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Prayer works. We do not attempt to say how, or why. But it does
work. The answer is not always immediate. It is not always the answer
that we expect when we voice our prayer. But it is God's answer.

If we are students, we progress from the kindergarten stage of say-
ing, “Give me” into the grammar school years of “Give my family and
my friends.” Years of study bring us to the high school phase, “Grant
us these petitions, if it be Thy will.” The college stage of our spiritual
development leads us to the point where we can say, “We wish to be
in perfect alignment, dear God. Into Thy hands we put our lives, to
become a part of Thine infinite plan, more perfect than any which we
can see or imagine. With radiant acquiescence we give ourselves to Thee.”

In work, in play, in our homes, our places of business, and on the
battlefields and in training camps, everywhere, we find men and women
making this surrender. Prayers are rising as never before. In this July
number of CLEAR HORIZONS, we bring you articles from business
men and from soldiers, as well as many messages from great writers on
Prayer and Faith.
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( A great poet describes a glimpse into eternity.

Out of the Body

John Oxenham
Erica Oxenham

old folk used to say “sick

M

]:[ HAD been ill—literally, as the

unto death;” the watch on
the table by my bedside said it was
3 a. m. And then without a mo-
ment’s warning there came a
screaming roar outside and a cata-
clysmic crash.

And I knew that the end had
come and that I had passed in a
moment, as I had always hoped to
do, from the little hampered life
of Earth to the large free life which
only begins when this one ends.

I seemed to be on the very
crown of the world, and—I could
see as I had never seen before.
The sky above was richly blue,
and in it sailed snowy argosies,

and islands of solid white cloud.
All around and below me I looked
over endless distances — forests,
rivers, lakes, and range upon range
of hills and mountains.

And I could hear, as I had never
heard in my life before. I could
hear the soft whisper of winds in
the trees below me. I could hear
the ripple and tinkle of many run-
ning waters. I could hear the dis-
tant shouts of children at play and
the joyous barking of a dog. I
could hear the singing of many
birds in the trees below.

And I could breathe, as I dimly
remembered breathing as a boy.
The air was like that of a very
early summer morning when, at

From Out of the Body by John Oxenham and Erica Oxenham, Longmans, Green

& Co., publishers.
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dawn, the rays of the sun come
level through the tree trunks and
all the world seems just new-made
by God.

It got into my head. I felt like
leaping and clapping my hands as
the Psalmist’s little hills—like sing-
ing aloud for joy as did the morn-
ing stars at the beginning of time.
The ground I stood upon was car-
peted with soft velvety turf, and
led downwards into the wood-
lands in a smooth grassy ride.

And suddenly there came out of
the wood along this path towards
me three men deep in conversation.
The one in the middle might have
been Moses or Elijah or all the
Isaiahs rolled into one, or a crea-
tion of Michelangelo. He was of
very noble mien, with a massive
head and long, silky white hair and
beard which flowed over his chest.
He looked very old but showed no
signs of age.

The one on his left was obvious-
ly a native of China. He had a
quiet, thoughtful, inscrutable face,
and a very kindly aspect.

The one on his right was from
Africa, a fine looking man also.
He reminded me of the sculptured
bronze of a Roman Emperor.

They stood and bunched together
in a little knot to argue some spe-
cial point. But their argument was
evidently of the happiest, for al-
ways they would resume their
walk with smiles.

They were almost upon me when

I cried, “Pardon me, sirs! Can you
tell me—but perhaps you do not
understand my English talk.”

The old man spoke, and his
voice reminded me of the purple-
velvet tones of Paul Robeson.

“We do not speak your language,
but we understand every word you
say. I am speaking to you in the
old Hebrew tongue, but you under-
stand clearly all I say to you.”

And the man from China said
quietly, with a brief smile, “I
speak to you in the language of
China, but what I say reaches you
in your own tongue.”

“And I,” said the brown man,
“speak to you in Bantu, but you
understand me perfectly. And I
understand you, though I know
no English.”

“But that is very wonderful,” I
said.

“It is just one of the many
happy amenities provided by the
Father for His family,” said the
brown man. “You see, we are
many thousands of millions in the
family, and unless we could all
understand one another and speak
to one another without let or
hindrance, there could be no family
life.”

“You are but just arrived,” said
the old man.

