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The article by Lew Holston (p. 38) which very forcefully argues the necessity
for a Peace Department in our government took on added interest as this issue went
to press. On August 9th an article appeared in a local newspaper to the effect that
Congress had appropriated $2,500,000 for the purchase of the Del Monte Hotel in
Monterey, California, and $28,750,000 for additional structures to create an “An-
napolis of the West.” This is the culmination of thirty years of effort by western
congressmen. The reason given for this establishment is that a “two ocean” navy
needs the additional training facilities. With this drift in government, Mr. Holston's
article seems more pertinent than ever. J. Rufus Moseley (p. 50) has spent most
of the summer at the Camps Farthest Out with Glenn Clark and Starr Daily. We
are pleased to announce that Mr, Mosley has consented to be one of our Contributing
and Advisory Editors, After re-reading his Manifest Victory again one is thrilled
and impressed all over again at the man’s single devotion and the tenacity of his
search for the Kingdom of God. The article by Starr Daily (p. 42) is taken from
one of his Workshop Letters which are mimeographed and mailed monthly from
his home at 412 Winthrop Drive, Alhambra, California. Starr and Rufus Moseley
will make a speaking tour in the South this fall. Charles V. Weber (p. 51) is min-
ister of the Bethany Church of God at Detroit, Michigan. He is also editor of the
magazine The Abundant Life. Mr. Weber has appeared in our magazine before.
and we hope you shall hear a lot more of him. Once again Douglas Walker (p. 19}
of Fond du Lac. Wisconsin sent in a story which we immediatley accepted. One of
the exciting features of being an editor is the discovery of such writers, It seems
doubly difficult to find stories with a religious theme that are well done., The
artlclp by Murray S. Dickson (p. 1) carries a message of personal consecration
that is all to seldom lost in daily living. There was too litttle time to find out just
who Muray Dickson is, but the important thing is the message he has to give
and we feel sure he would agree with us. Ruth Robison (p. 29) is recognized as
a prayer leader in the south. Her article tells about her own experiences in
prayer, and we hope will challenge others to adventure for themselves.

CLEAR HORIZONS MAGAZINE

1571 Grand Avenue Saint Paul 5, Minnesota

GLENN CLARK, Editor NORMAN K. ELLIOTT, Managing Editor

Contributing and Advisory Editors: FRANK C. LAUBACH, RUFUS M. JONES,
NORMAN VINCENT PEALE, RALPH SPAULDING CUSHMAN, WINFRED
RHOADES, AUSTIN PARDUE, STARR DAILY, J. RUFUS MOSELEY
wor (on Ak of Mwrch B 1970, Publincd el o T Eost fflce at St Fask SN

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: 1-year subscriptions, $1.00 each (Forei
31._25_). 2-year subscriptions, $2.00 each (Foreign $2.50). 3-ymr:£
scriptions, $2.50 (Foreign $3.25). Single copies, $.25 each.

—(Clear Horizons—

Eighth Year

Fall, 1947

Volume 8, No. 2

([ The extent of our Christianity is measured

by our devotion to our own mission.

Why I Became

Murray S.

NTIL wvery recently, had

I l anyone suggested that T be

a missionary, I would have

been both surprised and hurt. Now

I am trying to be a missionary,

and I am asked to tell you how I
became one.

My parents are largely respon-
sible for my present position.
Never a night came but what we
had family worship: Dad read to
us from the Bible, and then we all
knelt at our chairs and each of us
prayed in turn. This early, con-
tinuous contact with the teachings
of Jesus could but leave its deposit.

This emphasis on the principles
of Jesus sensitized me to discrepan-
cies between the Sermon on the
Mount and the world I lived in. I
still remember my embarrassment
at a Fourth of July Sunday school
session when I was six. The teach-
er was extolling the heroism of our
soldiers during the Revolutionary

From Christian Laymen, March 1943,

a Missionary

Dickson

War, and went on to speak of how
successfully we had eliminated our
enemies in subsequent conflicts.
With the naive innocence of child-
hood, I, somewhat disturbed, in-
terrupted to ask “What about the
Commandment that says ‘Thou
shalt not kill’?” The teacher said
that that was different; but to my
childish mind it looked even worse
to murder en masse than it did to
kill individually.

That same year there was a
lynching in our town, and I, too
young to understand such things,
said it was wrong to torture a man
like that, for Jesus said to love
one another. An adult spoke harsh-
ly, “Hush! niggers aren’t men
with souls. The good Lord intend-
ed them to be bearers of burdens;
the Bible says so.” But Dad con-
tinued to read the Bible in family
worship, and I never heard any
such passage. Instead I heard
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about loving one’s fellows and do-
ing good.

