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A new year is opening for us. What a relief to close the soiled pages
of the old, blotted with mistakes and blurred with our tears, and look
upon the clean whiteness of the new! “Forgetting the things which are
behind, and stretching forward to the things which are before, I press
on toward the goal unto the prize of the high calling of God in Christ

Jesus.”
With the opening of a new term in the White House, and facing the

world-reorganization which must come with the long-awaited peace,
Christian people are thinking in new terms of leaders and leadership.
Millions of people are feeling the greatness of the task before those men
in high position, and are realizing the need of absolute reliance on the
power of God. Let us unite our prayers for the leaders of the world to-
day, that they may be guided of God to bring order out of chaos, and
peace and goodwill to warring nations.

Forgetting sorrows and bitterness, with no thought of hatred or desire
for vengeance, let us stretch forward to a New Year which in God’s
world should be filled with brightness, and press on toward the goal of
becoming members of the Family of God.
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an exciting New Year,
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They Met

Mabel Clark Chattick

They met for a moment in Old
Year’s attic. Old Year was dying,
and he was alone—until New Year
slipped in to greet him.

New Year looked about at Old
Year’s garret, with its dust
dimmed windows, its spluttering
finger’s length of candle, and cob-
webs festooned from the corners,
and then came and stood by the
bedside of Old Year himself. Tt
was then that the sunken eyes of
the dying man opened, and he
saw the radiant child looking down
upon him. There was friendliness,
and not too much pity in the fresh
young countenance. Old Year’s sad
face brightened a little.

“An angel,” he murmured.

“T am New Year,” the child re-
plied, “I have come a minute early
so that we could meet.” He sat
down lightly on the edge of the
bed, and stroked the withered

cheek of Old Year with cool,
caressing fingers. “I knew I should
like you. You are looking tired,
so I have brought you rest.”

“Thank you, little New Year.
I have been sad. I have known
despair.”

“I am bringing you joy, Old
Year, and the hope of all the
ages. You are hemmed in by
strange walls,” said New Year,
looking wonderingly about the
room, “and those windows you
might see through are, if you will
forgive me for saying so, quite
filthily dusty. You are looking
through a glass darkly. Perhaps
you have forgotten that wonder-
ful way you trod when you came
here, the same pathway I have
come over just now.”

“Was it a pleasant journey,
New Year?” whispered Old Year,
wistfully.
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“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. T could show you bruises
enough where T 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?”

“lI 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. [ have
labored diligently, and it has avail-
ed almost nothing! How would
you put the letters together to
serve the world ?”

January

“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.

(@ When the hearts of the people
yearn, a leader comes.

Let Us Pray for a Leader

Brown Landone

VERY time in history,
E 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
vourself—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 I'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 hush 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.
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And Saul, the self-seeking poli-
tician, was first prostrated by a
great light and then lifted up in an
hour to become the great spiritual
evangel of the early Christians.

Whenever a great leader has
been needed, and the hearts of the
people have longed for such a
leader, he has come!

Whenever needed, one has come

—whether a conservative gentle-
man of wealth, as Washington; or
a crude Lincoln, of bitterly im-
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poverished childhood; or a soul-
inspired Negro slave, as Toussaint
I’Ouverture !

So a great leader WILL arise
today !

Our first step is to desire the
coming of such a leader, to desire
his advent so greatly, so deeply, so
intensely, so continuously, so
unitedly—all of us praying to-
gether—so that both the renais-
sance and the leader shall come,
and quickly.

LOVE IS A FLOWING THING
Helen Weldin

Love is a flowing thing
Swift as a river,

Gushing from hidden springs
Deep in the giver.

Love is a cradle song
Rocking the stars;

A churning of tide-wash
Across ocean bars.

Love is a bird flight
Skimming through space,
Painting the rhythm
Of heavenly grace.

Love is a mighty wind—
Avalanche strong;

Yet—love is a flowing thing,
Soft as a song.

([ An exhilarating description of the
leader the world needs today.

The World Leader

Sir Francis Younghusband

men, however primitive,
there is always a leader.
There may be nominally a group
of three or four or five at the head
of affairs. But always one among
them will be the dominant figure.

