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Among The Auihors

Allen A. Hunter, (p. 14) is a minister of the Mount Hollywood Congregational
Church, Los Angeles, and author of Secretly Armed, Three Trumpets Sound, White
Blood Corpuscles in Europe, and the best known Say Yes To The Light. His church
renders great service to the community. Ile is much in demand as a speaker. Ralph
W. Sockman, (p. 41) should need no introduction. He is minister of Christ Church,
New York City. A short time ago Time magazine listed him as the radio minister with
the largest audience in America. He is the author of Date With Destiny and, his latest,
Now To Live. Kirby Page, (p. 59) is known not only across the length and breadth
of the United States, but is also well-known in foreign countries as a dynamic Christian.
He now lives in La Habra, California, where he devotes himself to lecturing, teaching
and writing. He is the author of Living Abundantly, Living Prayerfully and The Will
of God For These Days. Douglas V. Steere, (p. 6) is professor of philosophy at
Haverford College. Some make the claim that he is the one most likely to succeed
Thomas Kelly (Testament of Devotion fame) as a writer of devotional material and
Quaker insight. His latest book, to our knowledge, is On Beginning From Within.
Ernest Buckler, (p. 8) lives in Bridgetown, Nova Scotia. More than a year ago we
printed a story of his (“David Comes Home™), a reprint from Coiliers. About a year
ago he wrote to us telling about the present story. We think it is one of the finest
stories we have read. Winfred Rhoades, (p. 54) is the well-known Boston psychole-
gist. He is a contributor to religious magazines, and the author of The Self You Have
To Live With.

In the last issue of Clear Horizons, we want to express our regret for the typograph-
ical error on page 59. The author is Myrtle Chance, not Myrtle Chanie. And while
we're at it, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., is not the famous “inter-American” Rocke-
feller we mentioned in the last issue. John D. is his father, and has as much claim to
fame as his “Pan-American” son. Mr. John D. Rockefeller, Jr., is one of the most
famous Christian laymen in America. He helped build and sponsor Riverside Church
in New York City, is active in an enlightened missionary program, and is an emphasizer
of Christian unity.
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( The problem before us today is not how to make events, but how
to see events whole, perfect, and complete, as they really are.

Spiritual Insight—The Higher
Consciousness
Glenn Clark

HAT GOD is eternal, infi-

‘I nite, changeless (and hence

static), and complete, we ac-
cept without quibble or quarrel.
That His universe is also eternal,
infinite, changeless and perfect we
are not so quick to accept. But can
a Creator create anything unlike
Himself ? Does not everything that
is in a Creator also reside—at least
potentially—in His creation? Can
anyone, or any person create any-
thing that does not inherently re-
side within the folds of his own
being ?

Jesus spoke of God the Father,
and of His creation, the Kingdom,
almost interchangeably. In some
Gospel records his statement is
quoted, “Seek ye first the King-
dom of God” and in another Gos-
pel it is recorded as, “Seek ye first
the Kingdom of Heaven.” He tells
parables like The Good Samaritan,
of what the Father is like—and in

the next breath he tells parables
like The Pearl of Great Price, of
what the Kingdom of Heaven is
like. In short, he assumes, as all
great religious geniuses, seers and
saints have assumed from the be-
ginning of time, that the Creator
and the creation are one. Jesus
said, “The Father and I are one”’;
and again he said, “Ye and I are
one.” If the Creator and His crea-
tures are one, then the Creator and
the creation are one.

The moving picture industry has
almost without our knowing it, re-
vealed to us much of this inner
way the world is created, the way
events pass through the conscious-
ness of time. The events are al-
ready done — completed — strung
together in perfect order and se-
quence, and it all depends upon the
way the operator turns the reel that
unfolds the picture before our
gaze, whether we see the universe
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as the Creator wanted us to see it.
That is to say, if the operator turns
the pictures too hastily and im-
patiently, we miss some of the fin-
est pleasures of the scenery. If he
turns it too slowly, or stops for
too long a period upon certain un-
happy, abnormal films, we get the
whole thing entirely out of proper
proportion. Or, finally, if he turns
the pictures backwards, as opera-
tors in real life far too often do, he
will reveal some very, very odd and
unhappy incidents which, accord-
ing to the original script, should
have been very happy indeed, if
turned correctly. But the essential
fact the moving picture invention
has revealed to us, the fundamental
fact in the plan of life, is that the
pictures just didn’t “happen”; in
other words, that events are not
made upon the spot by you or by
me, but that they were eternally
made—or rather they have exist-
ed forever, from the beginning of
time, and will exist through all
eternity; and that the essential
badness in them is merely a rela-
tive term, caused by us unskilled
operators trying to turn the wheels
of life instead of letting the Creator
of events turn them according to
His own perfect plan.