“But a moment ago,” T said.

“We give you a very warm wel-
come,” said all three.

“But you were about to ask us
something,” said the brown man.
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“Yes. I wanted to ask you how
I could find my own people here.
Some of them came over long ago,
and I do not know . ..”

“That again is very simple,”
said the brown man. “You simply
will to be with whomsoever you
wish, and you are there.”

“But,” said the old man with his
kindly smile, “it is as well to ask

for only one person at a time, as
your friends may be scattered any-
where in the universe, and, even
here, you cannot well be in more
than one place at a time.”

“I thank you, sirs,” I said, and
willed to be with my wife.

And their “God be with you!”
was in my ears as I sped through
space to where T had willed to be.

TRINITY

Lt. Hirsch Lazaar Silverman

There was
A dream . ..
That men may
One day say
The thoughts
Of their own choosing.

There was

A hope ...
That men may

One day stroll
Through streets

At evening, unafraid.

There was

A prayer . ..
That each may

Freely speak
To his own God,

In his own church.

Man's freedom
Is his dream;
Man's strength
Is his hope;
Man's future
Is his prayer.

The best way to keep one’s religion is to keep it busy.



Praying, Believing and Praising
J. R. Moseley
Author of “Manifest Victory”

S IT HAS been well said,
A “Prayer is the soul’s sin-

cere desire, uttered or un-
expressed.” In this sense, as the
enthusiastic Methodist Tarbox put
it, “We are all the time praying,
and up to a certain point, all of
our prayers are being answered.”

Since our prayers are being
answered as the wise Emerson put
it, “We should be very careful
what we pray for.”

I heard a lady from Boston say
that everything she prayed for she
had a way of getting. She said
she thought she wanted a husband
and prayed for one, and got one,
and after she got him she was very
sorry she had asked for him. She
also said that she thought she
wanted a big house and asked for
one and when it came she regretted
she had asked for it.

Stanley Jones says, when their
little girl was asked by her mother
to do something she replied, “I do
not want to do it.” The mother
than said, “Do what you want to;”
to which the little girl replied, “I
don’t want to do what I want to
do.” This is a good statement of
human nature. We will never be
satisfied with doing anything that
is not God's will, and best for us.

Prayer is not only petition and
intercession; it is also praise and

4

thanksgiving. It may be the Spirit
of God within us rejoicing in God
and His Goodness. Recently in
making my rounds I went to see a
friend who had suffered much and
wept much. T found her rejoicing.
She told me that for about two
years she had had a most disagree-
able irritation and itching over her
body, and that about two weeks
before the time of my wvisit, the
Lord had made known to her that
she had prayed enough, that she
had prayed through, that her
prayer had been heard and an-
swered, and for her to go to be-
lieving and praising. She said that
quickly she began to improve, and
when I saw her she was almost
well. She had been radically trans-
formed. Two weeks of believing
and praising had enabled the Lord
to work a miracle of healing and a
miracle of joy.

After you have asked according
to God’s will and everything that
is best for you and best for all
others as according to His will,
then believe that you receive, and
go to giving thanks. In Jesus Christ
all good is ours. In Him we are
perfect and complete, and can do
everything we need to do. Outside
of Him and His will all are fail-
ures. In Him, we are all of infinite
worth, and can do all things that
are good to be done.

( It is in the moment of overwhelming fear we
cry out for help, and deliverance comes.

Master of the Storm

George Arthur Buttrick

they cleanse the inner air and
bring the nourishment of
inner rain. How suddenly they
come! Qur days are like that little
Lake of Galilee upon which the
tempest swept down from the
mountains without warning : “And
there arose a great storm of wind,
and the waves beat into the ship.”
What is the effect of a mighty
storm? We pray. We call, how-
ever blindly upon a higher power.
You have read the book entitled,
“The Raft?’ Those three men
prayed, ransacking their early
memory for children’s prayers al-
most forgotten. The diary of that
aviator lost for days in the New
Guinea wilderness is likewise
punctuated by prayer. “The
prayers are forgotten when the
crisis is past,” someone says. Yes,
but the prayers are not therefore
insincere while the crisis prevails.
We pray in the moment of storm.
Perhaps that is why storms come.
Of course the prayer is fear.
Why not? No man is brave who
does not feel fear. The really brave
admit the fear and still march to-
wards the unseen threat. A critical

STORMS are a part of living;

operation cannot be faced casually
(unless the man is less than man),
nor the threat to our livelihood,
nor the discovery of our sins, nor
the onset of death. The storm re-
minds us that we are helpless
beings, competent only in fair
weather. Perhaps those cynics are
right who say that religion began
in fear. What if it did? Fear al-
ways rips away the surface shal-
lowness, always provokes us to call
upon God from the depths.

