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Clear Horizons

An Adventure in Solving Problems in a Heavenly Way

Fifth Year

( Even though things seem impossible,
God can perform miracles.

Volume 5, No. 2

Parson Sand’s Miracles
Barbara Webb

LWAYS before in crisis,
Parson Sand had been

able to pray. Even through

that terrible period of his youth
when faith left him for a season,
prayer had been possible. When
Miriam died, leaving him with
Jesse, their only child, a boy of
six, prayer had sustained Parson
Sand. Only now, in extremest
need of help for another as well
as himself, prayer was blocked by
a yellow oblong lying on his desk.

“. . . regrets, your son Captain
Jesse Sand, missing in action.”

The telephone rang. Still kneel-
ing, he answered: “Jehu Sand
speaking.”

“Jehu, I want you to listen to
me, and don’t interrupt what I
have to say.”

From Collier’s for June 17, 1944.

That would be Tilch Adams
calling. No one else used the given
name, or opened conversation with
abrupt demands. Parson Sand
made an indeterminate sound, and
the voice went on:

“I've just talked long distance
with Orion College. We've decided
you're the best bet for the chair
of philosophy for the summer ses-
sion starting in ten days. Now
here’s what I want you to do.
There's a train to Orion at twelve-
forty-seven, gets in around three.
I told President Hollins you'd be
down today and would call him
when you got there. You can settle
everything in a couple of hours
this evening. Is that clear, Jehu?
Well, why don’t you say some-
thing ?”
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Parson Sand cleared his throat,
“Just what, Tilch, shall T teach the
students . . . that I am a Christian,
therefore a philosopher, or that I
am a philosopher, ergo a Chris-
tian 7" {

“Whichever you like,” said
Tilch. “Tt won’'t make any differ-
ence. Philosophy’s a required
course at Orion. Now look here,
Jehu, it’s time you came down out
of your ivory tower. You've sat
there for the last fifteen years edit-
ing Modern Faith. You're soft.
You know nothing but the literary
angle. Jesse told me that himself
just before he left, said he wished
you'd take a parish again. Well,
vou're too old and out of touch for
that. T wish you weren’t, we’ve lost
so many men to chaplaincies. By
the way, what do you hear from
Jesse?”

In the seconds before he an-
swered, faith spoke to Parson
Sand. Tt said, “Neither death nor
life, nor angels, nor principalities,
nor powers, nor things present, nor
things to come, nor height nor
depth, nor any other creature shall
be able to separate us from the
love of God.”

Tilch made an impatient noise.
“I asked you what you hear from
Jesse.”

“He’s—he’s all right, Tilch. He's
safe. T'll go to Orion. Good-by.”

On the train a new agony be-
gan. Men in uniform, fresh-faced,
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cheerful-voiced, were fellow pas-
sengers.

How much had Tilch suspected ?
He would think about Tilch, solid
and real through all the years.
They’d roomed together in college,
an odd pair—Jehu poor and shabby,
Tilch even then, as beneficiary of
a fabulous trust fund, give to large
gestures. The carillon in the chapel,
for example.

“Why should you do such a
thing ?’ Jehu asked, when Tilch
announced his intention.

“Why shouldn’t I? Even though
I'm majoring in ethics instead of
religion, I certainly go for beauty,
and I like the sound of bells, bells
at sunset.”

One evening after the installa-
tion, Jehu watched the sun go
down behind the hill crowned by
the college chapel. The cross on
the spire gleamed slender and
strong. It was visible always from
the poorest and the finest houses
in the town. It was higher than all
the halls of learning. His call to
the ministry came clear that eve-
ning, and he sat on alone, ponder-
ing the future.

A spring thunderstorm dark-
ened the countryside. Lights came
on in the car. The window through
which Parson Sand stared gave
him back curious half-reflections
of his own face. It reminded him
he’d thought nothing at all, seri-
ously, of the purpose of this trip.

“I'm running away,” and,
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“running away, running away,”
said the train wheels all the rest
of the journey to Orion.

He was the only passenger to
leave the train there. The station
was closed. It had been years since
he visited the town. The one hotel
stood, he believed, north along the
main street and near the college.
Carrying his light bag, he hegan
to walk in that direction.

Houses grew dingy. A factory
bore a placard. “War Industry.
Night workers wanted.” Children
played in the streets. For the first
time in years, Parson Sand found
himself in the midst of squalor.

Ahead of him now lay the out-
skirts of the town. He was about
to turn back when the steeple of
a church, silhouetted against the
descending: sun, caught his atten-
tion. Association, of course, just
so had a cross against the sky once
claimed his life. His steps quick-
ened. If the church were open, he
would go in. Perhaps he could
pray inside walls where hundreds
of others had knelt to ask strength.

A sagging fence surrounded the
churchyard. Weeds grew high.
Windows showed jagged panes.
Parson Sand felt an unreasonable
dismay. This then was an aban-
doned church. He would, he de-
cided, go in.

He paused at the gate. Very
plain, built in the salt-box style
of colonial times, the church stood.
Tilting himself back, Parson Sand

stared at the cross surmounting
the spire. It leaned a little awry
and he wished, mildly, that he
could set it straight.

