= )

Clear Horizons

__L—
u PT Winter — 1947-1948

(Complete Contents on Back Cover)

A CHILD IS BORN (A Story)

Margaret Sangster

HOW DREAMS COME TRUE
Glenn Clark

HOW TO STOP BEING SENSITIVE .

Norman Vincent Peale

BUII.D UP SPIRITUAL AWARENESS

INYOURCHILD . . . . .
Bula C. Wrisley

INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY
Austin Pardue

Poems - Meditations - Articles - Book Reviews



Among The Authors

The beautiful story by Margaret C. Sangster (p. 1) has been held waiting for
a year. Shortly after the beginning of 1947 a copy of the Salvation Army magazine
fell into our hands and the decision was unanimous that here “is a story we want our
readers” to thrill to. The article by Dr. Norman Vincent Peale (p. 21) is about
a subject which has plagued most of us from time to time. In his own down-to-earth,
helpful and understanding way Dr. Peale of Marble Collegiate Church in New York
City has created an article that only long experience and spiritual depth can produce.
Along with Dr. Smiley Blanton, Dr. Peale conducted a clinic in his church for
years. They both collaborated on the book Faith Is the Answer. Dr. Peale is also
the author of The Art of Living. Recently American Magazine carried one of his
articles. Elizabeth Searle Lamb (p. 37) has a good article that you will want to
read before the beginning of the new year. As some will remember, this is not Miss
Lamb's first appearance in Clear Horizons. The contribution of Bula C. Wrisley
(p. 41) is one of a type that should probably appear in each issue of Clear Horizons.
The big difficulty is that developing spiritual awareness in the child is not the easiest
subject to write about. Unfortunately so many people know so little about it that it
is allowed to “grow like Topsy” until young manhood and womanhood when adults
feel something ought to be done about it. Adults feel they know more about how to
approach the subject to young adults. More and more we are realizing that “as the
twig is bent so is the tree.” It is encouraging that more and more attention is being
devoted to this extremely important phase of spiritual development. Winfred
Rhoades (p. 43) has written such a good story that we have broken one of our
rules—that of not having more than one story in an issue. The rule was broken not
simply because of the quality of the story but because we felt it was a good story for
anyone to read at the beginning of a new year, Lippincott printed a revised edition of
Mr. Rhoades’ book, The Self You Have to Live With, this fall.

Some inquiries were made concerning the poem “Recompense” which appeared in
the last issue. The author, to the best of our knowledge, obtained from a reader, seems
to be Owen Seaman (London, 1861-1936) and the original title was “The New
Day.” Mr. Frey of 1355 Greenleaf Avenue, Chicago, has set the words to music
which has been praised by music critics. The article by Evelyn Bull in the last
issue originally appeared in the February 22, 1947, issue of The New Life Magazine.
Our error in acknowledging this source.
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([ Her voice had a strange caressing note in it,

“You're the father of a son, Joe.”

“A Child Is Born”

Margaret C. Sangster

HE car fought its way

| through the driving snow—

it was like a live thing, pant-

ing and struggling. The man at the

wheel kept brushing at the wind-

shield, but the snow was sticking

to the outside, not the inside, so
the gesture was futile.

“Darling,” asked the woman,
“isn’t there any town at all? Aren't
there any houses at all ?”

The man told her, “No—no,
there aren’t any houses. I must
have taken the wrong turn at the
crossroads.”

“How far back are the cross-
roads?” There was an involuntary
catch in her voice.

The man told her, “Five miles.
Five long miles.” And the woman
said, “Then we’d better keep on.
If we have to go back five miles it
might be—" she broke off—"And
even then we wouldn’t be sure!”

The man brushed again at the
windshield. “I’ll have to stop the
car,” he muttered. “I'll have to get
out and scrape some of the snow
away from the glass . . . Darling, do
you feel ghastly?”

“I've felt—better,” said the
woman. She tried, gallantly, to
laugh and didn’t quite manage it.

The man said, “It isn’t fair—this
shouldn’t be happening to you.
You've always been so sweet and
uncomplaining. You've asked so
little of life—" he groaned—“We
should have stayed where we were.
We shouldn’t have come up to the
city at a time like this.”

“You thought you'd find work
in the city,” said the woman. “And
we didn’t know that things were
going to happen ahead of schedule.”

The man stopped the car—it
skidded a trifle in the snow. He
said, “This is Christmas Eve—

From The War Cry, December 21, 1946. 79 N. State Street, Chicago, Ill. Used

by permission of the publisher,
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swell Christmas Eve!” And sud-
denly, as if it were photographed
on his eyelids he saw a line from
a Book. It was a line that he’d read
first when he was a little kid going
to Sunday school. “And all went
to be taxed, everyone into his own
city”—that was the line, He said
aloud and protestingly, “But it
isn’t my own city!” and his wife
queried, “What are you talking
about, dear?”’ He couldn’t answer
her.