But, as a matter of fact, this
fear is always more than fear. Ex-
amine the disciples’ cry: “Master,
carest thou not that we perish?”
What does it mean? That they
ought not to perish, that they had
dimly discovered in their own life
the seed of eternity! What does it
mean? That there ought to be a
power in Christ or behind the
storm that could save them, that
they had already dimly felt God.
Perhaps that is why storms come:
they reveal faith—faith in our own
soul and faith in a God dimly
known. This virtue in storms does
not justify us in arranging our
own tempests.

But even our guilty storms can

From Current Religious Thought, March, 1944,
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awaken faith, the cry of deep call-
ing unto Deep, if we are penitent.
Mingled fear and faith is the effect
of the storm.

What is God’s response in the
storm? Sometimes He seems
asleep. In Rembrandt’s picture one
disciple is leaning over the boat’s
edge in an agony of sea sickness,
Peter stands with hands uplifted to
the sky the while his face is turned
to Christ, John is pleading with
his Master, and another disciple
(Thomas perhaps, or Judas) is
railing: “Master, carest thou not
that we perish?” And all the time
Jesus is wrapt in most peaceful
slumber. Yes, He shared our
weariness and His sleep knits Him
in our life. Yes, His perfect trust
is wonderful: His conscience was
so clean, His faith so strong that
He could sleep anywhere undis-
mayed. Yet how typical is that
sleep of God’s delaying!

Why does God torment us by
postponing until the last limit of
endurance—sometimes beyond the
limit—His rescuing mercy? You
have read the word about Jesus at
the time of the fatal sickness of
Lazarus: “When Jesus heard that
he was sick, He abode two days
in the same place where He was.”
Peter in prison had to wait for de-
liverance until he heard the ham-
mers building his scaffold. We
have prayed in these latter years
that tyranny should be stayed and
tyranny has gone from violence to

violence, from triumph to triumph.
Why is it? We do not know. If we
fully knew, we would be God, not
man. It almost seems at times as if
God were saying: “You must get
beyond trust in possessions, beyond
human love given or received, be-
yond all support of the flesh, be-
yond any hope in any turn of
events, until in all the world you
and I are alone face to face!” A
friend who was asked when he felt
God most near answered, “When
I was in an ambulance after an
accident, fairly sure that I could
not recover and suddenly doubly
sure that it did not matter.” George
Herbert, in one of his poems, says
that “Storms make oaks take deep-
er root.” Storms make men, up-
rooted on earth, take hold on the
eternities of God.

How did the deliverance come?

Jesus turned to them. The real
storm was in them: “Why are ye
so afraid? How is it that ye have
no faith?” He told them that their
faith overwhelmed in fear could
yet stand alone with God. There
was treasure in them which would
be kept; and there was a God who
would keep them. The real storm
was in them—the fear, the re-
morse, the anxiety, the sorrow. He
spoke to them as well as to the
wind and waves. “But some people
die and are not rescued,” says the
doubter. Not some people, but all:
all people die at last, drowning in
that last storm. Hardly one of the
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disciples in that boat died in his
bed: most of them were martyred
for the sake of Christ. But they
died content, unafraid and front-
ing eternity: they called on God
in the name of Christ and knew
that He was stronger than death,
even as He had been stronger
than a tempest.

To live for Christ, to meet the
storm, to cry in mingled fear and
faith—and then to find over and

over again that there is deliver-
ance: that is truly to live. To come
to the last bound of life (posses-
sions gone, loved ones taken, breath
failing) to be alone with Eternity
and there to call upon God in
Christ: that, perchance, is to live
forever. There and then we find
that God is greater than any haz-
ard of the world He has made and
greater than any storm in the heart
of His children.

( Forgetting himself and his own grief as he entertained the boys
overseas, a great comedian finds himself restored to health.