If we may accept this analogy
and assume that the highest beings
organize themselves after the man-
ner of all living things from cells
to men, we may perhaps further as-
sume that, as in all higher organiza-
tions, one among them is accepted
as leader. One among the highest
beings on the supreme star may
put himself forward, or be put
forward, formally or informally,
and be acknowledged as the one
for the time being who can ade-
quately express and give practical
effect to the common purpose in
the mind of the whole, and voice
the general sentiment. This one we
may call the World-Leader.

Another legitimate assumption
we may make is that the Leader
would himself have developed from
the lowliest beginnings. This is the
case with all living creatures of
which we have knowledge. Shake-

I[N EVERY community of

speare and Napoleon, each of them,
grew up from a single microscopic
cell, and then passed through every
stage of development, being born
as babies, growing up as children,
and coming to maturity as men of
supreme capacity. Jesus Himself
was once a little child. And it is
more reasonable to suppose that
the World-Leader would likewise
have grown up and developed
than that he existed always, or
suddenly came into being fully
developed.

We may suppose, too, that as the
World-Leader passed through all
stages of bodily development, ‘so
also did he develop intellectually,
morally, and spiritually. We may
suppose that he must have strong-
ly striven, and greatly dared, and
run high risks, and had his failures
as well as his successes. e must
have sinned as well as triumphed
over temptation. He must have had
his griefs and sorrows, suffered
remorse and disappointment, as
well as won through to joy and
exaltation. We may assume, in
fact, that he would have become
what he is—and have become what

From Life in the Stars—Sir Francis Younghusbhand.
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he is by ‘his own hard effort and
strict  self-discipline, undaunted
courage, and strong resolution.

And further, we may believe
that in expressing the Spirit of
the Whole to sublime perfection
he would yet retain his own indi-
viduality and his own conscious-
ness. In rendering the Whole to
perfection he would be expressing
his own self to the fullest. Never
would he be so completely and in-
contestably himself as when he
was most fully expressing the
Spirit of the Whole.

Thus he would be no favored
being living in a lonely state, sitting
upon a throne, inactive, aloof from
the World and from stress and
strain, the ups and downs of life.
He would have sprung from the
very midst of life. He would know
by personal experience what others
have to go through, what they have
to endure, and how they have to
fit and train themselves for higher
life. And he would have known
the stress of strife, the pain of con-
flict, and have perfected himself
through hard struggle in, amongst,
and with, other beings of every
grade.

To be in touch with the Soul of
Things he must be of the most
delicate, the most quivering sensi-
tivity, quick to respond to every
shade of vibration in that spiritual
continuum out of which he would
have arisen, and susceptible alike
to the tenderest and to the most
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powerful and overwhelming emo-
tions. And yet, he must have made
his way upward like the rest, with-
standing the most seductive
temptations, and suffering the
most grievous pains; and as, in
giving a lead to the world, he must
now have to bear the most fright-
ful responsibilities and run the
most terrible risks, and as he must
also be capable of enduring the
full force of that overpowering
love from the heart of the world
which he would have to express,
his fibre must be tough enough to
bear the most awful intensity both
of joy and grief.

Made perfect by suffering al-
ready, and purged by fire of each
faintest trace of evil and now
suffused through and through with
the World-Spirit, he would be of
an awful purity and unutterably
holy. He would be Holiness itself
made manifest; the very embodi-
ment of the Holy Spirit of the
Whole, and in never-ceasing con-
tact with it, living a life entirely
inspired by the Holy Spirit, and
devoted to working it out in deeds,
he, not less, but far more than all
others, would be impressed by its
power and glory. So, lower than
any would he humble himself in
its Honor. More profoundly than
any would he be awed by its mys-
tery and pay it full reverence.
More devoutly than any would he
pray to be constantly purged of
all taint, and kept at the highest

1945 THE WORLD LEADER 2

point of attainment. And more
heartily than any would he pour
out his soul in utter abandonment
of worship and praise.

And, most assuredly, always
driving up within him would be an
impetuous and imperious urge to
make the world perfect. He would,
therefore, under this impulsion of
the Spirit, be continually creating
new forms of beauty, discovering
new truths, inspiring fresh loves,
declaring the beauty of holiness
and of every other celestial quality
of which we have not yet a con-
ception. Every thought and idea
and action would be original,
spontaneous, and fresh; and each
new creation which poured forth
from him would be at the highest
pitch of perfection. But he would
not be engaged in the process of
building—building a mighty house
of God, which, like a cathedral,
would in time be completed, and
completed according to a pre-
viously thought-out plan. Rather
would he be improvising music for
a choir which was always renew-
ing itself. He would be putting a
new spirit into all about him, giv-
ing a new character to every
activity, and producing new melo-
dies. And he would know that
successor after successor would
continue to express the great main
theme in unending variety.