Snow scraped away from the
windshield, the car started again—
ploughing its way, shuddering and
gasping, through a driving wilder-
ness of white. The woman moved
closer to the man on the front seat
—the face she turned in his direc-
tion was as white as the drifting
snowflakes.

“Let’s talk about nice things,”
she said. “Last spring when the
apple trees were in bloom, and last
summer when you got that job har-
vesting wheat, and the wheat fields
were like a sea of gold and—" She
shuddered involuntarily—and the
man felt the shudder against his
own body and asked, “Is it getting
worse 7"’

“A little,” said the woman. “Yes,
a little.” All at once her voice rose.
“Joe,” she gulped, “Joe—look.
There ahead—Ilights, darling. Quite
a few lights, Joe. Maybe it’s a
hotel or—or a hospital I

The man said, “I don’t care what
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it is, as long as it's a roof over you
and warmth and help.”

The man didn’t speak, until he
had stopped the car in front of a
short flight of steps which led up to
a wide veranda. He said, then—
very gently—“You stay here,
honey, while I ring the bell.” And
the woman slumped back as he
climbed out of the car. The steps
were slippery but he made them in
two leaps—he punched at the bell
with a hand that shook, and after a
moment the door was opening.

A middle-aged man stood in the
doorway. His shoulders were bent
—his silhouette, seen against the
lights of the hall, was discouraged.
“Yes,” he asked, “What do you
want P’

Joe told him, “I—I—we want—
shelter. My wife’s ill, and I missed
the turn somehow—we’d been told
that there was a hospital quite near
—but I took the wrong road. May
I bring my wife into the house?”

The middle-aged man told him,
“I'm sorry. There’s no room.”

Once again a sentence photo-
graphed itself into the young man’s
mind. “Because there was no room
for them at the inn,” he read
against his eyelids. He asked aloud,
“Is this a hotel or—or a boarding
house 7"

The middle-aged man showed
signs of impatience. “No,” he said,
“my wife and I live here alone.”

The young man’s mouth came
slightly open. His eyes widened
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with astonishment. “But it’s a huge
house,” he said. “And you told me
there was no room!”

As if he couldn't avoid making
a reply the middle-aged man spat
out, “There’s no room in this house
for anything except one man and
one woman—and sadness. My wife
hasn’t wanted guests—she hasn't
even wanted servants since John-
nie was killed. She just wants to
sit at an empty hearth and nurse
her sorrow, and I—sit beside her.”

A voice sounded from the car. Tt
was a voice laced with agony. “Joe,
Joe,” called the voice, “may I go
inside soon? It's—it's getting
dreadful, dear, Won’t you carry me
inside?”

The middle-aged man asked,
“What's wrong with her?”

And the young man told him,
“She’s going to have a baby. Any
minute now, I'm afraid. We were
on our way to the city—I've been
out of work quite a while—I
thought I could get work in one of
the factories, and there are free
maternity centers in the city, and
it wouldn’t matter if I had to sleep
on a park bench, if she were taken
care of. But late this afternoon
when we were already on the road
we realized that things were hap-
pening and we were directed to—"
he broke off—“But I've told you
how it was. This is the only house
we've passed since we left the
crossroads . . . You've got to help
us out.”
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The man said, “I think my wife
would crack up completely—lose
her mind, I mean, completely—if I
brought people into the house to-
night. Christmas Eve used to be
such a gay time with us when John-
nie was alive.” He paused—went
on, “But, look,” he added abrupt-
ly, “There’s an apartment in the
barn—kitchenette and everything.
We made the barn over into a
garage and fixed an apartment for
the chauffeur. I haven't had a
chauffeur since my wife stopped
wanting to go out in the car.” He
broke off. “T’ll drive down to the
barn with you,” he said.

Lines again coming up out of the
pages of the Book. Not irreverent-
ly—but with a curious sharp defi-
nition. “And laid Him in a man-
ger,” stood out in italics—“In a
manger.” A manger was part of a
barn, wasn’t it, even though the
barn had been remodeled into a
garage?

Back in the car again, driving
slowly past the lighted house, stop-
ping in front of a dark shape that
loomed through the falling flakes.
The middle-aged man, who had
climbed into the back seat, climbed
out again and unlocked the barn
door. He touched an electric switch
and there were lights in the dark
place—lights just as there had been
in the big house, and Joe saw a
rich car standing on blocks and a
narrow flight of stairs leading up-
wards. The middle-aged man told
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Joe, “I'll go ahead—and put on
lights. The bed’s unmade, but
there’s bedding in the closet, and
blankets . . . Can you carry your
wife or will you need help?”