The Miraculous Healing of Joe E. Brown

Constance Palmer

OE E. BROWN limped slow-
ly down the length of the
hospital hut, somewhere in

the South Pacific.

He had gone on his trips to enter-
tain the boys—first to Alaska and
the Aleutians and then to the Solo-
mon Islands and Australia. The
only difference was that the sec-
ond trip—the one to the Solomons
—he and his wife, Kathryn, dedi-
cated to their son, Don, who died
in an airplane crash when he was
training in California. In the living

From M ovieland, December, 1943,

room of his home in Brentwood
there is a glass case with the simple
placard, “Captain Brown,” and in
it are the Bible and insignia that
belonged to his son.

“A person finds out a lot of
things about himself in a shock like
that,” he said, “in one moment his
life is changed. A mother’s life is
changed too. Today's parents,
thousands of them, alas, must get
such news, get it, take it, and see
what they’re going to do about it.
And then slowly, in the days and
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weeks that come after, there’s re-
adjustment and a clearing up of
values.”

Joe doesn’t go to any one church;
he goes to all of them. He finds
something in every religion—Cath-
olic, Protestant, Jewish, Christian
Scientist—that helps him. He has
a sublime faith in the Supreme
Being. Yet he never expected this
faith to be paid off to him as it
was.

“I don’t believe in preachers
reading prayers out of books when
they don’t actually feel deep in
themselves what they are saying,”
he says. “Lots of people just go
to church to be seen and get credit
from other people for going. Lots
of them go there to sleep.

“You can worship God in a
green field or a factory or in your
own kitchen, doing things of serv-
ice to others, as well as you can
in a church. I believe there is too
much mystery about religion. I be-
lieve that God is love and without
love you haven’t anything.”

When Joe went on the trip to
the Solomons, he was a sick man,
suffering mentally, suffering phys-
ically the excruciating pain from
sciatica. Arthritis had so crippled
him that one leg was definitely
shorter than the other, and he
hasn’t walked without a cane for
more than two years. On the plane
taking him to Hawaii there were
no blankets, and by the time they
got to Oahu in the Hawaiian

Islands, he was so ill he had to be
carried to the hospital.

Days he spent entertaining the
boys on Oahu and other islands in
the group, and nights in any hos-
pital he could find.

“I took every kind of heat treat-
ment they’d give me and stayed
right in there battling, with two
strikes on me every time I went
up to the plate.”

Just as in Alaska and the Aleu-
tians, Joe found the boys on Ra-
baul, Tulagi and the other islands
literally with nothing in the way
of entertainment.

They had been actually carried
away from civilization and every-
thing to which they had been ac-
customed. They had been set down
in a primitive life, tropic, strange
and lonely. They were entirely de-
pendent upon each other for any
meager entertainment.

But out of that loneliness and
often frightening strangeness, Joe
found that they have developed
strength and self-reliance. He
found it true that there are no
atheists in foxholes.

Those boys, many of them little
more than children when they went
into the service, were now always
ready to joke and wise-crack in
the palm-thatched hospitals. Yet
when the Padre came to talk with
them and to pray, they joined him
gladly, and they were not ashamed
to be seen reading their Bibles.

“I learned to lose fear after I'd

1944  MIRACULOUS HEALING OF JOE E. BROWN 9

talked to them,” Joe said. “In fact,
I found I just didn’t have any fear.
The doctors and nurses told me I'd
better not go into the wards where
the boys with contagious diseases
were, but I never thought of not
going. I shook hands with them
and cheered them up just the way
I did the wounded boys.

“The infections didn’t get me.
No illness attacked me and that’s
the way it was meant to be.”

Thus through those soldiers’
faith Joe learned a faith that helped
him who had come to help them.

Then came the miracle. Joe feels
shy about discussing it, but Kath-
ryn Brown, with all the joy of a
loving wife whose heart was heavy
for him, tells you:

“We don't try to explain how it
happened, but suddenly Joe was
well. On one of the rough, make-
shift plank stages, out there in the
South Pacific, he found himself
dancing. He just couldn’t believe
it, he who had been hardly able
to walk when leaving home—there
he was—dancing.

“Joe and I talked it over after
he got back. We'd got out a big
package of letters that had come
from all over the country when it
was known Joe was going to the
Southwest Pacific. Mothers had
written those letters—mothers of
boys in the service out there—
and they all said they were pray-
ing for Joe’s safety and well being
because he was trying to bring a
little happiness to their sons.