There was a sign on the door.
Parson Sand got the gate open,
went along the flagged walk,
mounted the steps and read:

“This desirable property will be
sold at public auction at 10 o’clock,
May 17th. Sealed bids may be sub-
mitted until midnight of the 16th.
The trustees reserve the right to
reject any and all bids.”

Several names and an address
were appended. Parson Sand read
them carefully, then tried the door.
It yielded with a groan and he
walked through the dark vestibule
into the body of the church.

Dusty windows showed a twi-
light emptiness. The altar was
bare. He stood still, hearing the
small sound of mice, the creaks
and rustles, the faint squeakings of
old timbers.

The noises fused, grew into a
murmur, and suddenly Parson
Sand was aware of the presence
of many people. He could not see
them, or distinguish any words
they spoke. But they were there,
men and women and children, ask-
ing pardon, giving thanks, receiv-
ing help, raising the ghostly
whisper of hymns. Presently
through this murmur a voice spoke
to Parson Sand.

“Take me,” it said. “Take me
and use me again for the comfort
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of the sick and the well, the lost
and the found. Give me life again.”

Bewildered, even a little fright-
ened, Parson Sand stood hearken-
ing as the voice blended with the
building’s murmur.

“But T am an old man,” said
Parson Sand aloud. “I haven’t had
a parish in years. I haven't preach-
ed a sermon in a . . . in a decade.
I—1I couldn’t.”

But the voice was inexorable. It
spoke through all the waste and
disrepair, urgently, compellingly,
until Parson Sand turned and fled
back to the open air,

He paused at the gate. Waning
light made the church momentarily
beautiful. Slowly, Parson Sand
walked away.

Two vacant lots away from the
church stood a small house with
a dilapidated trailer in its drive. A
singular compulsion led Parson
Sand into the yard where some
children were playing marbles.
They stared up at him, and he
stared back, his face too stiff for
smiling.

He asked, finally, “Do you, any
of you, go to Sunday school over
there 7" He pointed to the church.

The children answered the stupid
question matter-of-factly. “Naw,”
said one.

“Nobody goes there no more,”
said a second.

“Where do you go to Sunday
school 7' he asked.

The game of marbles came to a

October

full stop. Another child, a girl of
perhaps twelve, said after a pause,
“We don’t go to no Sunday school,
nowhere.”

“Well,” said Parson Sand, feel-
ing a fool, “that’s too bad. Sup-
pose there was a Sunday school
over there, would you go?"

Silence and a few headshakes
were his answers.

Parson Sand returned to the
church. The emptiness spoke only
of dust and neglect now. He hesi-
tated; then from long habit, knelt
in the rear pew. A pang smote him
as his knees took his body’s weight.
Just so, in this attitude, in a hun-
dred churches he had prayed for
pardon, for guidance and then,
reaching through his own imper-
fections for the love of God, he
had prayed for others, for Jesse.

His memory touched the name.
A barrier yielded. “Our Father,
keep him, guard him, sustain him.”
Broken but effective prayer, it
steadied into petitions that wove
around his absent son the cloak of
endurance and faith.

There were tears on his face
when he raised his head. “I can
pray. I can pray again,” he said
aloud. Gratitude filled him, and in
its wake, knowledge. “Here,” said
the inner voice, “you have had the
gift of prayver restored. Here is
vour work!”

He held himself very still, ac-
cepting this. Presently he turned
and went outside,
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“This desirable property will be
sold.”

Very well, thought Parson Sand,
I shall buy it.

He sat down on the top step
to consider. He had a vague idea
of the total amount of his savings,
but they would suffice. The call
was too clear to admit of doubt on
that score. There were some bonds,
some investments. That banker in
Baltimore would know the amount,
arrange to cover the check Parson
Sand was about to write. “I’ll
telephone him first thing in the
morning.”

He searched in his wallet for a
blank check. The War Depart-
ment telegram was in the same
fold. Two buff-colored slips of
paper, thought Parson Sand and:
Related, yes, as all life was re-
lated if you trusted the dear God
enough.

He turned the message over,
rested it on his bag and wrote a
memorandum to himself :

“1. My son is not absent from
the love of God.

2. Jesse will return to find me
busy with our Heavenly Father’s
work.

3. This community needs a
church. “Feed my sheep,’ said my
Master who also gave me back the
power to pray in this very church
for the first time since this mess-
age came.

4. T offer for the resurrection of
Giilead Chapel all that T am and

can, with God's help, become.
Jehu Sand.”

The summary pleased him. He
reread it, folded it, then flattened
out the blank check. Five thousand
dollars seemed a good round sum,
and surely the property was worth
no more than that. The check bore
his name and Baltimore address. He
filled in the amount and below it
wrote firmly: “My bid for the
property known as Gilead Chapel.”

From his traveling bag, he took
a stamped envelope, placed the
check in it, sealed and addressed it
to the trustees named on the pla-
card. He closed the door lovingly,
walked to the corner, mailed his
bid, and caught a bus to the hotel.
He had his dinner, went early to
bed and slept dreamlessly all
through the night.