Joe said briefly, “I can carry
her.” He spoke to the girl and she
whispered, “I'll be all right now
that T have shelter. But do send for
a doctor, please—" her voice was
only a thread—"if we can afford a
doctor.” .

The middle-aged man said,
“Don’t worry about affording.” He
was halfway up the stairs and more
lights switched on, and the young
couple saw a comfortable room
with a gas heater and a bed and a
couch and chairs. And then the
middle-aged man was taking a re-
ceiver from a hook, was giving a
number to an operator. He said a
few words into the phone and re-
placed the receiver.

“We're out of luck,” he said
speaking slowly, “There’s only one
doctor in this township and he’s
occupied with an acute appendix
case.”

The girl moaned. The young
man murmured something under
his breath—that might have been
a prayer. The middle-aged man
gnawed at his underlip.

“I don’t know what to do,” he
said. “We should have a doctor or
another woman or—but my wife
would be useless—"” he stopped
short, for a woman’s voice was
calling from below.
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“You went out, Henry,” called
the voice. “You left the door open
and I heard a car and saw lights
come up here in the garage.” A
woman with haunted eyes stepped
into the room.

The older man started to speak,
but couldn’t, so the younger man
took over. “My wife’s ill,” he said.

“What’s she doing out here?”
the woman questioned.

The young man told her, “Your
husband said there wasn’t room in
the house,” and the middle-aged
man spoke up as if in his own de-
fense.

“I told them there wasn’t room,
in the house, for any guest but
sadness,” he said, “since Johnnie
died.”

And the woman’s face grew thin-
ner and very weary, and she said,
“My boy was an aviator. He was
killed almost two years ago. His
plane crashed.”

And the young woman on the
bed whispered, “I hope my boy
never has to go through—a war.”

And the older woman asked,
“Your boy?”

And the girl on the bed moaned ;
her lashes fluttered down against
white cheeks, and the woman said,
swiftly, “I hadn’t realized. Henry,
phone for the doctor.”

When the middle-aged man
rasped, “There isn’t a doctor to be
had,” she told him, “Go back to
the house, bring more blankets and
a dozen or so sheets and a kettle so
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that T can boil water on the stove
in the kitchenette.”

The middle-aged man asked, in-
credulously, “You mean you’re go-
ing to help out?” and the woman
said, as if she were speaking to a
stupid child, “Of course, what else
could I do in a case like this but
help out?”

Hours passing . . . Two men—
one middle-aged man, one young
man, sitting on the running board
of a luxury car which waited, pa-
tiently, on blocks. The hands of
the watch on the middle-aged man’s
wrist had come together cutting
the night in half, when the baby’s
first thin wail broke the stillness.
The younger man started up; the
older man forced him down again.

“My wife’ll call you,” he said,
“when you can see—your wife. It’s
been a miracle the way she’s
snapped out of her—preoccupation.
It’s the first interest she’s shown
in anything. Maybe—" his voice
broke—*"all she needed was to help
somebody. To—be needed.”

The young man asked, “Did you
hear it?”” All at once his body was
shaken with sobs. “I don’t know
what we’ll do next,” he said. “But
at least the baby’s here.”

' The older man spoke almost
gruffly. “My wife’ll be making
calls, taking up the old routine of
existence. We'll need a chauffeur.
Maybe there’s something your wife
can do to help out, around the
house, when she’s better. Sewing—
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or stuff. And the baby could be in
the house with my wife and my
wife could make over it—and play
with it—she loved Johnnie so, when
he was a baby.”

The phone was ringing upstairs.
Joe sat with his head in hands cry-
ing quietly. The phone stopped
ringing and the middle-aged man
looked expectantly toward the
stairs. In a moment his scrutiny
was rewarded for a woman ap-
peared, coming down.

“Don’t stare at me, Henry,” she
said briskly to her husband. “That
was the doctor. He's finished with
the appendix—he’ll be here in a
little while.” She crossed the floor
of the barn, now a garage, and laid
her hand on the young man’s quiv-
ering shoulders. “She’s going to be
all right,” she told him. “Every-
thing’s going to be all right. You
can see her in a few minutes, Joe.
You're—" her voice had suddenly
ceased to be brisk, it had a strange
caressing note in it. “You're the
father of a son, Joe.”

The young man’s body quivered
as if he’d been flicked with a whip
—how could such a caressing voice
have that effect? Perhaps because
a spirit, stretched to the breaking
point, is wary even of kindness!
He covered his eyes with his hands
and against the palms of his hand
he saw glowing words printed
clearly. “Unto us,” he read, “a
Child is born. Unto us a Son is
given.”

»



(I “The prayer of faith can save the sick.”

Cancer Healed by Prayer

Anonymous

story of my healing through
prayer when I was about
twenty-two.