The problem before us today,
before our schools, churches, and
research bureaus, is not how to
make events, but how to see events
whole, perfect, and complete, as
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they really are. How can we oper-
ate the beautiful order and se-
quence of perfect events which
God has already planned for us?
In short, how can we tune in to
the vast riches all about us?

A seer is one who sees God's plan
behind the outer appearances; a
prophet is one who can describe
God’s plan; a saint is one who
liwes it.

The reason why we see the per-
fect universe so imperfectly is be-
cause we are limited in our capaci-
ty for perception of the universe.
Every human being feels as Space
that which he is able to represent
to himself as form outside of him-
self, and that which he is not able
to thus represent he feels as Time.
The sense of Space is the power to
represent by means of external
form. For instance, a man has an
idea or a dream. This' may be far
more real, for instance the idea of
steam in the mind of Watt, than
a firefly he can see with his space
sense of sight. But until this idea
materializes as form he does not
know that steam actually exists.

After a person rises to the height
where he sees that ideas and
dreams that are still without form
and void have all the power of
creating form, then he can say as
Jesus said, “Blessed are the meek,
for they shall inherit the earth.”
“Beware lest when you are angry
with a man in your heart you have
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already committed murder.”

The moving picture operator
finds the films in his box in the
form of flat, two-dimensional pic-
tures strung together as a connect-
ed sequence. The two-dimensional
flatness is because the pictures are
printed on two-dimensional films,
created for putting on two-dimen-
sional backgrounds.

But the moving picture films
that we find in real life are not flat,
two-dimensional films, not squares
and circles, for instance, but they
are cubes and spheres; for these
pictures are to be unfolded before
three-dimensional persons, equip-
ped with three-dimensional senses,
capable of perceiving things in a
three-dimensional world.

Were our senses capable of see-
ing things representing form in a
four-dimensional or eternal and
heavenly world, we should have
these films in an eternal, heavenly
form presented to us. But because
of the limitations of our three-
dimensional capacity of vision and
hearing, they appear before us,
therefore, in a finite form. As we
are three-dimensional beings—i.e.,
not flat but round—we have round
eyes, shaped exactly like a sphere,
and therefore the pictures are hung
up before us in round or spherical
form. That is to say, we look out
upon the world each day to find it
a round, spherical world—not be-
cause it really is that, but because
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our eyes are incapable of seeing it
in any other way. The child in the
movie house thinks the pictures re-
volving before him are not con-
nected pictures, already safely in
a box, made in advance and strung
together in sequence, but thinks
the characters on the stage are ac-
tually changing and altering the
events from time to time by their
ambition, their love, their hate,
their efforts, which he is watching
and following so closely. In a
similar way we look upon world
events as fickle, unpredictably and
hopelessly unrelated. We think this
morning is different from yester-
day because it is our birthday and
yesterday was not. We go to a play
tonight and we didn’t yesterday.
Tomorrow is Sunday because
someone ages ago made it Sunday.
We don’t know that God from the
very beginning decreed that to-
morrow was to be a rest day, and
that today was a gala day, and so
on, and that all we need to do is to
see the pictures operate in the or-
der and sequence as originally
planned for them by the Father,
resting in perfect peace and trust
and unselfish love for others, and
all will be well.

In other words, as the flat pic-
tures in the movie operator’s box
are strung together as a continuous
sequence, so the world we see as
round is not actually round at all,
but is probably shaped like an auto
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tire encircling the sun, much like
Saturn’s rings. The sun does not
move, and neither does the earth
move, Our three-dimensional con-
sciousness simply moves from
point to point in this encircling
tube, moving about it rhythmically
according to the best plan devised
by an eternal God. Even if it were
constructed in this form, our glob-
ular, three-dimensional eyes would
not comprehend it, but like cookie
cutters, would proceed to cut it up
into a series of globes which our
three-dimensional logic would in-
terpret as “motion.”

We may thus see it from all its
angles. That is the reason we can
have spring followed by summer
and summer by autumn; and night
followed by day. But, you say, if
this were true, man could stop his
consciousness and not run around
the earth in this circle, and could
stand on this stationary earth and
have it day all the time. True, he
can do that now. How? By going
to the North Arctic regions in sum-
mer and the Antarctic in winter
he would have eternal sunshine. If
he wanted eternal night he could
reverse that process. If he wants
eternal winter he could stay at eith-
er pole, or if he wants eternal sum-
mer he could stay at the equator.
Thus we move as our consciousness
moves us, and the question comes
up, are not our bodies, moved so
easily by our consciousness, noth-
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ing more than an externalized
form of perception? Indeed, are
not our bodies merely a prolonga-
tion of our consciousness?