“We believe that those prayers
healed Joe. Or maybe it was the
prayers of the boys he visited.
Something did. His shortened leg
has come back to normal now.
And from that day on, he hasn’t
had a twinge of pain.”

Some people talk about the sor-
rows that have hurt them deeply:
others find relief and a greater joy
than they have ever known before
in helping other people.

Joe E. Brown is one of these
and perhaps in the seas of laugh-
ing faces that have looked up at
him so eagerly, he sees just one
face that he misses very much,

It is precisely in periods of pain and crisis that men feel a hunger to com-
municate with each other, through the sharing of a communicable experience. ;

Jazz and swing have practically disappeared off the air in the course of the
war in England. They became simply unbearable. They evoked a world which no
longer exists, and seems inexplicably tawdry. But hideous as life is in England,
there never was such a hunger for the loftiest music; and Beethoven, Brahms,
Elgar, Sibelius, Bach and Mozart are played continually.

—Dorothy Thompson.

Whenever religion passes over from being a second-hand tradition to being a
first-hand experience something really happens.

—Harry Emerson Fosdick.



([ This challenge to the church made twenty
years ago, is a prophecy of today’s need.

The Impatz'ence of a Parson
H. R. L. Sheppard

HE author is not an unprac-

’l tical idealist, but a work-a-

day man, a parson who for
fifteen years has been a vicar in
one of London’s great parishes,
coming into almost daily contact
with life at its best and worst
and able to study and mull over
the fortunes of organized Chris-
tianity as he has seen it in one of
its great typical centres.

He compares Christianity as it
once was and ought now to be, “a
torch going before the human race
in its march through history,”
with what he is compelled reluc-

tantly to acknowledge it now is,
“an ambulance in the rear, whose
main function is to pick up the
wounded.”

I do not know how anyone can
gainsay the fundamental proposi-
tions which are laid down. They
are two in number. First, that the
Church should not be found on a
lower level corporately than its
members would feel it right for
them to occupy as individuals, and
second, that, while the Church is
essential, it is not primary, but
must always be “subsidiary to the
adventure in Christian living.”

From the Introduction by Edmund D. Soper, Duke University, Durham, N. C.

I am compelled, with the great-
est reluctance, to believe that the
Churches have corporately so mis-
understood the message of their
Founder, and so mishandled and
mislaid His values — the values
of his Father-God—that what sur-
vives and does duty nowadays,
through the Churches, as Chris-
tianity, is a caricature of what
Christ intended.

I am convinced that the world
is looking for a fresher, truer and

larger version of the religion of
Jesus Christ, and that it is justified
in requiring it. Men today are not
looking for a religious system and
yet the soul of the world, con-
sciously or unconsciously, is cry-
ing for the Christ.

If the Churches tomorrow were
to become out-and-out Christian
and if all their ministers were to
prophesy — that is, to speak. the
flaming Word of God in the hear-
ing of the people—it is more than
likely that places of worship would

From The Impatience of a Parson by H. R. L. Sheppard, Doubleday, Doran & Co,
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be emptier than they are today,
and it is certain that a goodly num-
ber of prophets would be stoned.

The truth is that Christendom
refuses to take Jesus Christ seri-
ously. It is devoted to Him, but it
does not know what to do with
Him and it does not believe that
a religion founded upon His
Father-God and His standards
could meet the practical demands
of this very complicated world. It
is not thought possible for a re-
ligion to prevail which refuses to

“arm itself with weapons that this

world both advocates and uses.
Christendom has acted and is act-
ing as if Jesus Christ had given in
to the use of magic, force and
superstitious fear, which, as a mat-
ter of fact, in His temptation He
definitely rejected as being incom-
patible with His Kingdom of God.

I have made no suggestion in
this book that would take away
from any single soul any Church
privilege which, at the moment, he
values and esteems: my concern
has been rather to suggest how
those privileges may become more
generally available.