And, perhaps, the type of leader
he would most resemble would be
a leader of song surrounded by

singers eager for his lead and
quick to adopt each slightest in-
spiration. In the celestial choir he
would be the great improvisor of
music; and by some subtle means
he would communicate directly and
instantly to the singers the music
that was in his soul and which best
gave expression to the music in
the Soul of the World. Then, each
singing his own part in harmony
with the others, there would swell
forth the anthem he was impro-
vising in his mind.

Thus he would be more than
either a set composer or a con-
ductor conducting his own music.
He would be a much more free
and fluent leader of music; and
much more in touch with the
singers and players and listeners.
Through him music would spon-
taneously spring into life from the
white heat of spiritual fervor
flaming around him — exquisite
melodies, or thunderous paeans of
praise, each exactly expressing the
mood of the moment. He would
voice the common sentiment and
will. But so fresh would be his
interpretation, and so different
from anything that had gone be-
fore, that in a sense it would be all
his own. And it would be he and
no other who would ride the move-
ment and direct its course. And
yet, fresh and new as it would be,
and decisively as he would direct
it, the movement would be pre-
cisely in consonance with the
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eternal Spirit of the Whole, and
would be only one more way of
giving utterance to old, old
thoughts and desires and emotions
and aspirations. For no single
occupant of the position of leader
would ever exhaust all possible
ways of interpreting and fulfilling
the Spirit of the Whole, as the
ways of expressing that Spirit are
infinite.

What form he would have must
be matter for purest conjecture.
But form of some kind he must
have. He could not be mere shape-
lessness and invisibility. He must
be tangible and material, capable
of taking in energy from his sur-
roundings, transforming it and ex-
pending it in the widest variety of
ways. He must be of a high plas-
ticity and. delicately responsive to
the whole range of etheric vibra-
tions, and to all other stimuli and
influences in the world about him.

On great occasions he would be
at the very summit, the admiration
of all, the object of emulation for
even the highest. In every day life
he would be in the very midst of
the lowliest, in and among every
grade, accessible to all, living the
common life, grieving in the com-
mon grief, rejoicing in the common
joy, striving in the common strife,
and aspiring in the common aspira-
tion. And himself, transparent as
crystal, so that all could see. clear-
ly the flowing love in his heart,
he would, on his part, have
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the quick intuition, the power to
divine the inmost secrets of others,
and pierce with unerring aim to
those hidden promptings and
strainings which everyone has for
the highest. All would be able to
feel that he could see the best that
was in them, and that it was only
this best that he wanted to see and
to nourish.

As the supreme embodiment of
the Spirit of the World he might
at times be of an over-powering
majesty, august and austere, and
in solemn moments and on hal-
lowed occasions might speak in
tones which would make the
greatest inwardly tremble. And
then he might be inflexibly strict,
knowing that only through un-
bending discipline could the high-
est ever be reached. Yet other
times there must be when he would
also allure with an attraction none
could resist; when tears of uncon-
trollable grief, or of every sweetest
compassion, or again, of over-
whelming thankfulness and joy
would well up within him. And
then he would speak in that still
small voice which would steal its
way to the hearts of the meek-
est, and draw the humblest com-
pellingly to him. All fear would
be transfigured by love, and to
those who had grievously suffered
through no fault of their own
would come sweet comfort, and
peace as calm as evening light
athwart a valley.
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And not for those only with
whom he was brought in visible
contact would he labor, but for
every member most distant. What
he had imbibed of the Holy World-
Spirit, he would, through the min-
istry of the whole company of
heaven, strive to infuse into every
living being. He would look out
over the whole world. And as the
great leader of music he would
carry on the main theme in the
mighty world-symphony. The hid-
den harmony in the Whole he
would turn into melody within
him; and in these golden melodies
pour out his rapturous love of the
world and show forth its glory.
He would play on every chord in
the soul of his listeners till they
were beside themselves with
ecstasy—now appalling them with
awe at the sublimity and grandeur
of the world, now melting them to
tears with pity at the inevitable
suffering, now instilling them with
courage to face it, and now in
triumphant mood stirring them to
dance and sing and leap and shout
for joy, and sweeping them up to
the topmost pinnacles of delight.