I was living in Florida in pioneer
days—no roads and no saw mills,
only forests, sand, log cabins, popu-
lation totally illiterate,

We bought a small saw mill oper-
ated by water and sawed lumber
and built a home and also a chapel
in memory of my father. I set up
a school, paid all expenses and had
about forty little children who
came long distances on horseback
and in “buck-boards.”

One morning I discovered I had
what I thought was an ulcerated
sore throat. The soreness began at
the root of my tongue and continued
to spread.

My stepmother who lived in
Apopka wrote and urged me to
come to her as an eminent physi-
cian from Scotland was there for
the winter. About this time a fam-
ily had moved down from Tennes-
see and the lady was a devoted
Christian. She offered to teach my
school and T went.

My tongue continued to get

=

}[ AM moved to tell you the

worse and the doctor pronounced
it “epithelioma” (skin cancer). In
course of time I could neither speak
nor eat and lived by swallowing hot
liquids. The doctor sent for my
husband as I was fated to choke to
death in a short time.

Meanwhile, the lady who was
teaching my school had announced
to the children that I was very ill
but that the Bible told us “the
prayer of faith can save the sick
and the Lord will raise them up”
and if they would all pray three
times a day for me I would be well.
The little children accepted her
statement absolutely and everyone
of the forty faithfully prayed three
times a day.

My husband arrived on Satur-
day. Early Sunday morning the
doctor came to my bedside. He said,
“Open your mouth.” When I did

he caught my husband by the arm -

and said, “Good God Almighty,
look at that!” My tongue was per-
fectly clean and looked as if it had
been burned and healed.

I have never had the slightest
recurrence of the disease. “God
works in a mysterious way His
wonders to perform.”

=

You cannot shut out the witness of God.—Corbett Bishop.

( The power of the individual himself to unite
himself with the infinite universe around him.

How Dreams Come True
Glenn Clark

son to realize that he does not

have to make anything, that
everything is already made. All he
has to do is to bring it into ex-
pression.

It is very easy to understand that
man does not have to make coal.
All he needs to do is to dig it up
from under the earth. He does not
make oil. He merely sinks shafts
and lets it spurt up. He does not
have to make corn. It lies in the
soil under his feet, just as does
the coal. Scratch the soil, cultivate
it, and the corn will come up and
feed him.

To get that which is already pre-
pared and bring it out so we can
use it depends upon one thing and
one thing only: proper alignment.
Sink a shaft for the coal and get an
elevator constructed in such a way
that it can move easily up and
down—and need make no turn or
twist in its journey—and you have
the alignment necessary to bring
the coal to the surface. Sink a pipe
to the oil supply—straight and sure
—and you need do nothing more.
The oil brings itself up. Sink a well
to an artesian water supply and it,
too, rises to the surface. Put seeds
into the right soil and up they come

‘J‘[ T IS A hard thing to get a per-

to serve us. Beyond keeping the
soil in shape we need do nothing
else.

Is not that equally true of physi-
cal, mental and spiritual riches as
well as material?

A missionary told me of hiring
a coolie who carried a two hundred
pound trunk on his back twelve
miles for twenty-five cents. And
with no apparent fatigue! How
could he do it? He centered the
trunk, poised it on his back in such
a way as to get the center of weight
over the center of his balance.
Proper alignment was the secret!

In other words—the “easy way”
is always the best way.

Records are broken every year in
athletic contests. How are they
done? By some athlete securing a
new and more perfect alignment
of his muscular body or more per-
fectly working out an old and well-
known method of alignment. And
the better alignment is always the
easier way and the happier way.
Find the right alignment in every
form of work, no matter how much
drudgery it was before, and we
make it all play. That is indeed
more true of the mental realm than
of the physical. Edison’s and Bur-
bank’s and Ford’s productions were

(]



8 CLEAR HORIZONS

due entirely to their gift of getting
in the right alignment to their tasks.
And did ever any men get more
fun out of their work than they?
Edison expressed the sentiment of
them all when he said, “I never
did a day’s work in my life. It was
all play because I put my imagina-
tion into it.”

Indeed, the instrument par ex-
cellent for putting one’s self into
proper alignment with intellectual
and spiritual undertakings is the
imagination. Little children put
their imagination into everything
they do. Therefore Jesus gave the
whole law of alignment when he
commanded us to turn and become
as a little child if we want to ex-
perience the Kingdom of heaven
here and now.