I feel that Western civilization
will go up in the smoke of another
World War long before Chris-
tianity, moving at its present pace,
takes possession: it is horrible to
think that some who read these
pages may themselves be the vic-
tims of the next war. As I see
things, it is a close race now be-

tween Christianity and Catastro-
phe, and the issue will be decided
within the lifetime of many of my
readers. I am haunted by the vision
of what the Gospel of Jesus Christ
has within its power to do for a
world heading for disaster; while,
in depressing contrast, I am sensi-
tive to the spectacle of what it is
actually achieving with its number
of mutually isolated if not antago-
nistic Churches, entrenched against
each other and each offering but a
partial version of the saving wis-
dom of Christ.

Christianity badly needs rash
men who will not flinch from the
crispness of religion, nor fear the
result of stirring up wasps’ nests.

“Modern knowledge,” says
Canon Oliver Quick, “may compel
us to abandon — not without re-
gret—beliefs that were dear to the
forefathers of the faith., But before
we allow ourselves to part with any
legacy which they have bequeathed
to us, we must make sure that we
appreciate the full value of our
heritage.”

All great spiritual achievement,
like all great artistic achievement,
however spontaneous it may seem
to be, however much the fruit of
a personal love and vision, is
firmly rooted in the racial past. It
fulfills rather than destroys, and
unless its true movement towards
novelty and fresh levels of pure
experience be then balanced by the
stability which is given to us by
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our hoarded traditions and formed
habits, it will degenerate into ec-
centricity and fail of its full effect.

During the war an archbishop
was seen in a front-line trench in
gaiters and a tin hat. Canon Guy
Rogers has remarked on the en-

couragement that could be derived
from His Grace’s appearance since
while his legs were firmly rooted
in the past, his head was moving
with the times. Of such is the spirit
of the true reformer.

BUILDERS
Beverly Githens

Men have seen towers crumple into dust—
Great soaring towers which man’s aspiring soul
Had lifted up to heaven, turn to rust
And rubble, as the ages take their toll
Of hate. We hear again: “For which of you,
If he intend to build a tower.” The years
Themselves have long forgot the builders who
Built towers of stone.

Today, a new tower rears
Its lofty pinnacles to reach the height
Of heaven itself, not built of steel and stone;
A tower that shall glow with heaven's own light.
A light such as our earth has never shown.
We hear again: “For which of you, if he
Intend to build a tower.” Ah, now, we know
What it will cost—but our sufficiency
Is God's own grace. The tower we build must grow,
Upward and outward, a pulsating thing
Alive and warm and beautiful, to stand
Eternal in the heavens; it must bring
God’s love, like healing rain, to the parched land.
As high as heaven is above the earth.
So must we build a living citadel
Of Faith, life, love, prayer, and angelic mirth
Whose Cornerstone is Christ, Emmanuel.

Prayer is a time exposure of the soul to the image of God so we may be im-
pressed to think God’s thoughts after Him.

—Given over WBMI station, Chicago.

( This beautiful editorial from an English religious
journal reaches the core of the prayer life.

The Life of Prayer

HEN the deep peace of
& §§ ; God falls upon the soul all
things fall into their right
place. Things are seen in true per-
spective and problems which had
seemed mountainous in their pro-
portions now assume a much less
formidable aspect.
When we are in a state of unrest
a magnification takes place. It is as
if waters of the mind had been
disturbed by a stone which had
been thrown in by some unseen
hand. Consequently everything
then seen by the mind was dis-
torted. Ideas, values, and what not
else all seemed as if they had be-
come something quite foreign to
us. Even our friendships seem to
have an air of inimicality about
them. We looked upon them with
strange eyes and seemingly they
us. If such a state of consciousness
is allowed to persist, then it be-
comes difficult to eradicate. Hence
the value of prayer. Prayer is often
thought of as a means to solve
problems or an asking for strength
and power or as a way to help
others in sickness or distress.
The real purpose of prayer is
much deeper than all these. They
are the uses to which prayer can

From The Rally, March, 1944, London.

be put, but what we should try to
realize is that real prayer is the
culturing of the spiritual life. It is
or should be the natural motion of
the soul towards God. It is a com-
muning with Him that we may
come to know and realize His
nature more fully and in that
knowing be fed and nourished by
Him. We are nourished as a result
of true prayer. We become built
up.

Are we not His handiwork, the
work of His hands? If this be so
then there must be something in
us that can respond to His motion
at all times. But this is so only as
we practice prayer in the deepest
sense of the word. No one who
really practices the Presence of
God and in so doing cultures the
spiritual life can ever be disturbed
for long. In such a one there can
be only a magnifying of the Lord
and all His works and not a mag-
nifying of those things which are
not of Him.