The heavenly music would swell
through and through them, and
sway them with every sweetest
emotion. Love of a color to make
earthly passion pale and insipid
beside it would melt them into an

over-brimming ocean of tenderest
feeling. Towards every living thing
their dearest love would go forth.
Whether it were a flower, bird or
animal, man or angel—in each
would be seen the gleaming light
of the Holy World-Spirit, and
toward each would be felt a love
and compassion which would make
them long to gather it to them in
fondest embrace.

Sadness would be transmuted
into sweetest joy. Joy would rise
to a perfect anguish of delight. In
wave upon wave of unbearable
power, love would flood through
their souls. Delight, ecstasy, rap-
ture—all would be passed. In a
delirium of exaltation they would
be caught up to unendurable
heights.

And there on the loftiest sum-
mit, just when their very souls
were on the verge of breaking in
twain through sheer incapacity to
bear such ineffable bliss, Peace—
that peace of God which passeth
all understanding—would descend
upon them. Would descend upon
them gently as falls the dew on
summer eves. And a holy innocence
would be theirs—the innocence of
transcendental experience. Inno-
cence washed white in the light of
divinest love.

And the kingdom of heaven
would be won.

There is nothing so easy as to revenge an offense; but there is nothing so

honorable as to pardon it.

—Damdemis. (3rd century B. C.)



( Perfect union of the human and the divine.

The Cosmic Man

Glenn Clark

HE man who gives himself
| to the greater forces of In-
finity puts himself in tune
with powers of the Infinite. Being
in harmony with the great Power
to Conceive Truth he himself
becomes the Power to Conceive
Truth. Putting himself in tune
with the Great Creative Energy,
he becomes the Great Creative En-
ergy. For the truly great man,
the colossal man, the God-chan-
nel man, knows himself to be All
Infinite Life conscious at one
point.

Such a man is greater than his
body, greater than his mind,
greater than his personality. He is
greater than any picture that can
be drawn of him and greater than
any description that can be writ-
ten of him. If we should try to
use the language of this mechan-
ical age to describe him we should
have to say that in him the charge
is greater than the battery. The
plain language of the human
tongue commonly used to describe
and express such a man is always
inadequate. As naturally as an oak

emerges from an acorn, a myth
grows up to take into account and
properly describe him. And no
matter how great the myth it will
forever fall short of expressing the
full measure and stature of the
True Man, who is at one with all
the Infinite powers in the Infinite
Universe.

There is no preventing such a
man from gaining in stature after
his death, and the greater his at-
tunement with the Infinite the
greater he gains. This explains
why Lincoln grows and continues
to grow. This explains why Jesus
of Nazareth will have no limits
to the ever expanding activity of
His influence over the hearts and
souls of men. In Him we find the
perfect union of the human and
the divine. The Great Leader de-
scribed and prayed for in these
columns may turn out to be a very
simple man so emptied of self that
the world may be tempted to pass
him by, but so full of Christ that
he will be remembered as long as
the most cherished disciples of
Christ will be remembered,

Be good, dear one, and let who will be clever :
Do noble things, not dream them all day long :
And so make life, death, and the vast forever

One grand sweet song.

12

—Charles Kingsley.

({ The only Man who makes life whole.

Christ—The World’s Unseen Leader

Anonymous

HE World War is a fresh

I revelation of the guilt and
sin of man—not merely of
Germans and Japanese, but of all
men. Many eagerly seek an alibi
and a scapegoat and maintain that
this is a conflict merely of evil
against the good, of sinners
against the righteous. But the
whole war is but the military
phase of a world-wide revolt
against the evils of our “civiliza-
tion,” whose cancerous growths
we will neither admit nor cut
away. The only nation that had
tried completely to destroy eco-
nomic injustice, and which has
fought most heroically against this
invasion of evil, is solidly and
proudly atheist in its party leader-
ship. The leading “Christian” na-
tions have been characterized by
imperialism, flagrant economic in-
justice and race prejudice. Some-
thing like a quarter or a third
of their people have been “ill-fed,
ill-housed, and ill-clad,” in the
two richest countries on earth. Yet
the one thing we will not admit is
our sin—owur sin. And what we do
not yet realize is that the war has
shown that the world has forgot-
ten God. The secular world had
been living without God and with-
out spiritual hope or life. We

want victory in the war, but there
is as yet no evidence that we are
willing to pay the price of a just
and lasting peace—not at least if
it means any abridgement of our
sovereign selfishness, or any guar-
antee of equal justice for all.
When a plan is proposed for post-
war employment for all, justice
for all, security for all, it is not
even seriously considered by Con-
gress or the press, except as it
may become a political campaign
issue.