One finds the world is static,
one finds he can have anything he
wants by fastening his conscious-
ness (i.e., his body) to the space
he wants to keep. One who rises
into the four-dimensional realm
finds that which is yet unformed
in space is actually formed in Time,
or perhaps I should say, in eter-
nity. The man who lives and moves
in the four-dimensional plane wins
the name of prophet because the
past and the future are as real to
him as the present, exactly as to the
three-dimensional mind the reality
of the equator and of the polar re-
gions exist to him in sense while
he lives in the temporal climate of
the middle sphere. That the highest
civilization has risen on the tem-
perate zone goes to prove that the
rhythmic interchange of tempera-
ture is the most suitable for our
perfect grasp of the totality of
God’s Love and Reality—i.e., that
it is best to surrender ourselves to
the sequence and order that God
has arranged for us in this seem-
ingly whirling globe, the globe
which seems to move but moves
not.

I am aware that this higher di-
mensional logic smashes at one
stroke much of our three-dimen-
sional logic. Back in the two-dimen-
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sional days when it was thought
the world was flat and that it stood
perfectly still and the sun revolved
around it, people wondered what
held the sun in its course. Then
came a day when they thought the
sun stood still and the world moved
around it, and it was wondered
what kept the sun in its course.
Now when it is discovered that
neither the sun nor the earth moves,
and that it is only our conscious-
ness that moves, there is no longer
anything to wonder about except

=
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what holds them in space in their
relative positions.

As fast as one wonder is dis-
lodged it merely gives place to an-
other and so it will be through all
eternity as we rise from one dimen-
sion of consciousness into a higher
until we can see that all things are
one, and yet all things are individu-
alized for the enjoyment and hap-
piness that will come to us when
we attain the realization of that
oneness that holds us in the eternal,
infinite, unchangeable, indestruc-
tible Love of God.

=

Christmas Dawn
Grace Wittenberger

I saw the world awake today!

I watched dawn push the night away
With opal hands, across the sky,

And heard a bird’s first waking cry.

I felt the tremor of the trees
Moving in the morning breeze,
And drank a cup of fresh, cold air—
Elixir of life, so rich and rare.

Oh, I was filled with joy supreme

As I beheld a love-filled dream

Unfold in beauty o’er the earth.

The blessing of the Christ-child’s birth!

New life awaiting at the door
Of every heart, forever more!
Awake, oh people, laugh and sing,
Behold the presence of your king!



( 1t is not the abolition of ministry but the abolition of the
passive laity that the Society of Friends has ever striven for.

Finding God Through Quaker Silence

Douglas V. Steere

ATTEND a small meeting

I[ that feels it has a large gath-
ering when it has thirty
people present. There is a persist-
ent nucleus of perhaps fifteen. We
meet together in an old meeting-
house each Sunday morning for an
hour. I know nearly everyone who
is there. I think about this meeting
for worship during the week. I
think about the people whom I
shall meet there. I often go out to
visit them during the week. On
Sunday we gather “to know one
another in that which is Eternal.”

Our meetings are made up of a
group of people gathered together
in silent prayer. The first thing that
I do is to close my eyes and then
to still my body in order to get as
far out of the way as I can. Then
I still my mind and let it open to
God in silent prayer, for the meet-
ing, as we understand it, is the
meeting place of the worshipper
with God. I thank God inwardly
for this occasion, for the week’s
happenings, for what I have
learned at His hand, for my family,
for the work there is to do, for
Himself. And I often pause to en-
joy Him. Under His gaze I search

From Christian Laymen, March, 1943,

the week and feel the piercing
twinge of remorse that comes at
this, and this, and this, and at the
absence of this, and this, and this.
Under His eyes I see again—for I
have often been aware of it at the
time—the right way. I ask His for-
giveness for my faithlessness and
ask for strength to meet this mat-
ter when it arises again. There have
been times when I had to re-weave
a part of my life under this auspice.

I hold up persons before God in
intercession, loving them under His
eyes—seeing them with Him, long-
ing for his healing and redeeming
power to course through their
lives. I hold up certain social situ-
ations, certain projects. At such a
time I often see things that I may
do in company with, or that are
related to, this person or to this
situation. I hold up the persons in
the meeting and their needs, as I
know them, to God.

But again and again before I get
this far in prayer my mind has
been drawn away by some distrac-
tion. Do these rude interruptions
destroy the silent prayer? Well,
there was a time when they did,
and there are times still when they
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interfere somewhat, but for the
most part, I think they help. Some-
times I pray the distractions direct-
ly into the prayer—“swift, hurry-
ing life of which these humming
motors are the symbol pass by at
your will—I seek the still water
that lies beneath these surface
waves,” or, “The wind of God is
always blowing but I must hoist
my sail,” and proceed with my
prayer.