To me one of the most helpful
aids to the culturing of the prayer-
life is the use of a short prayer or
praiseful affirmation that can be
used at all times. I have found a
phrase out of the Magnificat of

13
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the greatest value. Here it is: “My
soul doth praise and magnify the
Lord,” or to vary it a little, “My
whole being doth praise and mag-
nify the Lord.” Some of our read-
ers will remember the prayer used
by the pilgrim in that lovely book,
“The Way of the Pilgrim.” He
practiced his own little prayer so
that not only did he use it con-
stantly, but it became so much a
part of him that when he was not
actually doing something, it would
start up of its own accord. Here
we get a hint of what prayer can
accomplish for us. Indeed in a
world like this as it is at present,
prayer is an urgent and vital neces-
sity. Even if there were no difficult
influences and conditions to deal
with, prayer would still be neces-
sary. If we could realize that to
dwell upon God either in the form
of prayer or praise or meditation
is to culture our soul life—the real
life of man—and not merely the
mental or even the emotional life.
If the soul life is cultured, then the
mental and emotional life are en-
riched and in their degree cultured.

If we could dwell in thought
upon God and His goodness, and
what goodness means, then we
should be fed and nourished by
that goodness. Our minds would
be fed with divine elements which
would enable us to see more clear-
ly the things which are of Him and

so gradually eschew all that was
not of Him.

We should, like the pilgrim we
mentioned, return in our thought
to Him whenever we had finished
what we had to do in an outward
and active way. He does not
nourish and sustain us at one hour
and not another. He is always
pouring His Love into the cup of
our being. If we culture our real
life through prayer—true prayer
—and endeavor to so live in ac-
cordance with what we aspire to
become, then we shall lack no good
thing.

This is a simple thing. It is so
simple that the least among us can
practice it. Likewise the greatest,
for the mystery of prayer is pro-
found and greater than any thought
about it, however great the thinker.
Prayer, when truly practiced, is so
full of beauty and peace that
naught else can satisfy us. It is so
rich and abundant in its results
that we wonder why we ever cease
to practice it. And yet we do. We
fall into our old ways. The old
grooves of the heart and mind
exert their pull over us.

Let us then so pray that every
prayer will be a reaching up in
very lowliness and praise unto
Him. Be assured that as we do
this we shall be nourished, en-
riched and sustained by Him. We
shall lack no good thing, but ever
be filled from Him and by Him.

( The mystical experience of an unknown writer.

The Prodigal Returns

The Author of “The Golden Fountain”

ONDERFUL, beautiful
&5&; weeks went by, filled with
divine, indescribable peace.
The Presence of God was with me
day and night, and the world was
not the world as I had once known
it—a place where men and women
fought and sinned and toiled and
anguished and wondered horribly
the meaning of this mystery of
pain and joy, of life and death.
The world was become Paradise,
and in my heart I cried to all my
fellow souls, “Why fret and toil,
why sweat and anguish for the
things of earth when our own God
has in His hand such peace and
bliss and happiness to give to every
man ? Oh, come and receive it, every
man his share.”

The glamour of life in Unity
with God became past all compre-
hension and all words.

Is life, then, a poem? Is it a
melody ? T cannot say ; but it is one
long essence of delight —a har-
mony of flowing out and back
again in God. O blessed life! O
blessed Man! O blessed God!

One morning in my room I be-
gan thinking and reasoning about
a wonderful change that T knew
had crept all through me. If God

should now come at any moment
of the day or night and turn over
every secret page of heart and
mind, He would not find one
thought or glimmer of any sort or
kind of lust, whether of the eye,
of the heart, of the mind, or of the
body; and all in one moment I
realized the miracle that Christ
had worked in me, and the words
came over my mind, “Though thy
sins be as scarlet, they shall be
white as snow.” And I stood there,
gazing before me, speechless, and
the tears of a joy that was an
agony of gratitude poured and
poured down my face like a rain.
I did not sob, I could not speak,
and very quietly I took my heart
and my mind and my soul and laid
them for ever at the feet of Christ.