The strength of Hercules is hid-
den within the folds of the being of
nearly every man who ever lived,
and if the need should call and call
loudly enough all the subsconsious
laws of his nature and all his primi-
tive, unspoiled instincts would sud-
denly assert themselves and com-
bine together to force him into such
perfect alignment that he would
have the strength of ten men. Men
have been known under sudden
fear to leap walls they never could
scale under ordinary circumstance,
or fight off beasts they could never
have confronted before. Brown
Landone had no use of his legs un-
til his home took fire when he was
seventeen years old, and he ran in

Winter

and out carrying things to safety.
Unfortunately, our modern civil-
ization has run counter to many of
these great laws of physical align-
ment and has all but starved our
instincts that bring such physical
alignments into the fore.

They say that the effort and pain
required to bring a child to birth
is equal to climbing to the top of
Pikes Peak with a nail in the foot,
where every step is a step of
anguish. And yet every year weak,
frail women accomplish this feat
of child-bearing who would faint
halfway up Pikes Peak and never
be able to complete the climb.
Why ? Because a woman is so con-
stituted physically by nature that
she can throw herself into the per-
fect rhythm necessary for bearing
a child and cannot do so to climb a
mountain. She is also in alignment
spiritually because she is doing this
not for herself but for another, and
hence Love enters in.

Thus we see that:

Rhythm is the key to proper
alignment physically.

Imagination is the key to proper
alignment mentally, and Love is
the key to proper alignment spirit-
ually.

Indeed, the word “Grace,” ap-
plied spiritually and mentally as
well as physically, might cover all
these terms. Rhythm gives physical
grace; imagination gives mental
grace ; and Love is the grace of the
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Spirit mentioned by Paul. “By
grace are ye saved.” Indeed, Grace
as Paul used it means nothing more
or less than putting one’s whole
self in complete alignment with the
Spirit and letting the blessing of
salvation rest upon one, as con-
trasted with the tedious drudgery
of earning salvation by the sweat of
the brow through observing every
rule of the law.

Moreover, these three fields are
not partitioned off in separate com-
partments, but are all different
gradations of the same great real-

=

HOW DREAMS COME TRUE

9

ity—the power of the individual to
unite himself harmoniously with
the infinite universe around him,
and with the infinite universal laws
within him.

Love is the instrument God has
given man to experience his har-
monious relationship with his fam-
ily and friends and, as his love
grows, to experience oneness with
God and all mankind. Such a man
develops marvellous strength of
character. He becomes irresistible
and unconquerable.

=

An Old Chinese Woman Speaks
Edna Anne Hall

What right have you, what right have you, I say
To turn your head and look the other way ;

To hold your nose; to draw aside your gown;

To shudder once, quite delicately and frown ?

What right have you, what right have you, T say,

Who never lacked for silver that would pay

For dainties . . . cakes of sesame . . . a chicken, richly glazed
The golden wine . . . so elegantly up-raised ?

I turn my little cash in grimy hand.

I too, have known rare silks and silver bands
For bracelets . . . lovely jade for throat.

My last, small cash I draw from dirty coat.

It will not buy good meat, nor warming wine,

Nor bowl of rice. A jug of water, warmed and I shall dine
On steaming tea. Tomorrow’s food? I think but of today.
But you will eat! W hat right have you, I say?



( As with many of us, Peter’s awakening
came while he was in meditation.

Pioneering In Tolerance

Annie S. Greenwood
Read Chapters Nine and Ten in the Book of Acts

OLERANCE of color and

I creed is fundamental in the

Christian doctrine but par-
ticularly difficult to observe in prac-
tical application. The aristocracy
of supposed superiority drenched
the world in “blood and sweat and
tears” through the recent war
years but the lesson seems not yet
to be learned. Why those of one
race or religious belief should con-
sider themselves better than others
has never been adequately ex-
plained though it has persisted for
ages.

In this democratic age such in-
tolerance should be banished from
our consciousness but it appears to
be as deeply rooted as it was in
those early Christian pioneers who
shuddered at the thought of shar-
ing their Gospel with the Gentiles.
It took something entirely out of
the ordinary to convince even
Jesus’ followers that they were not
the sole inheritors of the Good
News.

Notwithstanding Simon Peter’s
hard and humble life as a fisher-
man, evidently he was sure that as
a Hebrew he was superior to the
hated Gentiles. Three years of close
companionship with the Master,
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that Prince of Democracy, had not
been enough to make him see the
equality of all mankind. The back-
ground of race consciousness, Jew-
ish history, the Law and the
Prophets as interpreted by leaders
in the Temple and synagogues, the
oppression under which his people
lived and the bitter but necessarily
silent inward rebellion against their
national servitude—all these com-
bined to make Peter, like others of
his race, hostile and smug in the
complacency of superiority.