A few years later I learned
about Christianity and economics.
The first year all of us boys were
old enough to work full time in
the fields, Dad told us that if we
worked hard and made a good
crop, he would pay us so that we
could start building up a fund to
send us to college. The crop we
produced in ordinary years would
have brought us more than three
thousand dollars. But this year we
didn’t get twenty cents a pound
for our cotton. Instead, we got
five cents a pound for a crop it
had cost us more than seven cents
a pound to produce. The mill across
the tracks was shut down. So I
learned that in a capitalistic society
a man’s living is not determined
by how hard he tries to produce
goods needed by society, nor even
by the quality and amount of the
goods he produces. To my childish
eyes it looked sinful and unchris-
tian, and even foolish, for people
to be denied clothes because there
was too much cotton.

So I made up my mind to go to
college, even if T did have to sweep
out after classes to pay my tuition,
for I wanted to understand what
made a “Christian” world so dif-
ferent from the teachings of Jesus.
I majored in social science.

I met a number of social scien-
tists who understood the laws of
social process, but who were cyni-

cal and soured on life and suspi-
cious of their fellows. As economic
crisis made the going tougher for
political democracy, I saw many
liberals turn conservative, and then
reactionary. So I learned that
knowledge of society and even
faith in the British Empire or the
Democratic Party were not enough.
I became convinced that the build-
ing of a Christian society was even
more an affair of the hearts of men
than an affair of their minds.

Then I had a chance to attend
the World Student Conference on
the Mission of the Christian Reli-
gion, in Toronto. I discovered that
missions were no longer merely in-
struments of spiritual imperialism ;
I learned that they were rather a
manifestation of Christ’s message,
“I am come that they might have
life, and that they might have it
more abundantly.” I discovered
that missions were concerned with
the whole man, not merely with
his hereafter, and that eighty per
cent of the missionaries my church
was sending were technical ex-
perts, doctors, nurses, teachers,
agricultural and sanitary engineers,
and the like. Why, here in missions
the church was practicing Chris-
tianity in the social order!

In the conference dining hall I
found myself next to a boy from
Liberia, on the other side of whom
was an Alabaman in enthusiastic
agreement with his dark brother
in their definition of missions
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Then I became conscious of the
two students opposite me. One was
a Chinese boy in his twenties. The
other was a Japanese boy about
the same age. And though their
countries had been at war for five
years, these two Christians regard-
ed each other with genuine affec-
tion as they discussed the responsi-
bilities of the Christian church in
the Orient. Here was world
brotherhood in practice!

This was the beginning of my
mission call, though for a time I
successfully resisted it.

A little later I attended a con-
ference of Protestant young people
in Lima. In the face of terrific dif-
ficulties these young prophets from
ten Latin American nations and as
many denominations assembled to
consider the theme, “With Christ,
a New World.” I was inspired by
the zeal of these people, challenged
by their effective Christian social
action, won by their kindness to
me, a foreigner, one from a land
their experience had led them to
believe imperialistic.

But it was the trip to Huancayo
which made me a missionary.
Huancayo is a desolate place, an
adobe town of twenty thousand
Indians high in an isolated valley
of the Andes. John Shappell, a
young man of excellent intellect
and character, was going to take
the directorship of the Methodist
school there. John had been well-
situated in the school at Callao,

prosperous port city only twenty
minutes from the heart of cosmo-
politan and modern Lima; but
when he heard that the school at
Huancayo was to be closed for
lack of funds, he offered to try to
keep the school running. The super-
intendent of our Peruvian mission
remonstrated with him. Very quiet-
ly John replied that if he could not
go to Huancayo with the support
of the church, he would go on
faith.

Some of us agreed to accom-
pany him to his post. I shall never
forget the journey. Crowded into
a rented station wagon, we climbed
up 17,000 feet in less than half a
day. We all had mountain sickness,
and brake trouble, over a very
dangerous road. Over and over
again the driver kept asking John,
“But Senor, why must you go to
Huancayo? Nobody goes to Huan-
cayo. Why must you go there, and
to stay?”’

Late that night, after fifteen ter-
rible hours on the road, we reached
Huancayo, and I began to wonder
with the driver why John had come.
It was raining a miserable, drizzly
rain that soaked the thatch roofs
and ran down the mud walls and
bade fair to dissolve the whole
town into one vast mud puddle.
And when we reached the Colegio
Andino, the College of the Andes,
two miserable mud buildings in-
side a high mud wall, T knew the
driver was right.
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But before we left, two days
later, in the same rain in which we
came, we began to understand why
John had come to Huancayo.