When I have finished these in-
ward prayers I quietly resign my-
self to complete listening—letting
go in the intimacy of this friendly
company and in the intimacy of the
Great Friend who is always near.
I do not know what takes place
here. Often I am sure it is nothing

-at all. But there are times when a

certain slowing-down takes place, a
certain healing seems to go on, a
certain centering, a certain tender-
ing, a certain “dependence of the
mind upon God.” This, however,
may come in at any point in my
own directed prayers and take pre-
cedence over them.

Since we have no minister, all of
us have a responsibility—it is not
the abolition of ministry but the
abolition of the passive laity that
the Society of Friends has ever
striven for. One never brings any-
thing to meeting with the certain-
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ty of giving it there, but one tries
not to come empty. Under the in-
fluence of the quiet prayer and this
sense of unity in the meeting, what
light one brought is often complete-
ly set aside, or one feels that this
should be reserved for another oc-
casion, or it is made over, or new
accents, new illustrations, new sim-
plifications are effected. The mind
is often drawn to an entirely fresh
seed that unfolds itself there in the
consciousness of the worshipper.

When I feel drawn to share
something in the quiet meeting for
worship, I simply rise and say it as
briefly as I know how, seeking ever
to “keep close to the root” and to
avoid all vain and distracting or-
namentation.

After about an hour whoever
happens to be the “head” of the
meeting on that day shakes hands
with the person next to him or her
and the “rise” of the meeting has
come. Most of us linger and talk
with one another for fifteen or
twenty minutes before we leave.

Few leave without some refresh-
ment, some sensitizing, and with-
out at least a tiny nosegay of those
mountain flowers that Frances de
Sales declared to be there on the
heights waiting to be plucked by
every true worshipper.

“A grateful thought toward heaven is of itself a prayer.”—Lessing.



( Yes, my time is near, Ellen thought, surgingly. I will be like the
other women now. I will have warm beginning things in my heart,
and other children will not pass by without looking.

“She Said Her Name Was Mary”’

Ernest Buckler

HE SNOW came down

'l gently, as if Ellen were

not in pain. Ellen was not
a young woman any more, and this
was her first child. Outside the
window the snow came down white
and soundless, lingering softly in
the still air. Ellen’s eyes were moist
and bright as if they were listening
to the crowded song her fever was
singing inside her. Her hands kept
smoothing out the quilt, restlessly.
The dreamy, great-flaked Christ-
mas snow piled up deeper on the
window ledge in the quick-greying
December dusk.

There seemed to be a strange
new warmth inside the room. The
strange new warmth which comes
into every room as soon as the lamp
is lit on Christmas Eve. In the cor-
ner, the even-branched fir that Jo-
seph had brought and Ellen had
trimmed stood patient and still, but
with a kind of shining,

“You should go now, Joseph,”
Ellen said.

“But...butI can't leave you. . .
alone.”

“Yes. You better go get Mrs.

From “Yes, Joseph, There Was a Wor

Martin, Joseph. She knows what
to do.”

“But it's two miles, Ellen . . . and
you alone . . .”

“There’ll be time, Joseph . . .
there’s time enough. I'll be all right
alone.”

T'll be all right alone, Ellen
thought. She had been alone so
much. She was not a young woman
any more and she had never had a
child. Days in the kitchen when
Joseph was working in the fields
it would be so still. And even when
Joseph was there, sometimes it
would be so still in her own heart.
The listening stillness of loneliness.
The kind of loneliness which Jo-
seph, a man, could not know. And
as the years went by and there was
still no child, even her flesh seemed
to have that listening. That listen-
ing for the full music which the
flesh of women with children
seemed always to hear. And some-
times when the other women’s chil-
dren would pass her window on
their way home from the river,
without a glance, her flesh would
feel hollow and empty and old.

man; She Said Her Name Was Mary,”

Ernest Buckler. The Toronto Saturday Night, December 8, 1945, By Permission.
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But now . . . the full song of her
fever sang in her flesh, high and
jubilant.

“You should go, Joseph,” Ellen
said again. “You should go now.”

“T'll run,” Joseph said quickly.
“Tt won’t be long. T’ll run all the
way.”

And then, awkwardly, he bent
over and kissed her. Ellen felt a
sudden tightness in her throat. The
feel of Joseph’s rough cheek against
her own was strange to her. Joseph
had hardly ever kissed her before.
It was not his way.

“T’ll be all right, Joseph,” she
said softly, like a promise.

Joseph did not speak. He turned
quickly and went into the kitchen
for his coat and mittens.

And then Joseph had gone down
the road and Ellen was alone. The
minutes seemed careful and long,
piling up soundlessly and unhur-
ried like the slow-mounding snow
on the window ledge.