As is the case with many of us,
Peter’s awakening came while he
was in meditation. On the house-
top of Simon, the tanner, by the
seaside, down at Joppa, he com-
muned with God and the vision of
the sheet full of animals let down
from above came to him, with the
command, “Rise, Peter, kill and
eat.” Awaiting the noonday meal,
Peter was hungry, and therefore
more vulnerable to the lure of food.
He must have been tempted to obey
the voice, even while priding him-
self on being able to withstand the
temptation. He would not break
the Mosaic law and defile himself
with “anything common and un-
clean.”
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It took three commands to make
Peter understand that here was a
lesson to be learned. His conscious-
ness of Hebrew spiritual aristoc-
racy had to give way to inter-racial
democracy, a lesson in tolerance
which he learned a few minutes
later when the messengers from the
Roman officer at Caesarea came
looking for him.

That tenth chapter of Acts gives
us the thrilling story of this first
ministry to the Gentiles, Peter’s
triumph over a lifetime of exclu-
siveness.

In chapter nine, however, the
story of Saul's experience on the
road to Damascus, with authority
to persecute the believers, we find
an even more dramatic event. Here,
instead of a humble fisherman, we
find a brilliant and eminent scholar
—cultured, punctilious in every de-
tail of religious ceremony, proud
of his knowledge and observance
of the Scriptures, arrogant and
haughty, devoted to every precept
of the Law and the Prophets. It
took more drastic means to drive
home to his consciousness an
awareness of the tolerance he need-
ed. The physical blindness he suf-
fered temporarily might seem but
a symbol to show him how utterly
blind he had been spiritually in his
enthusiasm to carry out what he
pridefully thought was his duty in
destroying the people of “The
Way.” Not only was his name
changed but his ideas, his interests,
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his activities and his whole life
were changed.

Paul became the great travelling
missionary to the Gentile world.
Later, when he obeyed the call,
“Come over into Macedonia and
help us,” he turned the tide of
Christian civilization to the West
instead of the East—to Europe
rather than to the Orient. We, in-
heritors of European culture, are
the beneficiaries of Paul’s spiritual
democracy. From his example, to
which we owe so much, can we not
cultivate more of that tolerance
which the world so needs today ?

When Peter was attempting to
vindicate himself for going to the
centurion’s home, teaching and bap-
tizing those who were not of the
Jewish faith, he said, “God is no
respecter of persons.” Today we
accept that assertion and yet too
often object to persons of different
color or creed who come into our
neighborhood, especially if they
wish to buy property. In many resi-
dential districts people of races, be-
liefs, color and customs different
from ours are specifically barred or
else made so uncomfortable that
they have to leave. In industry,
trades and professions the same
discrimination often prevails,. We
are led to wonder how much was
gained by World War II. Was the
idea of Aryan supremacy merely
transplanted from Germany to
America ?

Probably the great majority of
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us are tolerant, kindly and passive-
ly democratic in our attitude to-
ward Negroes, Jews, Italians,
Greeks, Orientals and other peoples
who look for freedom under the
Stars and Stripes, and have a right
to find it. There is a minority, how-
ever, vociferous and active, who
fan the flames of prejudice and hate
in regard to those whom they con-
sider outside the social pale. Even
though this minority may be small,
its influence is formidable; it con-
stitutes a serious menace to true
Americanism and Christianity.
Let us learn more fully from
the example of Peter and Paul,
those heroic pioneers of tolerance.

&

Unless we do, this God-given coun-
try of ours may cease to be the
melting pot of the world. It may
become only one more decadent
nation, harassed by discriminations
and torn by internal strife, losing
its opportunity to prove to civiliza-
tion the blessing of equality for all
—a democracy where government
of, by and for the people is not only
a slogan but a veritable fact. Toler-
ance for us is much easier than it
was for those pioneers of two thou-
sand years ago, but does our con*
duct prove that we actually possess
and practice it? Let us seriously
ask ourselves, not resting until we
can answer it worthily.

2

His Birthday
Maud Mero Doolittle

O softly, softly, let us walk
Into the Christmastide

And from an ever widening world
Draw near the manger-side.

Remembering the reverence
Of that first Christmas night,
When holy angels bowed above
So beautiful a sight.

New peace was there and quietude;
And, hovering over all,

Only the sweetest notes of song
Might gently, gently fall.

Then angel voices, too, were hushed
When Mary touched His hand
And prayed the sudden wordless prayer

That mothers understand.

({ Our delight in the old, familiar
carols is greater than ever.

What Is Your Favorite Carol?

James Aldredge

ODAY the waits no longer
u go singing from door to door
as they did in “merrie Eng-
land,” but our delight in the old,
familiar carols is greater than ever.
The following group may possibly
bring back memories of your first
Sunday School entertainment
where Santa arrived with jingling
sleigh bells and a huge sack of
presents. At least it should include
vour favorite carol.

I

Silent night, holy night,

All is calm, all is bright;

Round yon Virgin Mother and

Chald !
Holy Infant, so tender and
mild,

Sleep in heavenly peace,

Sleep in heavenly peace.