Jesus left no book, no tract or
written page behind him. He be-
queathed no system, no philos-
ophy, no theology, no legislation.
He raised no armies, organized no
institutions, held no office, sought
no influence. He was no scholar,
and yet he is- more quoted than
any writer in all history. His say-
ings at times are on almost every
tongue, and his words have liter-
ally gone out into all the world.
No man ever laid down his life
in Asia or in Africa to translate
Plato or Aristotle, Kant or Hegel,
Shakespeare or Milton, but hun-
dreds have died to carry Jesus’
priceless words to the ends of the
earth. Several hundred languages
have been reduced to writing .in
order to transmit his life-giving

13
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message. Savage tribes have been
uplifted, cannibals civilized, head-
hunters converted, schools and col-
leges founded, and the character
and culture of individuals and of
peoples have been changed as the
result of the influence of his
words which are creative spirit
and life.

We see that Jesus has made a
terrific impact upon history. Not
only religion and ethics but all
literature, and almost every area
of life has been profoundly af-
fected by streams of influence that
flow from Jesus Christ.

If we survey humanity’s major
human ills, our most desperate
areas of need, and our unsolved
problems, we may find, in a very
strange and unaccountable way,
that there is just one key that fits
every lock, one ultimate solution
for every spiritual problem. And
that is Jesus Christ. We may enter
Jesus” way of life as simply as did
the first four disciples in Galilee.
They were asked nothing about
themselves—no tests, no profes-
sion, no promises, no creed. But
no other makes such an imperative
moral demand upon us as does
Jesus. No other so convicts us of
our complacency and our sin. No
other so calls us to a complete
change of life by returning to God
in the full surrender of our lives
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to him. We may long be indifferent
to him, or even to ourselves, to
life, and to God. But when once
we come to ourselves and recog-
nize what we are and who he is,
we cannot in the end be neutral to
Christ.

Jesus Christ alone makes life
whole and his gospel is for the
whole world. He alone can in-
tegrate all life, individual and so-
cial. He calls all men to follow
him and summons all his followers
to find unity through his ultimate
principle of love. Wherever his
gospel has been denied or ignored,
wherever it has been perverted or
misrepresented by fanatical fol-
lowers or by worldly Christians,
we have seen sad results. But
wherever it has been incarnated,
lived, and proclaimed by his true
disciples, it has won individual and
social triumphs.

Life cannot be truly integrated
about the false center of self,
either individually or socially. Life
can only be fully integrated when
it becomes God-centered, for He
is the only real center of the real
world, and He only can bring all
toward any ultimate approach to
the final harmony of love which
is the Kingdom of God. Man’s first
and final problem then becomes
that of the shifting of the center
of life from self to God.

The great man is he who does not lose the child’s heart.

—M encius.

(I We can all be a part of this One Man.

W bat Can One Man Do?

Anonymous

ORE than once you have
M asked yourself this fa-
miliar question, more

often in resignation and despair
than in inquiry. Every one knows
that one man on the wrong side,
if he be a leader of ability and
magnetism, can do incalculable
harm. This is but natural, since so
many of the inherent tendencies
of the human race are downward
and man needs but a little help to
sink to the depths. The law of
gravitation operates politically and
socially as well as physically. The
predatory totalitarian powers un-
der their dictatorships, or even
one-man governments, are dread-
ful examples of what one man
can do—for evil.

You look up from your daily
newspaper, sighing for relief from
the alarms of war. You survey the
wide world and find little to en-
courage. You see Europe almost
entirely under the iron heel of
dictatorship, torn by war and seeth-
ing with hatred. The cup of misery
has so long been overflowing that
you have almost ceased to be af-
fected. Asia, too, bleeds under the
scourge of Mars; while Africa,
the dark continent, grows darker

as its white masters squabble
sanguinarily over its weary sur-
face.