And then, quite suddenly, swift
tendrils of pain fanned through
her like the veining of a leaf . . . so
much stronger than any pain she
had ever felt before that she could
not even cry out.

And then she was suddenly
afraid. This must be the way it is
when you are going to die.

“Joseph!” she screamed. “Oh,
Joseph!” But there was no answer
from the still objects and the steady
lamplight in the room.
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“Maria . . .,” she prayed, broken-
ly, like a frightened child praying,
‘lMaria romt -!)

And Joseph was running down
the road, keeping straight on when
Ellen called, because he could not
hear.

Joseph was running down the
road in the dead-still night. The
kind Christmas-kindled moonlight,
latticing the road with shadows of
the spruces, lay hushed on the
trackless snow, as if the whole
world was listening. And high up
where the straight-falling snow be-
gan, the stars shone through, calm
and clear. But now the snow,
which at first had seemed to make
no difference, added its little weight
to Joseph's feet each time he lifted
them, and there was a hot taste to
his breath.

There was no light he could see
in the Martin’s house when he
came up over the hill at last and
saw it standing there . . . And then
Joseph'’s heart sank like a stone. He
noticed the sleigh tracks going out
the gate, the other way, towards
town.

Ellen did not hear the door open
but she felt the woman’s presence
in the room.

She opened her eyes and the
woman was standing there. Ellen
looked at her face. It was a patient,
slow-smiling face, the face of a
plain woman soft with remem-
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bered pain. It had a strange cast
of moonlight about it. It seemed
to be a face that Ellen remembered,
but through the shifting blur of
fever she could not seem to tell if
it was the face of a neighbor or not.
And that did not seem to matter.
There was a woman in the room
now, with a kind plain face and
woman’s hands. That was enough
to know. Now she would not die.

“Do you think I will die?”” Ellen
whispered.

“No,” the woman said, and her
voice had the quiet touch of moon-
light in it too, “You will not die.”

“I had a light feeling,” Ellen
said, “and I seemed to see so many
bright things in my mind and there
was so much pain. I thought I was
going to die.”

“But it is not like that when you
are going to die,” the woman said
gently; “there is no clamor in the
mind when you are going to die. It
is like walking into a brighter and
softer and smoother moonlight un-
til your feet no longer have any
sound as they fall. You are not
going to die.”

“But if you had not come . . .”

“You must close your eyes and
rest,” the woman said gently, “for
your time is near.”

Yes, my time is near, Ellen
thought, surgingly. The time I
have been waiting for. I will be
like the other women now. They
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will all be like sisters now. I will
have warm beginning things again
in my heart and there will be a
quiet running sound in my mind.
And when Joseph and I are old and
tired it will not be still all evening
in the kitchen when the children
come home at dusk laughing from
the river and the other children will
not pass without looking, as if no
one lived in this house.

“It’s Christmas Eve,” she said to
the woman, “isn’t it ?"”

“Yes,” the woman said, “it’s
Christmas Eve again.”

There was such a strange sort
of sadness in her voice that Ellen
looked closely at her face. And
with the sadness on it, she could
not tell if the face of this woman
was young or old. Perhaps she had
never had a child. Perhaps this was
why she was sad on Christmas Eve.
Ellen knew how a woman without
children could feel on Christmas
Eve.

“Have you ever had a child?”
Ellen said softly.

“Yes,” the woman said.

“Then you do know . . .?” Ellen
said.

“Yes, I know,” and the woman
smiled, but with the sadness still
on her face. “It was a night very
like this. There was moonlight and
quiet and the stars were very
bright. And I was alone too. But
I remember how quiet it was and
how bright the stars were. The
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stars are always bright on Christ-
mas Eve.”

“Your baby . . .” Ellen said, “did
he live?”

“Yes,” the woman said, “he
lived.” And she smiled such a
bright splendid smile then that for
a minute the moonlight sadness
seemed to go from her face like a
shadow when the light is turned
up. She looked strangely young.
She is a young woman, Ellen
thought.

“And my son will live too,” El-
len murmured. “I know it. I feel
so safe with you here. I feel safer
than I would with Mrs. Martin.
You seem to know . ..”

She looked again at the wom-
an’s face. It was so familiar . . .
in a minute she would remember

. . and yet she could not. But it
did not seem to matter that she
could not remember. . .

“You will not leave me?” Ellen
said.

“No,” the woman said, “I will
not leave you until it is over.”

And then Ellen's pain came so
sharp and sudden and great that
there seemed to be a mist on her
sight, and she could not see the
woman standing there. She could
only feel the cool moonlight of her
fingers touching her forehead.

“Maria,” Ellen prayed, “Maria.”

When Joseph came into the
house he heard the whimper of a
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child and then nothing. He started
to call Ellen’s name, but the sound
stopped in his throat because he
was afraid to test the silence. Fo1
a time he could not move.