In the morning, he telephoned
his bank ; then, his mind at ease, he
followed his heart back to Gilead
Chapel.

Approached from another di-

“rection and seen by morning light,

it looked less desolate, Parson Sand
thought. He entered, knelt and
experienced again the joy of cre-
ative prayer. He went on in order-
ly fashion, to contemplate practical
matters—cleaning, window glass,
paint, announcement of the first
service. He was deep in mental
selection of hymns for that occa-
sion, and had decided on The
Church’s One Foundation when a
sound made him turn his head.
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If the devil in full panoply of
flame had appeared, Parson Sand
could have been no more astounded.
This devil, if such it was, wore
a red sports shirt open at the neck
and a Panama hat well back on his
head, He had a cheerful, florid,
middle-aged face and beefy hands,
one of which he made into a fist
to smite the back of the pew across
from Parson Sand a resounding
blow.

“Wanted to see if the wood was
sound. Been all over the under-
pinnings. No termites anywhere.”
He eyed Parson Sand, took in the
clerical garb, and removed his
hat, saying, “Didn’t notice you
were a preacher. Used to dish it
out here, did you?”

“No, no. My service here won’t
begin for, well, I hope to be ready
for the first one in, let us say, a
fortnight from the day after to-
morrow.”

“Two weeks from the day of
the sale,” came the translation.
“H'mmm. Well, T hate to dis-
commode your plans, but I'm fix-
ing to buy this place myself, and
I don’t aim to hold church serv-
ices in it.”

“But,” said Parson Sand, sin-
cerely sorry for the other’s doomed
hopes, “you see, I am buying this
church myself.” '

“Oh, you are! Well, Andy Gelk
has something to say about that,
and I’'m Andy Gelk.”

“My name is Jehu Sand,” said
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the parson, adding as he held out
his hand, “I'm generally called
Parson Sand.”

Mr. Gelk accepted the hand and
shook it heartily. “Glad to know
you, Parson,” and then, “Mean to
say you never heard of me?”

“I’'m sorry, I never have.”

“Andy Gelk’s Bowling Alleys?
Andy Gelk’s Dine and Dances?
Andy Gelk’s Recreation Rendez-
vouses? That’s what this is going
to be, a Recreation Rendezvous.
Look, you saw them pews in
half, move ’'em to the side walls,
face 'em in, put a slab table be-
tween 'em, and what've you got?
Booths. Wax the floor. Put a juke
box on that platform up there and
call in the boys and girls. It's a
natural. And think of the pub-
licity! Andy Gelk turns useless
church into recreation center. It's
a natural, T tell you.”

“But, but surely the trustees
who hold the title now would never
[etiet

“QOh, wouldn’t they? They got
good uses for money, and I've got
good money for them. How much
you fixing to offer?”

“Everything that I have,” Par-
son Sand replied.

Gelk was impressed. His face
sobered. “Say, tell me, just who
do you represent, anyhow ?”

“You might say,” said Parson
Sand, “that I represent the Lord.”

The answer restored Gelk’s com-
posure. “And you might say,” he
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returned, “that I represent the
devil, and he’s got plenty on the
ball these days.”

“If T were a betting man,” said
Parson Sand, “I would lay vou
a wager that you do not buy
Gilead Chapel.”

“Well, T am a betting man and
lucky to boot. Name your bet.”

Parson Sand considered. “Can
you sing?” he asked.

“Sure, 1 can sing. What’ll you
have ?”’

“The church’s one foundation,”
intoned Parson Sand.

“Is Jesus Christ her Lord,”
responded Andy Gelk, in a robust
tenor.

Gelk, rather red in the face,
said, “Now what in hell made me
do that? Sounded good, didn't it?
My mother was strictly for church,
made me learn all them songs.”

“It was very nice, indeed,” said
Parson Sand. “Now the wager is
this: If you get possession of
Gilead Chapel, I shall attend in
person its opening as a recreation
center.”

“What good would that be to
me 2"

“It would disarm any possible
criticism.”

“Yes, yes, it might at that. See-
ing a guy here in a turn-around
collar. But how’d I know you'd
come friendly?”

“Because,” said Parson Sand
with the greatest firmness, “‘it is
God who will dispose of this

church, and if He disposes of it
to you, it is my duty to accept His
will with good grace.”

Gelk nodded. “H'mmm. Good
publicity. I can see that. Well,
what's my end of it?”

“If the church remains a church,
you are to lead the singing of the
hymn we have just finished at my
first service, and that would be
excellent publicity, too.”

Gelk threw back his head and
laughed, “I'll say it would. I ain’t
been inside a church for services
in twenty years. Okay, you're on.
But I don't feel no need to start
practicing my singing, brother.”
They shook hands.

Parson Sand spent the afternoon
in his room. He wrote to Jesse.
He meditated happily on his new
future and listed plans for the
restoration of his church. At four
o'clock, these pleasant occupations
were interrupted by a telephone
call. “Mr. Adams has arrived,”
said the clerk, “and is on his way
ul)'”

As Parson Sand and his friend
shook hands Tilch said, “It was
in the paper this morning, Jehy,
the news about Jesse.”

