what to expect.”

Chicago.—Sayed Mehrem, who claimed to be 132 years old and said
he was born in Egypt while Napoleon still ruled Europe, took the secret
of his actual age into the mystery of death today.

The patriarch, with skin the hue of yellowed papyrus and a fringe
of white hair, died in the Cook County hospital where he was taken
three weeks ago.

His philosophy of longevity was:

“Self harmony is the key to serene and long living. I pray five
times a day, which is restful and helps rebuild the body tissues.”

Minneapolis Star-Journal, September 9, 1943.
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“O Gracious Lord,

“I place my hand in Thine with
all love and trust and confidence,
for Thou art indeed my Lord.
From the unreal lead me to the
Real, from darkness lead me to
Light, from death lead me to Life
Eternal. At Thy feet and in the
Light of Thy Holy Presence, I
strive to realize what I am, I am
not this body which belongs to the
world of shadows; I am not the
desires which affect it; I am not
the thoughts which fill my mind;
I am not the mind itself. I am the
Divine Flame within my heart,

eternal, immortal, ancient, without
beginning, without end. More ra-
diant than the sun in all his noon-
day glory, purer than the snow,
untouched, unsullied by the hand
of matter; more subtle than the
ether is the Spirit within my heart.

“T worship Thee. I adore Thee;
Thou my Life, my Breath, my
Being, my All. I am in Thee and
Thou art in me. Lead me, O
Gracious Lord, through Thy il-
limitable Love to union with Thee,
and the Heart of Eternal Love.

“In Thy Love I rest for ever-
more. Amen.”

From the Aquarian Age, May-June, 1924,
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Bound Volumes of Clear Horizons

Already Vol. 1 of the Bound Copies of CLEAR HORIZONS has
been exhausted. However, a limited number of Vol. II are still available,
and the third volume is now ready. In spite of the increased cost of
production and of the binding, these are offered at $1.25 a copy. Since
the subject matter in these quarterlies is not a perishable commodity,
but food for the soul, to have these volumes on your shelves is to pro-
vide yourself with a veritable storehouse of priceless value.

LET US RECEIVE YOUR ORDER SOON, AS THE NUMBER
OF COPIES IS LIMITED.

There are still certain single copies available, at 25c the copy:
March, 1941, Immortality; January, 1942, Deepening the Spiritual Life;
April, 1942, Guidance; July, 1942, Prayer; October, 1942, Facing the
War in a Spiritual Way; April, 1943, Faith and Prayer, and some of
the first year, 1940.

Statement of the Ownership, Management, Circulation, Etc., Required
by the Acts of Congress of August 24, 1912, and March 3, 1933
of Clear Horizons, published quarterly at 8t. Paul, Minn., for October 1, 1943,

State of Minnesota
County of Ramsey 8.

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesald, personally ap-
peared Glenn Clark, who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that
he 1s the Editor of Clear Horlzons and that the following ls, to the hest of his knowledge
and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid publica-
tion for the date shown in the above captlon, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, as
amended by the Act of March 3, 1033, embodled in Sectlon 537, Postal Laws and Regula-
tions, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the
publisher, editor, managing editor, and business managers are: 1'ubllsher, Macalester Park
Publishing Co., 1674 Grand Ave,, St. Paul, Minn.; Editor, Glenn Clark, 1787 Goodrich
Ave,, St I'aul, Minn,; Maunaging Editor, Helen C. Wentworth, 1787 Goodrich Ave., Bt.
Paul, Minn.: Business Manager, Helen C. Wentworth, 1787 Goodrich Ave., 8t. Paul, Minn,
27 That the owners are: Glenn Clark, 1787 Goodrich Ave., St. P'aul, Minn., and Helen
Wentworth, 1787 Goodrich Ave., St. Paul, Minn, 3. That the known bondholders, mort-
gagees, and other sgecurity holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of total amount
of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: none. 4. That the two paragraphs next above,
giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders, if any, contains not
only the Iist of storkholders and security holders az they appear upon the books of the
company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder uppears upon the books
of the company as trustee or In any other flduciary relation, the name of the person or
corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given: also that the said two paragraphs
contain statements embracing afflant’s full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances
and conditlons under which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the
books of the company ag trustees, hold stock and securitles In a capacity other than that
of a bona flde owner; and this afflant has no reason to believe that any other person,
asgociation, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect in the sald srock, bonds, or
other securities than as so stated by him. Signed, Glenn Clark, Editor. Sworn to and
subgeribed before me this 30th day of September, 1943. (Seal) Fernam N. Budolfson,
Notary Publle. (My commlission expires November 14, 1947.)

For the accommodation of our readers, arrangements have been made whereby
the books from which articles have been quoted may be obtained through the
Macalester Park Publishing Company, St. Paul, Minnesota.

WHAT OUR READERS WRITE US

CLEAR HORIZONS is a wonderful little magazine, and every
issue makes one wish for more money to send it to others. I share my
copies quite a little, and am sending a back issue (none are out-of-date
in material) in each overseas Christmas box.

The Rev. and Mrs. Edwin E. Malone,
Los Molinos, California.

Each issue of CLEAR HORIZONS brings me joy. Your special
Introductory Offer for the Christmas issue makes it possible for me to
send this special greeting to all my friends. Thank you for this inspiring
magazine,

Lillian Ross,
Kerrville, Texas.

CLEAR HORIZONS is the finest magazine I get and I subscribe
to about twenty, all first class ones. Not the usual run. T want to share it.

Mrs. William L. Garver,
Tulsa, Oklahoma.

Housecleanin 4
Rachel Olson

I cleaned my house this morning
And say, it was a mess!

I threw away a lot of things

I thought I loved the best:

A soft old chair that kept me there
When there were things to do,
Some old out-moded pictures

On how to muddle through;

A seat of hate, a bed of doubt,
Some ugly seeds I'd sown,

My vanity, two bins of sins,

Some fears that I'd outgrown.
And when I'd rearranged the place
I thought it would look bare,

But lo! my love seat filled the room
And Christ was sitting there,




Idmtzﬁcatz'on
Mary Welch

I knew my heart would know Him
Whenever we should meet,

For I had gathered tokens

For recognition sweet;

1 knew from noonday splendor
His countenance was bright,
And from night’s golden galaxies
Caught whispers: “He is Light.”

I glimpsed His wondrous beauty
In a spotless lily’s face;

I sensed He would be gentle
From a spider’s web of lace.

In one dear friend He lent me
1 memorized His smile;
I learned of grace abounding
As I went a second mile.

One day I found His pity

In a small boy’s tender eyes
As he nursed a fallen sparrow
And restored it to the skies.

I saw His great forgiveness
When I watched a mother weep

From wounds her son inflicted
Then kiss him in his sleep.

1 embraced His matchless meckness
When Pride had brought me low;

I touched His boundless mercy
When He loosed and let me go.

I tasted of His patience

Through persecution’s pain;
I found His rich redemption
When I loved my foes again.

These golden threads I gathered
And wound on spindles fair
For matching with the garment
I knew that He would wear.

Meanwhile, unseen, His shuttles
Were weaving from above

In seamless, whole perfection
The mantle of His love.

One day I felt His mantle
My ragged self embrace—

I stooped to kiss the hemline
And met Him face to face!l