“Is that you, Joseph?”

“Ellen!” he cried, and suddenly
the whole warm quiet night seemed
to be a friend.

He kicked the snow from his
boots and ran into the room. The
steady lamplight had not moved
from Ellen’s small face and the
Christmas tree stood in the corner
patient and still, but the waiting in
the air seemed to be broken.

“I’'m all right, Joseph,” Ellen
said softly. “It’s over.”

“Ellen . . .” he said brokenly.
“Ellen, I couldn’t get Mrs. Martin.
They were gone.”

“It’s all right. It was all right . ..
Joseph,” she whispered, “don’t you
see your son?”

“Ellen,” Joseph choked, ‘“you
were . . . alone.”

“No,” Ellen said gently, “I was
not alone. There was a woman
here. She was so kind, and I was
not afraid.”

Joseph bent over the child. He
touched its small face, and Ellen
marvelled at the gentleness of the
touch.

And then as it is sometimes when
you are climbing a high hill and the
air is fresh and clean or some chord
of music is struck or you remem-
ber a perfect moment, or see it, to
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come, suddenly . . . this moment . . .
with the slow steady lamplight and
the cosy spell of the fire, and she
and Joseph and the child there . . .
this moment ran through Ellen.
And then Joseph spoke, “But El-

T

(( I Believe—

Winter

len,” he said, “. . . there could have
been no woman here. There were
no tracks in the snow.”
I(Y LE] Ell - i
es, en said, “she was here.

I saw her. She said her name was
Mary.”

14

A Chureh Social Worker’s Creed

G. Vance McCausland

lieve in man.

I believe that man was cre-
ated in the image of a God of order.
He expects man to live an ordered
life, and He makes me sensitive to
disorder wherever I find it. At
times I may wish to run away from
the crowded, disorderly city, with
its smoke and noise, and go out in-
to the country where there are few-
er people and problems. But I know
that I cannot be content in an or-
derly part of God’s world when
there are disordered places that
need my help.

I believe that God created man
for fellowship with Himself. Like
our Maker, we are incapable of
enjoying life by ourselves. We are
concerned about our fellows. So, I
cannot relish good food when I
know that all people are not ade-
quately fed. T cannot feel secure in

J:[ BELIEVE in God and I be-

my home because all families,
through no fault of their own, are
not well-housed. I cannot enjoy the
social life about me when I see
that there are barriers of race and
class separating man from man.

I believe that man was created
in the image of a Father who wants
His children to be saved. He sent
His Son into the world to save
man. “Inasmuch as you did it to
the least of these—" is one proof
that He would share His savior-
hood with all those who would help
Him serve mankind. Therefore, I
must do everything that I can in
behalf of God’s other children.

I believe that, if T can under-
stand all this and find in this
knowledge the resources to do my
social work, I can become the hap-
piest person in the world, because
I shall be working with God in the
building of a better world.

From The Christian Advocate, Northwestern Edition, October 17, 1940,

( “Thy Will Be Done,” but it seemed
my baby would be taken from me.

God Healed My Baby

Allison Shaver Fisk

HEN my daughter was
&}&; eighteen months old, she
had a serious illness at
our home in New York City. She
had been ill for about eleven days,
her strength ebbing away. In fact,
she was so weak she could not so
much as raise her hand. While I
was with her, my faith was high.
My prayer continued, “Thy Will
Be Done.” I did what I could to
relieve the condition and knew
God’s Will would be done.

The day had arrived when we
needed sick room supplies and
there was no way to get them, ex-
cept for me to go to 125th St.
and purchase them. The moment I
left her side and started to walk
over to 8th Ave., my courage be-
gan to leave me. My faith seemed
to have failed me completely. I
kept on praying “Thy Will Be
Done,” but it seemed now to mean
that my baby would be taken from
me. I could even see her in her
coffin. What mother has not had
that experience at some time! The
tears began to flow and I could
not stop them. How I reached my
destination and made my purchases,
I'll never know.

Finally I reached the corner of
8th Ave. and 125th St., heading
home with my bundles. They were

heavy too, but my heart far heavier.
I waited for the light to change.
Then in that moment something
happened. Above the roar of traf-
fic, I distinctly heard a Voice speak-
ing. It came seemingly from a point
directly over my head. It said, “It is
never God’s Will that one of His
little ones should perish.” With it
came a warm sensation through the
top of my head, permeating the en-
tire body. I suddenly knew all
was well. My walk home was in
overwhelming joy and happiness.
My feet hardly touched the pave-
ment. Praise and thanksgiving to
my Heavenly Father took the place
of grief.