The tone was all Parson Sand
most dreaded. While he tried to
muster a reply, Tilch moved a
chair forward and went on. “Now
just sit down, Jehu. Relax if you
can. You must have known this
before you left Baltimore.”

“Yes. Yes, I had the telegram
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that morning, an hour or so be-
fore your call.”

“Why didn’t you tell me, Jehu?
Shock, I suppose. It’s hard to put
sympathy in words, but, Jehu, you
must pull yourself together. You
should get in touch with Presi-
dent Hollins, at least, and, Jehu,
most of all I’ve come down here
to impress on you that spending
money to try to find Jesse at this
stage is extremely useless.”

“Spend money ?”

“Yes. I was at a bank board
meeting when you telephoned to
have your investments converted
to cash, Jehu. I left for Orion as
soon as possible.”

“But I don’t want to spend
money trying to find Jesse.”

“Then what do you want with
five thousand dollars ?”

“l want to buy a church,” said
Parson Sand.

Tilch looked at him compas-
sionately. “Have you seen a doc-
tor, Jehu? This—this is terrible.
You must rest, Jehu. You ought
to be in bed. We'll get a nurse.”

“Nonsense !” cried Parson Sand,
and poured out the story of Gilead
Chapel.

Tilch listened patiently. “Jehu,”
he said when the tale was told,
“this is worse than I'd feared.
You can’t buy a church. It's un-
heard of. Now if you must have
a church, let me find you a parish.
There are plenty of vacancies,
well-organized ones where your
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work would be light. I'm entirely
in sympathy with your doing more
active work, that’s why I sent
you to Orion, but if you want a
churchi,

“This church, Gilead Chapel,”
said Parson Sand, “wants me.”

Tilch studied his friend, then
tried another tack: “You men-
tioned someone else who means
to bid on it. What was the name ?”

“Andrew Gelk.”

A smile twitched Tilch’s mouth.
“Andy Gelk. Well, he’s quite a
person in his field. With the
amusement syndicate he’s built, he
can outbid you a hundred to one,
Jehu.”

“There’s a record of five thou-
sand who were fed on loaves and
fishes sufficient originally for very
few,” said Parson Sand.

“Oh!” Tilch gestured impatient-
ly, “the day of miracles is passed,
Jehu.”

“That doesn't seem any more
of a miracle to me than pushing
a button to bring the voice of
someone talking in China into this
room.”

“That’s science at work,” Tilch
explained.

“Well,” said Parson Sand, “the
laws of radio have been in ex-
istence ever since creation, wait-
ing on science to discover them;
perhaps science will catch up with
miracles some day.”

“T doubt if even then assets of
five thousand dollars will count
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against assets of a quarter of a
million,” said Tilch. “If that ever
happens, I'll take to believing
in miracles myself.”

In his room, Parson Sand
thought with mild amusement of
Tilch and Andy. It occurred to
him that he was expecting a con-
siderable number of miracles,
three at least. And yet he could
not feel discouraged. “Dear Lord,”
he prayed, “Thy will be done,”
and was content.

This confidence held through
their arrival at the auction the
next morning.

To reassure himself, he felt in
the wallet for his telegram. He
would read again the summary
on its back. He looked at the paper
in his hand. He was holding, not
the War Department message, but
his own check for five thousand
dollars. Iis fingers closed over
it. My name, thought Parson Sand,
isn’t even in the hat.

He looked about for a way of
escape. There was none. The
thought of Jesse came to him
strongly. Jesse, whose plane—what
was it pilots said when disaster
threatened? “Over to you, God,”
Parson Sand repeated the words
silently, then looked up.

A group of men appeared and
one who moved with authority
stepped forward.

“That's Clem Clay, trustee
chairman,” ran a whisper.

Mr. Clay began to speak:

“Ladies and gentlemen: As you
know, we, the trustees of the Com-
munity Congregation, believing
Gilead Chapel had outlived its use-
fulness in this community, de-
termined to offer it at public auc-
tion. We received a number of
sealed bids and are aware that
some of you wish to offer larger
sums this morning.

“However, we also reserved the
right to reject any and all bids,
and, it follows, we are privileged
to accept whatever bid we prefer
of those offered in advance. We
have accepted such a bid, offered
by the Reverend Jehu Sand. Is he
present "

The silence in the crowd could
be felt. A great wonder filled Par-
son Sand’s soul. He could not
speak, could not move, and he
heard only dimly Tilch speaking
for him:

“Yes, he's here. This is Parson
Sand.”

“How much did he hid?”’ cried
Andy Gelk. “I got a right to a
chance to offer more. Lemme see
that bid.”

“We have no objection,” said
Mr. Clay, “unless Mr. Sand pre-
fers it otherwise.”

Again Tilch spoke for his
friend. “Announce the bid,” he
said firmly, and then, in a whisper :
“Whatever it is, I'll cover it for
you, Jehu.”

Mr. Clay took from a brief case
a sheet of yellow paper. He looked
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at Parson Sand. “I have your per-
mission to read this?”