One evening I knelt to say
my prayers, which were never
long, because since the Visitation
on the hill my natural habit—
whether walking, sitting, working,
traveling, or on my bed— had
come to be a continual sending up
from my heart and mind the
tenderest and most adoring, the
most worshipping and thanking
little stream of thoughts to God
(very much as a flower, if we could

From The Prodigal Returns, John M. Watkins, London, publishers.
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but see it, sends its scent to the
sun).

And because this mode of prayer
is so smooth and joyous, so easy,
so unutterably sweet, in that dur-
ing it the Presence of God laves us
about as the sun laves the flower—
so because of this it was only for
short and set times that I wor-
shipped Him as the creature in
prayers upon its knees; but those
few moments of prayer would al-
ways be intense, the heart and the
mind with great power bent wholly
and singly upon God.

So now, this evening as I knelt
and dwelt in great singleness on
God, He drew me so powerfully,
He encompassed me with His
glamour, that this singleness and
concentration of thought con-
tinued much longer than usual on
account of the greatness of the
love that I felt for Him, and the
concentration became an intensity
of penetration because of this mag-
netism. He turned unto me, and
my mind became faint, and died,
and I could no longer think of or
on God, for I was one with Him.
And T was still I; though I was
become Ineffable Joy.

When it was over I rose from
my knees, and I said to myself,
for five wonderful moments I have
been in contact with God in an
unutterable bliss and repose, and
He gave me the bliss tenderly.
But when I looked at my watch I

saw that it had been for between
two and three hours.

Then I wondered that T was not
stiff, that I was not cold, for the
night was chilly and I had nothing
about me but a little velvet dress-
ing-wrapper; and my neck was
not stiff, though my head had been
thrown back, as it is a necessity in
Communion with God; and I
thought to myself, it is as if my
body had shared in the blessing.

And this most blessed happen-
ing happened to me every day for
a short while, usually only for a
few moments. In this way God
Himself caused and enabled me to
contemplate and know Him; and
I saw that it was in some ways at
one with my beautiful pastime,
but with this tremendous differ-
ence in it—that whereas my mind
had formerly concentrated itself
upon the Beautiful, and remaining
Mind had soared away above all
forms into its nebulous essence in
a strange seductive anguish, it now
was drawn and magnetized beyond
the Beautiful directly to the Maker
of it: and the soaring was like a
death or swooning of the mind,
and immediately I was living with
that which is above the mind: in
this living there was no note of
pain, but a marvelous joy.

Slowly I learnt to differentiate
degrees of Contemplation, but to
my own finding there are two
principal forms—Passive and Ac-
tive (or High) Contemplation.
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In meditation is little or no ac-
tivity, but a sweet quiet thinking
and talking with Jesus Christ. In
Passive Contemplation is the be-
ginning of real activity; mind and
soul without effort (though in a
secret state of great love-activity)
raise themselves, focusing them-
selves upon the all-unseen God-
head : now is no longer any possible
picture in the mind, of anyone nor
anything, not even of the gracious
figure or of the ways of Christ:
here, because of love, must begin
the sheer straight drive of will and
heart, mind and soul, to the God-
head, and here we may be said
first to commence to breathe the
air of heaven.

There is no prayer, no beseech-
ing, and no asking—there are no
words and no thoughts save those

that intrude and flash unwanted
over the mind, but a great un-
divided attention and waiting upon
God: God near, yet never touch-
ing. This state is no ecstasy, but
smooth, silent, high living in which
we learn heavenly manners. This
is Passive or Quiet Contemplation.

High Contemplation ends in
Contact with God, in ecstasy and
rapture. In it the activity of the
soul (though entirely without
effort on her part) is immensely
increased. It is not to be sought
for and we cannot reach it for
ourselves; but it is to be enjoyed
when God calls, when He assists
the soul, when He energizes her.

And then our cry is no more,
Oh, that T had wings! but, Oh,
that I might fold my wings and
stay !

THY WILL BE DONE
Rev. William P. Merrill

“Thy will be done on earth”;
On bended knee we pray;
Then leave our prayer before the throne,
And arise, and go our way.

And earth is filled with woe,

And war and evil still,

For lack of men whose prayer is, “Lo,
I come to do Thy will.”

“Thy will be done on earth?”
Lord, grant me grace to see
That if Thy will is to be done
It must be done by me!