When I turned the key and
opened the door, this is what I
saw—Baby Girl dressed and sit-
ting on the floor rolling a ball with
her daddy. Her father said, in ex-
planation, “About fifteen minutes
ago she opened her eyes, stood up on
the bed dnd said she wanted to
play. I dressed her and in order
to keep her as quiet as possible I
started rolling the ball with her so
she would not run around and use
her strength.” I said, “She may
run around, for her healing has
come.” And it had come, com-
pletely, at the exact moment the
Voice had spoken.
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( Here we sce that for us to be able to forgive
is a gift, not so much our doing as God’s.

Forgive—Or Else

Allan A.

g IGHT; or failing that,
'l lightning : the world can
take its choice.” That
may have sounded too alarmist in
Carlyle’s day. It is realistic now.
Maybe our neighbors a few thou-
sand miles away aren’t yet in a po-
sition to push a button and in a
blinding flash liquidate every man,
woman and child in the United
States. But they may have that
power soomn.

We are being tested, as it seems
the whole human race is being test-
ed, to see how much we are willing
to forgive one another. It looks as
if the Eternal Compassion, which
is our ever-present judgment, were
searching and assessing us with
this question: “Do you really will
the best for your neighbor? You
don’t? Then the best that I will for
you will do you no good. Would
you be forgiven? You yourself
will have to forgive. Fellowship
with me in spite of all the evil you
have done I freely offer. But you
can’t avail yourself of that fellow-
ship unless you offer it freely to
those who have done most harm to
you.”

Jesus was not sentimental about
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the alternatives. The first thing
reported to come from his lips at
the close of the Lord’s prayer is
this seemingly ruthless and certain-
ly unambiguous either-or: “If you
forgive others when they offend
you, your heavenly Father will for-
give you, too. But if you do not
forgive others when they offend
you, your heavenly Father will not
forgive you your offenses.” (Good-
speed)

Forgive—or else. We can keep
on with our old habit of vindictive-
ness, the passion to punish and get
revenge, if we want to. We can re-
fuse to forgive. But—if we do, we
shall be missing our chance.

But is it possible, in the world as
it is today, actually to forgive?
Few in this crisis seem to believe it
is. That is because we are all more
or less sin-shocked, hypnotized by
the unspeakable things we human
beings have been blindly, horribly
doing to one another. A woman
who is probably a saint makes this
confession. When with her own
eyes she witnessed some Japanese
drugging and otherwise degrading
great numbers of Chinese on their
own soil, her first impulse was to

From Christian Century Pulpit, February, 1946.
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pray that God would send a tidal
wave to wipe out the whole Japa-
nese empire, the seventy millions
and all.

I remember the difficulty I had
a year before this last war broke
out, in Berlin. Visiting the Jewish
section with a couple of rabbis and
hearing how thirty-nine men, many
of them old men, had only a short
time before been beaten to death
by Nazis, I had a taste of the diffi-
culty of forgiving wrongdoers. A
desire to crush them began to in-
sinuate itself into my whole being
like an implacable fog of poison
gas, odorless and invisible but
deadly in its power to take posses-
sion of my will. Right then and
there a fight began, inside myself.
Would I or would I not forgive?
I can testify that even under cir-
cumstances as relatively protected
as that it is not easy. It seems to
be easy if you are not personally
hurt or if you don’t care for fellow
human beings. It most emphati-
cally is not easy if you yourself or
those you value are on the receiv-
ing end of evil.

Yet we can forgive. The good
news we get from Jesus is not that
we are depraved. It is that God’s
forgiving power can work even
through us. His will that wrong-
doers be given another chance is
able to flood through our little wills
as the tide is able to fill a creek that
opens on the sea. The world is con-

FORGIVE —

OR ELSE 15

vinced that Jesus was wrong in
this. In Dostoievsky's Brothers
Karamazov, the Grand Inquisitor,
a high ranking ecclesiastic, arrests
Jesus. Then he visits him in his
dungeon and levels against him
this complaint: “You expect too
much of men. You put too great
a responsibility upon them. That
is not love.” But that is love, the
love that God exhibiting his nature
in the great Forgiver would share
with us. Who are we to say he can-
not enable us to join with him in
his work of lifting men out of the
mire? Is he mocking us as he holds
above our head the power to for-
give, “which all our lives we shall
be trying to grow tall enough to
reach” ?

We have underestimated the pos-
sibilities of forgiveness! It is not
only more urgent than we have
thought. It is more closely knit
into the world heart of things and
into the spirit God has put within
us. That thirty-two year old ser-
geant gunner, one of Doolittle’s
captured raiders, who for forty-one
months was a prisoner of the Jap-
anese, may be a more intimate part
of the growing edge of evolution
than the newspapers suggest. While
in prison he had a direct experience
of this divine energy ‘‘that will lift
all and save all.” It was when he
opened his Testament to the chal-
lenge: “Love your enemies . . . do
good to them that hate you.” Jacob
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Deshazer answered that call. He
is now a theological student. He
plans when trained to return to
Japan where he will share with
those who were once considered
enemies his vision of the forgiving
God.