Still Parson Sand could neither
move nor speak. He recognized
the yellow paper, and every in-
stinct of reticence shrank from
what was to come. Taking his si-
lence for consent, Mr. Clay spoke
again : ;

“This bid was submitted on the
back of a War Department mes-
sage which is now public knowl-
edge. It tells that Mr. Sand’s son
is missing in action. Now . ..U He
turned the message over and read
Parson Sand’s summary aloud.
“You will see,” he concluded,
“that the amount of this offer is
clear. ‘I offer all that I am and
can, with God’s help, * become.’
Are there any higher—any equal
bids ?”

No one spoke. Every face
turned toward Parson Sand. They
were waiting, all of them, and still
he stood, rooted to the ground.

A voice spoke beside him. A
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hand gave him a gentle push. The
voice, Tilch's voice, said, “The
miracle has happened. Go claim it,
Jehu.”

Parson Sand moved. He
mounted the first step and looked
up at friendly faces. He turned to
the crowd. Now, now, he must
speal.

Something must loosen the
strings of his tongue as Tilch’s
touch had released the power of
his body to move. Across the
heads, Parson Sand’s eyes met
Andy Gelk’s.

Andy Gelk’s mouth opened, and
the robust tenor issued forth. Par-
son Sand’s throat relaxed. He sang
along with Andy, and others
joined until up, up to the very
crooked cross, so soon to be set
straight, rose the hymmn Parson
Sand had selected for his first serv-
ice in Gilead Chapel:

“The church’s one foundation
Is Jesus Christ her Lord.”

Prayer is power, dost thou believe

it?

Prayer is power, wilt thou receive

it?

Prayer the path the Savior trod,
Prayer the touch that links with

God.

Make thy life a daily prayer,
He will answer—here and there.
—Author unknown.

( “We have faith that God will do what

He can wisely to protect our son.”

Sorrow Can Be Faced
Roy E. Dickerson

HESE lines are being writ-

| ten on my knee as my wife

and I sit on the steps of a

ward in a temporary Army hos-

pital. Twenty feet away, our only

son lies in an oxygen tent fighting

for his life against an attack of
atypical pneumonia.

I am writing now to try to set
down faithfully the things by
which my wife and I are living
from moment to moment. It will
clarify my own thinking and per-
haps may help some other parent
endure the terrible anxiety and
tension of waiting helplessly for
what may be the worst—a hurried
summons to the bedside or a tele-
gram: “The Secretary of War de-
sires that I tender his deep sym-
pathy. . . .”

My wife began, “We have to
face things, dear. There is no use
of our trying to fool ourselves. I
know you may be afraid about
how I will stand it. I've been fight-
ing my way through this ever
since the war began. I want you
to know how I feel.”

No matter what happened, there
were certain beautiful, strengthen-
ing memories that would always

be ours. There had been a splendid
bond of understanding, comrade-
ship and affection between our son
and his parents. In his own
language, it was “no sentimental
respect.” Nothing could ever take
that away from us. His purposes
had always been sound, his spirit
high. People had liked and re-
spected him. He'd had a full
measure of student honors. His
record was clean and full of prom-
ise. Our lives would always be in-
finitely richer for the experience
of having had such a son.

Somehow it must be that such
a life goes on and on. This world
would be a hollow mockery and
human life a farce, if death was a
snuffing out of the light of such
lives. He would go on somewhere,
somehow, and we could feel that
the ties of affection still bound us
together. We would know, and
understand, and love, in eternity
as well as in time.

So we would have to carry on.
He would want us to. There was
still work to be done in a needy
world.

That afternoon, my thoughts
turned again and again to the

Reprinted by special permission of The Saturday Evening Post, copyright 1944
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hackneyed phrase born in the exi-
gencies of this war: “There are
no atheists in foxholes.” True,
there are no atheists in the crises
of life. In them, men naturally
turn to God in prayer, especially
when they realize their own limita-
tions and even helplessness in the
emergency. But what prayers could
rightly be voiced? 1 have long
since ceased to think of God as
some Santa Claus to be coaxed or
wheedled into giving good gifts
on some special occasion. What
kind of a hopeful prayer could be
intelligently prayed?

God spare my hoy’s life? No,
because I cannot think of Him as
One Who goes about taking life
and, therefore, One Who should
be implored to spare it. God save
my boy’s life? Well, why should
it be necessary to ask a good
FFather to do anything that should
be done? God give wisdom to his
doctors and nurses, so they would
know what to do? Perhaps, but
again why must one ask for some-
thing which any good Father
would do, unless it might be that
the urgent aspiration of a heartfelt
petition for another might be one
way in which man works with God,
and both together get things done.
But why should God need or de-
sire man’s help in this way? God
help my boy? Of course, but
wouldn't He help even if T didn’t
ask? Would He withhold anything
my boy needed simply because I
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did not ask Him for it?

In spite of intellectual confusion,
there was comfort in prayer, but
no peace anywhere.

Things seemed all cloudy, like
some thick, dark mixture in a
chemist’s test tube. Then came
precipitation. My thinking crys-
tallized around three words—
faith; hope; courage—and what
was cloudy before became clear.