The Rev. Joseph Mohr wrote
these words on Christmas Eve in
1818, and he persuaded his good
friend, Franz Gruber, the organist
of his little church in the Austrian
Alps, to write a tune. The carol
was first sung by the two men on
Christmas Day to a guitar accom-
paniment, as the bellows of the
church organ had been eaten away
by mice. Later, when the organ
mender came from the Zillertal, the
first piece he heard Gruber play,

after the instrument was repaired,
was the lovely melody. The visitor
did not forget the song, but car-
ried it back to his valley in the
Tyrol where the four Strasser
children, hearing it, quickly added
it to their repertoire and sang it all
over Europe. Of later years, an-
other popular singer, Madame
Schumann-Heink, always sang it
over the radio on Christmas Eve.

II
O little town of Bethlehem,
How still we see thee lie!
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep
The silent stars go by;
Vet in thy dark streets shineth
The everlasting Light;
The hopes and fears of all the years
Are met in thee tonight.

This is the best known carol ever
written by an American. The au-
thor, Bishop Phillips Brooks, was
a young rector, beginning his min-
istry in Philadelphia, when he
wrote it in December, 1868 for the
children of his Sunday School. It
is said that his superintendent and
organist, Lewis H. Redner, came
to him for a Christmas poem. “If
you write it, we shall call it ‘St.
Philips,”” Mr. Redner jokingly
added. “But you will have to write
a tune,” said Brooks, “and then

13
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we'll call it ‘St. Louis.”” And that
is the name by which the familiar
melody is known today !

11

Good King Wenceslas looked oul
On the Feast of Stephen,
When the snow lay round about,
Deep, and crisp, and even;
Brightly shone the moon that night,
Though the frost was cruel,
When a poor man came in sight,
Gath'ring winter fuel.

When a certain bishop of the
Church of England lost patience
with Rev. John Mason Neale and
shelved him in an obscure post as
warden of an almshouse at a pit-
tance of $135 a year, he no doubt
thought he had heard the last of
the young curate who was sus-
pected of pro-Catholic leanings.
But for Neale, it proved a golden
opportunity. In his leisure he had
the time to rummage around
among old parchments and bring
to light the forgotten hymns of the
early Christian church, many of
which he translated into English.
Today church hymnals hold plenty
of his translations. “Good King
Wenceslas” was translated from
the Latin, the original being an
ancient Bohemian carol.

IV
Hark! the herald angels sing,
“Glory to the new-born King;
Peace on earth, and mercy mild ;
God and sinners reconciled.”
Joyful, all ye nations, rise

Join the trivanph of the skies;
With angelic hosts proclaim,
“Christ is born in Bethlehem!”

Any writer who could produce
six thousand poems in a lifetime
must have been a dynamo of human
energy. But hymn-writing was
only a sideline for Charles Wesley.
Like his bother, John, the founder
of Methodism, he rode all over
England, and he also held the posi-
tion of organist at St. George's
Church in London for many years.
When he came to his house on his
little gray horse, he would have
hardly dismounted before he would
cry out, “Pen and ink! Pen and
ink!” He had to put down on paper
the hymn he had just composed ! It
is said that Wesley's lovely carol
was inspired by the sound of peel-
ing bells as he walked to church
on a Christmas morning.

v
O come, all ye faithful, jovful and
triumphant,
O come ve, O come ye to Bethle-
hem ;
Come and behold Him, born the
King of angels!
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, Christ
the Lord!

To this day nobody knows who
wrote the words and music of
what is probably the most popular
of all Christmas carols! The orig-
inal Latin version, “Adeste
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Fideles,” was first published in
England in 1751 as part of a col-
lection compiled by Father John
Francis Wade, priest of a private
chapel in Lancashire. How endur-
ing was its appeal may be gathered
from the fact that over forty dif-
ferent translators have tried their
hands at rendering it into English.
The lines now commonly sung
were translated by Canon Frederick
Oakley, who fell under the influ-
ence of John Henry Newman while
a student at Oxford and who, like
him, turned Catholic.

VI

In the bleak mid-winter,
Frosty wind made moan,

Earth stood hard as iron,
Water like a stone;

Snow had fallen, snow on snow,
Snow on snow,

In the bleak mid-winter,

Long ago.

The author of this lovely carol,
so perfect in its simplicity, was one
of the strangest geniuses in Eng-
lish literary history. As her father
had been a revolutionist in Italy
and had narrowly escaped the fir-
ing squad, Christina Rossetti grew
up in a London home where fierce
political arguments took place every
night between her parent and his
friends. But the daughter’s poetry
showed small interest in such
things. Living in an other-worldly
sphere of her own imagination and
steeped in mysticism, she became

so devoted to her religion that she
turned down two proposals of mar-
riage. By the time she was thirty-
two, she had become a confirmed
invalid. This carol is only one of
many poems that reveal the inten-
sity of her religious feeling.