You turn to America, still the
best country on earth, but you are
driven to the conclusion that the
best is none too good. The old,
peaceful way of life is gone or
going fast. Our vast economic and
industrial resources are being har-
nessed to the forces of destruction,
the accumulated wealth of centuries
and the heritage of future genera-
tions being poured recklessly into
the bottomless hopper of the war
machine. This is something you
can touch and feel. Years ago the
clear-eyed poet sang

Were half the power that fills
the world with terror,
Were half the wealth be-
stowed on camps and
courts,
Given to redeem the human
mind from error,
There were no need for
arsenals and forts.

But he could do nothing about
it—one man among millions. And
today, with conditions a thousand-
fold worse, what can one man—
one man among billions—do?

From “What Can One Man Do?” The Megiddo Mission, publishers.
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The prospect of peace encour-
ages many to hope for a new and
better world. Of course you want
the slaughter ended—who doesn’t?
But where is the ground, in all
the past or present, for the hope
of such a bright, clean, peaceful
world? When has war done any
such a thing? Thoughtful men
and women, those who know the
history of our race, view the post-
war period with its pyramid of
problems, its debts, its poverty, its
accumulated hatreds, its lost gener-
ations, with the apprehensive
query, “What then?”

Apart from the war, the trend
of society is not encouraging.
Luxury, love of pleasure, irre-
ligion, improvidence, irresponsi-
bility, immorality, dishonesty and
crime are gaining ground at an
alarming rate. You don't like to
believe it; you would much prefer
to think things are basically sound;
but it is difficult and useless to
evade or deny cold facts. This too
is something that has touched our
homes and families. The admission
is depressing ; you would give your
all to turn mankind—or your own
nation, or your small community
—back to God, to virtue and de-
cency, to manliness and self-
respect. Perhaps you have tried,
and failed. You have seen better
and wiser men and women than
vourself try and fail. What can
one individual do against such a
sweeping flood of evil? Why, you

January

are fortunate to keep your own
head above water!

Well, now, we'll just tell you
what one man can do.

All is not lost, by any means.
The best is yet to come. :

FFirst, we shall recall a man who,
a long time ago, foresaw this very
condition. He was a surpassingly
good man, with a tremendous ca-
pacity for feeling the sorrows of
others, an idealist of the highest
type. He saw this time of trouble
ahead—and didn’t get disheartened.

He was one man who never lost
faith in the destiny of the earth
and the human race, in the ulti-
mate triumph of right, in the
operation of the Divine Plan, How
could he do it? The answer is that
he was no ordinary man; or rather
that he had an extraordinary edu-
cation. He was instructed by no
less a Being than the God who de-
vised the Plan.

First, let us see what the Plan
has been from the beginning, and
still is.

For thus saith the Lord that
created the heavens; God him-
self that formed the earth and
made it, he hath established it,
he created it not in vain, he
formed it to be inhabited: I
am the Lord; and there is
none else. (Isa. 45:18)

Well, you say, the earth is
pretty thoroughly inhabited at
present—too thoroughly in spots.
But this is different:
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Blessed are the meek, for
they shall inherit the earth.
(Matt. 5:5)

What's wrong here ? The present
inheritors of the earth are certain-
ly not the meek. “To the victors
belong the spoils,” and the strong-
est and most ruthless are the vic-
tors. Woe to the vanquished. Still
the promise stands. It does not say
the meek do inherit the earth but
they shall. Future. Nothing wrong,
after all. Now hear the oath of the
Almighty God:

But as truly as I live, all
the earth shall be filled with
the glory of the Lord. (Num-
bers 14 :21)

His glory in his people, and the
earth will be inhabited by them;
not as islands in a sea of the un-
godly, but filled with a righteous,
law-abiding people. Remember the
song of the angel choir that first
Christmas night? You have heard
it—read it—known it from child-
hood :

Glory to God in the highest,
and on earth peace, good will
toward men.

Yes, you have known it, but it
is still a dream. The way things
are going, it seems a long way in
the future. But don’t be too sure
about that. Remember, the One
who was born that night said,
“When these things begin to pass”
—when things are darkest—"“then
look up, and lift up your heads.”

Peace on earth is coming.

Good will among men — indi-
viduals and nations — is coming.

The kingdom of God is coming
as sure as tomorrow’s sun will
rise.

And ome man will bring about
this mighty change.

It seems incredible, seeing mil-
lions and billions have had a hand
in putting our world in its present
plight, that one man could save
the situation. But one man will do
it, as certainly as night follows
day; and the reason he can do it is
because He has behind Him Power
—the power of the eternal God.