Faith. One thing was certain; a
good God would do all that was
wise to do. One might not know
what prayers to voice, he might
not understand correctly how
prayer accomplishes results, he
might not think soundly regarding
what God could or would do or
not do. All this couldn’t make any
difference. He could pray. A good
God would do all that was wise
and right to do, even though one
didn’t know how to pray, asked
for the wrong thing or misunder-
stood what he had a right to ex-
pect. One could find strength in
prayer and comfort in talking with
a Good Father who can be relied
upon to do all that is wise to grant
your heart’s desire.

Hope. We could hope. Many a
man had lived for whom it had
been said there was no hope. The
power of God was sufficient to
accomplish anything which He
deemed wise. Even the so-called
miracle may be simply the opera-
tion of an as-yet-undiscovered law
or agency. Doctors say now that
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the sulia drugs work what would
once have been called a miracle.
And so does penicillin.

Courage. Whatever came, there
would be courage adequate to
one's needs. That much was cer-
tain. All through the ages, men
and women had found the courage
to endure the loss of loved ones.
Others had ; we could. God would
not fail to provide, for those who
sought 1t, strength equal to their
needs,

Somehow, it did give us com-
fort, peace and strength. But
what of him? In these hours our
hearts were more troubled by his
needs than ours. He was, at least,
walking in the valley of the shadow
of death, and walking all by him-
self.

He was so young; life meant so
much to him; it would be so hard
to face death under any circum-
stances, let alone facing it without
the comfort of having those whom
he loved most near at hand.

Nothing grieved us so much.
Our needs—we could do some-
thing about them, but his great
need for courage and comfort—
how could it be met?

Gradually we came to thinking
of God in a new way—God, the

Mother as well as the Father.
God, the Mother, eager to comfort
the children of earth in illness, in
disaster, in the hour of death, to
gather them up in the eternal arms
of infinite tenderness and mercy,
and give them peace. God must
be very busy these days, mother-
ing all the boys suffering and dying
in this vast conflict, but He would
not be too busy to comfort our
boy, whatever his needs. And in
this new thinking of the Mother-
hood of God we found the full
peace we needed.

We feel that we have found the
answer to the waiting which we
shall still have ahead of us, even
if he recovers. Some combat area
may claim him ; some day a fateful
telegram from the Secretary of
War may reach us. Meantitne, my
wife and I must, and can, wait.
We have faced the worst and have
a foundation under us which noth-
ing can shake.

We have faith that God will do
what He can wisely to protect our
son, wherever he is; we can al-
ways hope for the best, and what-
ever may come, we shall have
courage to meet it,

Editor’'s Note: (Since this ar-
ticle was written, the son has re-
covered.)

~ The lack of power among Christian people today is due to their
disuse of prayer. It is the most powerful force that exists.

Maude Royden



( Religion is “eternal life in the midst of time.”

What’s Religion About?

Joseph Fort Newton

HAT’S religion all about?
&5&/ our young folk are asking.
It is about life, how to live
it, how to take it and shape it into
forms of beauty and power, and
learn by living what it means.
Religion is just life itself
heightened to the vividness of
vision and the joy of victory.
What is the meaning of the word
religion ? There are two definitions,
each emphasizing a different aspect
of the same thing. Cicero preferred
the meaning “to think back,” to
think over again, to reflect on the
meaning of life, to recollect—medi-
tation on divine things. Others,
among them St. Augustine, liked
best to define it as meaning “to
rebind,” to tie together, that which
unites man to God and to his
fellows. One thought runs through
both definitions, the idea of a
thread on which things are strung,
a tie by which life is held together.
Perhaps the nature of religion
as a tie that binds will be clearer
if we consider, for example, the
life of such a man as Anton Chek-
hov of Russia. Something happened
in him to kill all hope and after
that he wrote of a world in which
hope had died. It was no pose, no

luxury of melancholy, but a real
experience and as bitter as real.
He lost the sense of continuity, so
that, as he said, “In all thoughts,
feelings and ideas which I form
about anything there is wanting
the something universal which
could bind all these together into
one whole.”

Religion, then, is the tie that
binds us, first of all, to God, who
is “the something universal” which
unites all things into one whole;
second, to ourselves in a unified,
integrated personality; and third
to our fellow men in the service of
duty and the fellowship of things
immortal. From earliest time man
has felt the tug of this threefold
tie which unites him with God, his
fellow, and himself, linking his
little life with the eternal enter-
prise. He has been aware of a
“desire-within-desire,” an immi-
nent criticism whereby what would
otherwise be a serial order of satis-
factions is organized into the unity
of personal and social life. Let us
look now at other definitions, more
picturesque than technical, as show-
ing that religion is the spirit of
coherence and cohesion in life, or,
as St. Paul would say, Christ by

From Current Religious Thowught, Oberlin, Ohio.
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whom “all things hold together.”