VII

It came wpon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending mear the
earth,
To touch their harps of gold:
“Peace on the earth, good will to
men,
From heaven's all-gracious
King.”
The world in solemn stillness lay,
To hear the angels sing.

Perhaps only a man brought up
on a farm and used to the wide,
star-lit sky could have written this
carol. In truth, Edmund Hamilton
Sears was just such a country boy,
having been born among the Berk-
shire hills of New England. He
worked hard and after getting a
college education, tried first the law
and then teaching, finally winding
up as a Unitarian clergyman. Sears
was regarded as one of the most
brilliant scholars of his day. City
churches tried to lure him from his
rural pulpit, and his religious
works commanded wide attention.
Yet, today he is remembered for
only his Christmas hymns—the one
above and “Calm on the Listening
Ear of Night.”



([ It depends on you as to whether or not you are happy.

Happiness Comes From the Inside
Ruby Dell Baugher

APPINESS has never
H been found by running af-

ter it. Maybe you are say-
ing, “When I am through college,
I shall be happy.” Or, “When I am
married to Bill (or Mary) and in
my own home, I shall be happy.”
Or, you may be thinking, “Just let
me have a business I can call my
own, or let me be the author of a
book that is a best seller, then I
shall be happy.” You may be hap-
py with any of these achievements
but if so, you will be happy because
you could have found some meas-
ure of happiness without them.
Happiness comes from the inside.

Those who think happiness can
be found in pleasure are facing dis-
appointment—if the pleasure is de-
pendant on something outside of
themselves. Whoever finds himself
happy on a picnic, a walk in the
park, at a party, has taken his hap-
piness along with him. Licentious-
ness and debauchery, any unre-
strained behavior that ruins either
health or character, is out of the
question. Hear Lord Byron, after
resorting to wild living, say as he
was leaving this life, ““The worm,
the canker, and the grief are mine
alone.”

No one has ever found happi-
ness in money. There is not enough
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wealth in all the world to buy it.
Hear the great American million-
aire, Jay Gould, at the end of his
days, “I suppose I am the most
miserable man on earth.”

Fame has never brought happi-
ness. If there are any famous indi-
viduals who are happy, it is because
they had formed the habit of hap-
piness while they were unknown.
Even Solomon, with all his wis-
dom, could not bear fame. Hear
Disraeli closing his brilliant career
with, “Youth is a mistake, manhood
a struggle, and old age a regret.”
Neither he nor Solomon carried his
happiness with him. It was not
waiting for them when they reached
their high positions.

No one who ever reached mili-
tary glory has found happiness
ready to greet him at the top of the
ladder ; the only real happiness on
the top rung has been that which
he brought up with him from the
bottom rung. Hear Alexander the
Great weeping in his tent because
“there are no more worlds to con-
quer.”

No one has ever lived to find
happiness in unbelief. Going against
the very nature of life by denying
the Creator of it destroys all the
qualities that are necessary for hap-
piness. He whose life is rooted in
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material things cannot have a feel-
ing of security. How can work and
play benefit one who is devoid of
faith and generosity ? Voltaire, the
most famous of unbelievers, said
at the end of his life, “T wish T had
never been born.”

Are you happy? Not unless the
part of you that believes, considers,
reflects is lined up for happiness.
A far wiser and older Source than
I has said that as you think, so you
are. Therefore, happiness comes
from the inside; it depends alto-
gether on you as to whether or not
you are happy. To be happy, the
center of your character must be
motivated by Him Who said, “Your
heart shall rejoice and your joy
no man taketh from you.”

There are certain qualities that
are essential to happiness, The per-
sonality that is capable of being
happy must have faith, apprecia-
tion, generosity, and love—must
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lose itself in God. Think of the
most radiant life you have ever
known and at once you remember
that all four of these characteristics
were prevalent. They had to be
there ; one must be able to live with
himself as well as with others if
he would be happy. And there must
be work, the kind that harms no
one. The street cleaner who does
his work well with faith, apprecia-
tion, generosity, and love in his
soul is bound to be happy—the
same as the greatest bridge builder
who ever lived, or the greatest art-
ist, or the head of a mighty gov-
ernment. Work, however humble,
is an outward expression of what is
inside.

“Blessed (happy) are the pure
in heart.” Everyone wants happi-
ness. And it all depends on what
is on the inside, for happiness
comes from within.

=

God Was There

Toki Inouye

I looked around from where 1 stood,
Saw earth, saw sky and sea—
And through it all the timelessness

Of God’s infinity—

Saw all the worlds in vision pass,
In tumult, pain and fear—

But through it all, the patient Love
Of God shone steady, clear.



