






2 CLEAR HORIZONS January 

"It is a lovely path," New Year 
answered, eagerly. "With light 
all the way. If one will but look 
up, and not all the while at the 
ground." 

"If you were old, and weary, 
and ill like me, my child, you 
would watch your step, lest you 
fall. I could show you bruises 
enough where I have tripped over 
obstacles, and stumbled into pits." 

"I followed a light that brought 
me here safely," New Year re
plied simply. "May I look at your 
playthings, Old Year, since I have 
never been in your room before?" 

"I have no playthings, child. 
Those letters from the alphabet 
you are fingering are left over 
from a big task. They come from 
the White House at Washington 
City. They represent thought and 
labor, and failure, perhaps." Old 
Year sighed so deeply that it 
might have been a groan. 

"Don't mind so much," New 
Year remarked, soothingly. "It is 
only that you mislaid the right 
letters. There are no pretty alpha
bet letters here. But I will find 
some, and piece them together." 

Old Year raised himself on an 
elbow, in an effort pitiful to see. 

"You are only a child, but you 
speak as a wise man. I have 
labored diligently, and it has avail
ed almost nothing! How would 
you put the letters together to 
serve the world?" 

"The words I like the best," 
said New Year, "are not difficult 
at all. They are easy to remember. 
And they are beautiful. See, I have 
brought them with me." He drew 
from the folds of his robe a 
bundle of phosphorescent letters 
that illumined the room. With deft 
fingers he shaped them into words 
and looked up smiling at his com
panion. 

"My eyes are dim," said Old 
Year, "and I cannot see distinct
ly. Read them, child, to me." 

"First," said New Year, "there 
is Love. That is the nicest word of 
all. Then there are Peace, and 
Truth, and the longer words, Jus
tice, and Brotherhood." 

"Love and Peace," murmured 
Old Year, sadly. "Can such little 
words sound through the din of 
falling bombs, and the blatant 
cannon's roar?" 

"Love was the light that led me 
along the path I spoke of but 
now," said New Year. "And it was 
Peace that made smooth the road. 
They are good words to close your 
eyes on, Old Year. Just repeating 
them has made you look happier." 

A tear slipped down Old Year's 
greying cheek. 

"There is one more word," said 
New Year, gently. "To carry back 
over the road you are about to 
take, the same trail I have traveled 
coming here." 

"And that word?" gasped Old 
Year, very near to death. 
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"Have no regrets, Old Year. 
The word I recall to you is Faith." 

"And the road?" whispered Old 
Year. 

New Year was on his feet, for a 
burst of bells was in the air. 

"Listen, Old Year, how glad the 

music sounds! We will say no 
farewell, dear friend, for none is 
needed. The name of the road I 
have spoken of so often is one 
that man forgets, but that God 
knows well. The name of the road, 
Old Year, is Eternity." 

M Y WISH FOR YOU 
Edna Reed 

May every day of this approaching year 
Bring something that will hold your soul steadfast, 
Perhaps a bit more faith to conquer fear, 
Some hope revived that once you thought had past. 
As drapes of night each passing day enshrouds, 
May you feel, more than ever, God's great love 
Assuring you, however dark your clouds, 
His light will be sufficient from above. 

May days to come be filled, not with suspense, 
But filled with trust that brings an inward peace, 
That peace which means composure, confidence, 
And makes the turmoils of your soul to cease. 
As memory embraces time long past, 
May this new year bring yet more things that last. 

A MORNING PRAYER 

St. Richard of Chichester, 10th Century 

Day by day, dear Lord, of Thee, three things I pray: 
To see Thee more clearly, 
Love Thee more dearly, 
Follow Thee more nearly. 



C The mark of the true prophet. / 

The Prophet of the New Age 
Mary Austin 

TO SECURE a world-wide 
following today, a prophet 
must have something that 

passes current with us as being 
derived from the source of power, 
the divine intent, the stream of 
tendency — God. Jesus certified 
Himself to His time by being able 
to heal the sick and triumph over 
death. These were the things men 
believed about Him, and in this 
belief, accepted what else He 
taught. It is not likely that the 
certification of the expected—ex
pected because deeply demanded 
—new prophet will be of this ob
vious sort. Possibly he will be 
recognized by that instinct for its 
own right way, which seems to 
be a natural to every creature in 
extremity. Cattle in a drought will 
sense water much farther than 
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they can smell it. The homing 
pigeon travels securely in the dark. 
Society, once it realizes its utterly 
lost condition, will probably re
discover its trail by some native 
instinct for social direction such 
as you cannot imagine it being 
without. 

But if there is a sign demanded, 
surely this will be the sign: the 
followers of the new prophet, when 
they function in a group, will be 
able to act from a higher initiative 
than has ever been possible to 
group activity before. In other 
words, the new religion is logically 
bound to be a demonstration of 
the mystical principle involved in 
the teaching of Jesus when He 
said, "Where two or three are met 
together in my name, there am I 
in the midst of them." 

For if we had any understanding, ought we not, both in public and 
in private, incessantly to sing and praise the Deity and rehearse His 
benefits? Were I a nightingale, I would act the part of a nightingale; 
were I a swan, the part of a swan. But since I am a reasonable creature, 
it is my duty to praise God. This is my business. I do it. Nor will I ever 
desert this post, so long as it is permitted me; and I call on you to join 
in the same song.—Epictetus. 
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C When the hearts of the people 
yearn, a leader comes. 

Let Us Pray for a Leader 
Brown Landone 

EVERY time in history, 
when a nation of people 
has needed a great spirit

ual leader, such a leader has 
come. 

The need is tragically great to
day. 

In every warring nation there 
are leaders whose hearts are no 
longer in sympathy with the ter
rible wars they are forced to carry 
on. Their souls are ready for a 
great spiritual leader. They are 
praying for his coming. 

All human leadership has failed 
us. 

Nothing but great Spiritual 
Leadership can save us. 

And in the hearts of ten of mil
lions—hundreds of millions—there 
is now the longing desire for a 
spiritual leader who shall uplift 
the hearts and souls of men, and 
bring a new age to pass. 

Now we ask you to pray for 
yourself—with all your heart and 
soul for a Great Spiritual Renais
sance and the coming of a great 
spiritual leader—for a great spirit
ual leader to rise up from among 
our people, to appear as soon as 

we are spiritually prepared to re
ceive him. And to pray to create 
a great radiant field of spirit to 
enfold our land—preparing it and 
all of us for the coming of such 
a leader. 

This leader will not come as a 
mysterious soul out of a mystic 
realm of ethereal existence. 

He will rise from the people, as 
did Moses, and Peter the Hermit, 
and Jeanne d'Arc, and Washing
ton, and Toussaint l'Ouverture, 
and Garibaldi, and Lincoln. 

No matter how lowly the birth, 
or how crude the early life, or 
how limited the formal education— 
he will become a transformed man 
of spirit—transformed perhaps in 
one hour—into a great leader of 
love and wisdom! 

Such transformations can take 
place in an hour! 

Such transformations have taken 
place, sometimes in an instant. 

Moses, by vision of the fire in 
the bush and the voice of the Lord, 

* was transformed in a moment from 
being a shepherd and a murderer, 
into a great spiritual leader of his 
people. 

Messages of the Caetens—Brown Landone, publisher. Landone Foundation, 
Orlando, Florida. 
































