Three centuries ago there was
born in Aberdeen, Scotland, a lad
named Henry Scrougall, who en-
tered the university in that city at
fifteen and was made professor of
philosophy at the age of twenty.
He died when twenty-eight years
old, leaving only a tiny book to
bear his name. But he had a deep
insight :

“True religion is the union
of the soul with God, a real
participation of the divine
nature, the very image of God
drawn upon the soul; or, in
the Apostle’'s phrase, it is
Christ formed within us.
Briefly, I know not how the
nature of religion can be more
fully expressed than by call-
ing it a Divine Life—the life
of God in the soul of man.”
Jesus never once used the word

Religion, so far as we have record
—perhaps because, in his day, the
word was so empty, formal and
external, a thing of rite, rote and
rule—but always the word Life
instead. He came, He said, that
men might have life and have it
more abundantly—life rich, free,
sparkling, overflowing, eternal.
With Him, whatever makes for a
deeper, purer, truer, more radiant
life is religious; whatever dwarfs,
retards, or pollutes life is irreligious.
With Him religion did not consist
in a few acts, such as prayer, wor-
ship, and solemn ritual word, but

in the spirit, the faith, the motive
and gesture with which we do
everything; and today we are dis-
covering His insight. All things
have become religious that have
in them the hope of joy and
growth ; it is life itself at its best—
the life of God in the soul of man.
One of the lovely spirits whom I
met during my first summer in
England—in July before he was
killed in October — was Donald
Hankey whose little book “A Stu-
dent in Arms,” was so widely read.
He seems to stand before me now,
slender, graceful, with a hesitating
courtesy of address, a soft voice
and a personality vivid and en-
chanting—the very memory of him
a foot-fall, always light, of one
untimely gone away. His forth-
right and daring faith is summed
up in the line, “Religion is just
betting yowr life there is a God.”
It is a risk, an adventure, and the
measure of our courage is the
measure of our discovery., We
launch out confidently into all sorts
of enterprises, even where we can-
not see what the end will be. Other-
wise, we should never cross a
bridge, take a train, marry a wife,
or make a friend. Full as life is of
the element of adventure, men are
not abashed by it, save in the high-
est matters, and that is where it is
most rewarding. Literally we live
by faith every day and it cannot be
unwise to trust the highest we can
think or dream.
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But religion, so inward and inti-
mate, is not altogether an indi-
vidual adventure. It is social, com-
munal, a “Loyalty to the Beloved
Community,” as Josiah Royce told
us with many variations of insight
and eloquence. In spite of its his-
tory as a separating force, at
bottom religion is the tie, the
thread, that binds humanity to-
gether in fellowship and fraternal
righteousness.

In Wales, at a time when it
seemed the revolution was inevi-
table, I asked a labor leader what
tie was holding things together.
His reply was very significant:
“All that holds now is the fact that
these men went to Sunday school
in the churches and chapels of
Wales years ago. Nothing else re-
strains them.”

Thus a religious sense of the
common good, of communal inter-
est and obligation, held when all
other ties have given way. No
other tie can hold, in the end,
against the dark forces that men-
ace not only the order, but the
very existence, of society, and if
that tie is weakened or broken we
are helpless against ruin. But men
are coming to see that religion, so
far from being simply a restrain-
ing and conserving influence, is
also creative, and the inspiration
and prophecy of a Divine Society.
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If T were asked to define re-
ligion, it would be to say that it is
the realization of the value of life;
or, as another has put it, “a moral
will and faith that sustains it.”
What we need above all is a puri-
fication and exaltation of the stand-
ard of values by which men judge
life and good and evil. Faith affirms
that life has value, that “what is
excellent, as God lives, is perma-
nent.”

Religion is the realization of
the value of life both to our-
selves and to God, and once we
see the thing that gives life dignity,
worth and meaning we need no
argument in behalf of immortality.
Until we do see it, argument is
useless. If life is worthless, so is
immortality. By the same token,
if we are immortal at all we are
immortal now. To discover that
truth and live accordingly—laying
our plans and forming our fellow-
ships as citizens of eternity—is to
be free from the things that hamper
and dismay. This is the great
emancipation and happy is he who
wins it. Harnack put it in a strik-
ing way when he said: “Religion
is something simple and sublime;
it is one thing and one only:
Eternal life in the midst of time,
by the strength and under the eyes
of God.”

The happiness of your life depends upon the quality of your thoughts.

—Marcus Aurelius.

( We are one great and unlimited whole,

since God and man are one.

Christ in You

HEN an artist paints a
picture, he does not put on
canvas the reality, he

gives you simply a copy of that
which is within himself. The real
picture is on the spiritual plane
and exists there much more truly
than on the canvas; the real pic-
ture remains forever, the canvas
does not. No poet can give you
his true poem. He does his best
to convey something of its beauty,
something of its life, but even then
it is far removed from his ideal.
That, too, is on the plane of
reality.

The physical plane, or plane
of the senses, is a shadow, a faint
imitation of the spiritual and the
only real. Your work is to show
forth higher laws, to live and
breathe entirely from the plane of
spirit, to create anew from the
very center of all life, to make one
the kingdom of earth and the king-
dom of heaven.

Heaven is not a place, but a
consciousness of God.