Two members of my congrega-
tion also point the way. One of
them three years ago, as boys’
leader at a week-end camp, took
aside one of the youngsters and
said: “Bill, something has to be
done about your habit of throwing
stones at the other fellows. If you
can’t think of a better plan we’ll
try this. Late this afternoon you
tell me how many times you threw
stones to hurt. Then you take this
board and hit me hard over the
palm of my hand.” The boy
couldn’t think of a better plan,
When he was called over to report
where nobody could overhear, he
confessed to seven counts against
him. The leader held out his hand.
The first three blows were so half-
hearted he shook his head. “You'll
have to hit harder. Seven times.”
The boy cried, but the leader made
him finish his part of the agree-
ment. Later, that young man car-
rying gasoline over China died in
flames, a Zero attacking his plane.
The other Sunday his grandfather
spoke from his heart to a group of
re-evacuated nisei and issei being
entertained at supper in the base-
ment of the church. “People ask
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me,” he confided, “ ‘Aren’t you bit-
ter against the Japanese now that
you know one of them killed your
boy? I answer: ‘No, that Japa-
nese boy was sent out by his gov-
ernment just as mine was sent out
by his. They were both victims.””

Of course it is hard for us to for-
give Buchenwald. But it is also
hard for Germans to forgive Dres-
den—two hundred thousand civil-
ians killed in two nights by our
bombs. It is hard for us to forgive
that death march in the Philippines.
But do you think the Japanese are
going to find it easy to forgive Hi-
roshima or Nagasaki? And yet we
can and they can. We can do it
through the power that poured
through the man on the cross cry-
ing, “Father, forgive them, they
know not what they do.”

That forgiving power touched
off a response in Stephen. Beaten
to his knees by the mob, the great
martyr dared with the audacity of
Jesus to ask God not to place full
blame upon those who were de-
stroying him. One of his lynchers
at last felt this same spiritually
radioactive force at work in the
depths of his own consciousness.
One day, while he was on a mission
mopping up Christ’s followers, it
burst forth into a blinding flash to
become the undying purpose of his
life. From Paul’s will it exploded
into other wills, from group to
group, from race to race, from cen-
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tury to century. The Christian
church today—not the front that
people mistake for the church but
the authentic, invisible church—is
a continuation of this self-repro-
ducing goodness that on the cross
answered torture with compassion,
egocentricity with truth. What a
mystery is this chain-reaction that
the forgiving spirit ever releases
into and around the world! Surely
in some strange way it is connected,
organically connected, with the res-
urrection power out of which the
church was born and out of which
we hope the human race will be
reborn.

To forgive is urgent. To forgive
is also possible. But how exactly
do you and T begin?

Perhaps our first step is to call
the sin that has to be forgiven by
its ugly name. It is treason to the
universe. It is betrayal of the dig-
nity entrusted to man. It is not to
be whitewashed or condoned.
When we truly forgive we do not
blur the difference between right
and wrong; we bring that differ-
ence into sharp focus. The cross
overcomes the darkness in men’s
wills, but first it startles us into rec-
ognizing how hideous that dark-
ness is, how much it costs the Eter-
nal to overcome. There is no use
pretending that the evil which of
late has shocked us is mere social
lag or psychology’s hesitation to
catch up with physics. It is not a
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matter only of inept statesmanship
or insufficient schooling. It is, far
more than we have dared to admit,
defiance—deliberate, voluntary, or-
ganized and inexcusable. This war
was the sympton of an infinitely
more serious disease of wills than
we have yet had the courage to con-
fess. Let us now acknowledge the
fact. What some Germans or Jap-
anese did was bad. It was mocking
God. But are they Cain, and are
we Abel ?

The moment we ask that ques-
tion, we face the second step—the
willingness to say, “Ours too is the
responsibility.” On our hands not
theirs alone is blood. We are mixed
up in it, too. There is no scape-
goat, only shared involvement. We
can’t measure our guilt accurately
over against theirs, and now we
say so. We too are under an awe-
ful judgment.

It looks as if we can’t forgive
Manila unless at the same time we
ask Nagasaki to forgive us. Sup-
pose we don’t? Won’t we be but
imitating a certain sanctimonious
person who once stood up in the
temple giving thanks that he was
not like that sinner down there who
didn’t have a leg to stand on? Had
we not better confess that we do
not have a moral leg to stand on
now that we begin to see what our
bombs and unacknowledged hate
have done?

To be aware of the harm done