This man is Jesus Christ, the
Man who never lost faith in the
destiny of the earth and His own
mission, Y

One man can and will save the
world and make it a fit place to
live in. One man will undo at one
clean sweep all the evils that count-
less generations of men have
fastened upon the human race.
That man is Christ. Granted: but
what can YOU, an ordinary hu-
man being, do about it? Where
do YOU come in?

The answer is simple. If you
would escape the destruction and
have a hand in this glorious work,
you must become a part of that
One Man. Because, brother, that
man is not an individual but a
multitudinous man. Christ is the
Head; He directs the work; the
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Church is His body. And this re-
deemed Church, or body, will share
with the Head the honor of puri-
fying the earth and governing the
nations thereon.

All you have to do is to over-
come—read, understand and keep
the sayings of this Book—and that
is the greatest work any mortal
man can do in this sinful and
adulterous generation. Overcome,
and you will be a part of this One
Man, for it is composed of ordi-
nary men and women who refused
to remain ordinary; they became
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extraordinary by overcoming. The
Prophet Daniel had this multitudi-
nous man in view when he recorded
that prophecy in ch. 7:27:

And the kingdom and the
dominion, and the greatness of
the kingdom under the whole
heaven, shall be given to the
PEOPLE of the saints of the
Most High, whose kingdom is
an everlasting kingdom, and
all dominions shall serve and
obey HIM.

And that, my troubled friend, is
what One Man can do about it.

TO 1945
Marseillaine Perrie

The Year’s been cut and labeled

And filed, for daily use.

There’s the same amount for everyone
For blessing or abuse.

We can neither hoard nor hide it;

We can share it—and divide it;

We can LIVE it—we’re INSIDE it—
With fulfillment or excuse.

For—we mark whate’er we contact
With a healing or a scar,

And we fill it with the presence

Of an earth-worm . . . or a star.
And—we leave it bright and lifted
Or sodden . . . as a clod,

And the world has sensed the passing
Of a mortal . . . or a god.

“Let us keep our silent sanctuaries; in them the eternal perspectives are pre-

served and such ideas as, at least to some extent, restore a man to his moral-

composure, and serve to rescue him from the degradations of the World.”

—Senancour

( Two pictures that will never fade.

A Watered Garden

W. B. Anderson

It is the memory of a garden

that I happened upon one
tired midsummer’s morning, in
the midst of a torrid plain in
India. I was weary, and travel-
stained, and thirsty, when, over the
drooping head of the horse, I saw
a clump of trees on the far horizon.
I hoped it might be a garden. It
seemed ages until we should reach
it. When we did arrive under the
spreading branches of great mango
trees, a cool zephyr, as grateful as
the fanning of angels’ wings,
rippled over my. parched cheeks.
It was still early in the day, when,
swinging myself wearily from the
hard seat of the springless yekka,
I walked straight into the heart
of the garden, down the shady
aisle of mango and loquat trees.
Before dawn there had been a
shower of rain, and now the gar-
dener was running the clear, cool
water from the irrigating well all
about among trees and shrubs.
Everywhere leaves were green and
flowers were bright. Parrots cir-
cled through the cloudless blue, or
swung upon the swaying branches,
calling merrily to one another. The

I[ HAVE a precious memory.

air was laden with intoxicating
odors of roses and jasmine. The
fountain sparkled laughingly in the
shaded center of the garden. I
stooped to bathe my hands and
face in the cool waters of the
fountain’s basin. Then, from its
joyous spring I drank until satis-
fied. I sat for a few precious
moments upon the marble edge of
the fountain and reveled in the
refreshment of a watered garden.
The driver called, and I hurried
out again across the stifling, heated
plain. I had tarried for so short a
time, but I was a new man. I car-
ried away the song of the garden
in my heart, and its echoes shall
never die from my life.

I have a precious memory. It is
the memory of a friend. Sin-
stricken and weary, and far from
God, I was traveling one day when
I came into his life. His whole life
was wet with the dews of Heaven;
his garments were redolent with
the odors of Paradise; he just
breathed the very life of God. I
sat and communed with him, and
from within his life there flowed
into mine rivers of living water.
1 walked with him through lovely

From a Watered Garden and Other Themes, Publishing House of the United

Evangelical Church.
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