It is wonderful to realize that
we are one great and unlimited

" whole. How slowly we learn that

God and man are one. Do away
with your limitations. Stand out
free in the strong life of God.

We want to help you to live
your real life. Begin by obedience
to the dictates of the spirit within
yourself; it will lead you into
truth.

Make the most and the best of
every experience, you will thank
God for them all. Do not weep
with those who weep, but help
them by a mighty love, pure as a
mother’s, for in the love of a
mother is the unselfishness of God.

Learn to become unselfed.

You are not an atom, you are
the whole. Every true unselfish
life lifts the race nearer the God-
head. Above all things, walk by
the spirit of God; as you do this
more and more you will become
conscious of harmony in your sur-
roundings. Keep your heart full
of love to God and to all men.

It is absolutely necessary that
you should have times of quiet,
that you should come out from
the business of life for a part of
each day. If you were to wait in
silence, holding the attitude of
growth and steady development,
thinking above all else of the king-
dom of God—your condition should
not be one of strain or of blank
nothingness ; avoid both these ex-
tremes—the result would be of

From Christ In You, Dodd, Mead & Company, Publishers.

17



18 CLEAR HORIZONS

the highest value to yourself and
to all around you.

Hold in your heart, the true
place of understanding, a stillness
which is alive, like the heart of
the rose. The God powers within
you would assert themselves;
crooked things would become
straight, rough places plain. All
smallness and discord quietly but
surely would drop away and have
no longer any power. To spirit,
stagnation is impossible. The crea-
tive energy is constant activity
within. All outside energy is waste
and hindrance. As you quietly wait
upon God, the breath of life re-
news each particle of the body by
its silent, orderly activity.

Do not seek love—give it. This
is nourishment. Will you give ear
to this? Take what is your right
from your Father.

Prayer is to us the breathing of
the breath of life. It is the strong-
est spiritual element in all worlds,

You say to some one in trouble:
“I will pray for you,” or you wish
to help some one, say, in Australia.
You know your wish is one with
God's will, and you desire to bless
with your whole being—but how
do you send forth this God-
energy?

Enter into your closet, the inner-
most of yourself, and there see the
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perfect will of God accomplished
for your friend—this is simple
faith—and never see or hear any-
thing else. Restfully, and without
strain, see victory in the name of
Christ Jesus.

You cannot estimate the value
of true prayer. To us it seems as
if you were like children set down
in a great power house, not know-
ing the importance of the switches
and electric forces around you.

With true prayer you shall ask
what you will, and remember,
nothing is yours unless you take
and possess. We have never known
true prayer to fail. Do not cast
your care upon an outside God
and wait for results. God being
within you, the answer is not dis-
tant from the desire. The spirit
within is one with God and Christ;
how then can God be afar off? I
have given you this advice for
those who have special need, but
I would have you pray always:
“Thy Kingdom come,” in every
heart and life. For he who knows
God in his own heart and in
farthest space is at one with all na-
tions, north, south, east, and west.
In your love and prayer include
them all. Live in the thought of
love toward all, and your life will
become one unceasing prayer, a
constant going forth of God.

I have never known a thinking man who did not believe in God.—Millikan.

( A sympathetic appraisal of one of the
greatest of the modern mystics.

Evelyn Underhill—Protestant Saint

Flora Seaman

ORD came from London a

\j&; year ago of the death of

Evelyn Underhill at the age

of sixty-six. But we who knew and

loved her shining messages on the

Life of the spirit feel that “she is

not dead, but liveth.” Who could

think of that shining spirit but as

living in a more beautiful and
transcendent life?

Evelyn Underhill, the brilliant
daughter of an English barrister,
early became devoted to the study
of the spiritual life, and when
about thirty-five years of age, pub-
lished the magnificent and schol-
arly volume on Mysticism that
has become the source book for
scholar and saint, taking its place
beside the great monumental works
of Von Hugel on Mysticism.

With sympathetic understanding
and deep devotion, she was able to
interpret the essentials of the
Christian philosophy at its sub-
limest point, and to indicate the
unbroken line of true apostles of
the living Christ from the time of
James and John, and of Saint Paul
and Saint Augustine down to our
latest soldiers of the Cross.

One might almost say, she re-
covered the Saints for Protestant-

ism. Through her writings and
interpretations, the modern world
came to know these true lovers
and servers of God. Here were
men and women like ourselves,
who had truly sought and found
the knowledge and love of God,
who had achieved the ineffable
sense of His presence and unfail-
ing goodness. They had found a
Reality that was more real than
the insistent reports of the senses—
a perfection that was attainable as
a distant but priceless goal.

Evelyn Underhill had learned
the secrets of the Saints; knew at
what price of self-sacrifice and self-
lessness they reached their goal;
knew that they attained one peak
in Christlike living, with its fresh
glimpses of ineffable Beauty, only
to be faced with fresh challenges
to higher peaks beyond.

She knew that the invariable
corollary to the love and knowl-
edge of God was the love of one’s
fellowman; and service to God
meant service to one’s fellowman.

The pathway trod by these aspir-
ing souls, she found had well
marked milestones; and she re-
vealed these gleaming landmarks
in language consistent with her
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