We had walked the muddy
streets among the poor, dirty In-
dians, illiterate and superstitious;
but again and again we had seen
in them glimpses of the nobility
which was theirs before the com-
ing of the Spaniards. Little acts
of kindness, looks of compassion,
flashes of inspiration brightened
their eyes, and we saw in them
their real qualities of character.

The last evening John and I
stood under the porch of the patio
back of the school. The shadowy
schoolyard stretched out toward a
high mud wall beyond which stood
a row of eucalyptus trees, tall and
straight, and fragrant in the rain.
Still beyond were the dim outlines
of the foothills of the Andes, and
above the dark rain-clouds still
poured. John told me of his hopes
and dreams, the plans for his work,
If he could spend twenty years with
these people high in the mountains,
teach them a little about health and
sanitation, a little about better
methods of farming; if he could
teach them to read and write ; and
most of all if he could bring to
them some vision of the saving
power of the vibrant, living Jesus
who is the Lord of the evangelical

Christians, he would not have
worked in vain, for in such solid
people as these Indians lies the
hope of Peru.

The rain let up a little, and John
stopped speaking. The clouds be-
yond the trees above the hills part-
ed a little, and suddenly the full
summer moon of the Andes broke
through. And in that moment of
unearthly beauty I caught the vi-
sion of the essential beauty of these
mountain people about us, and I
understood why John had to go to
Huancayo.

And also in that moment I un-
derstood why every one of us who
pretends to be a Christian at all
must go to Huancayo—to our own
Huancayo—wherever it may be.

For in whatever town we live,
and whatever job we hold, there is
work just as dirty, just as unro-
mantic, and just as divinely beauti-
ful as John’s work in Huancayo,
Peru. For some of us it may be the
deadly but necessary routine and
red tape of the Board offices; for
some of us it is the privilege of do-
ing the work on the field; for yet
others it is the thankless task of
being a prophet in one’s own home
town. But whoever we are, if we
are Christians we have a Huan-
cayo; and the extent of our Chris-
tianity is measured by our devo-
tion to our own mission.

({ Common Sense may no longer laugh
at physicians washing our angers, etc.

A Parable of Modern Life

Glenn Clark

SILENT old man, blind
A and tottering, came forth

from a hill country led by a
stalwart young man and leaning
heavily upon his arm for support.
They went down into the city,
where women were drawing water
out of the well.

A little boy saw him as he ap-
proached and called to two men
leading a horse. They put up the
horse and turned to watch the man.
Doors opened and people from all
over the village came forth to hear
what the elderly stranger had to
say, for he was known as the sage
from the hills.”

“Why followest thou me?” he
asked. “Is it wonders ye are seek-
ing P’

“Thou wise one,” they replied,
“heal the sick for us, show us the
power which thou hast.”

“No signs will T give thee to-
day, my people,” replied the old
man as he seated himself beside
the well. “Only living words of in-
finite truth shall touch thee today
—if ye look for wonders—for
greater than any that I have ever
done shall come after me.”

“And what can be greater than
the wonders which thou hast

”

done?” asked the young man who
had guided his footsteps.

“Thou art old and feeble and
thou would bolster thy weakness
with fairy tales,” said an old man
of the Pharisees, mocking him.

“This image of thee which thou
seest in the water, old sage,” re-
plied the other, “will flit away
when thou movest thy head—but
the day will come when thine image
in a mirror shall remain permanent
as engraving upon a stone. This
shadow which followest me from
the hillside is now fast to me. But
the day will come when men’s
shadows, yea, the very images
themselves, shall cut capers and
romp for the amusement of the
guests while the owners of the
shadows sit still and watch them.
The time will come when our
voices may be locked in cases and
turned loose at will for all or any
to hear us. The time will come
when a man speaking in secret may
be heard from a thousand house-
tops.”

“Ah,” said the old sage of the
Pharisees, “’twill never be, ’twill
never be.”

Now he who came from the hills
was known afterwards as Re-

5
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vealed Truth. He who guided his
footsteps was Reason. But the old
man who doubted was Common
Sense—not the common sense that
is so humble that it looks with eyes
of wonder at that which is new and
unexplored, but the common sense
we all know and recognize which
makes its appeal to concrete ex-
perience and concrete experience
alone.

Be not betrayed by Common
Sense. Common Sense laughed at
poor Columbus and his egg, at Bell
and his telephone, at Watt and his
teakettle. Common Sense laughed
at Langley and his flying machine,
at Ford and his flivver, at Da-
guerre and his attempt to make an

o

image in the mirror remain per-
manent for children’s children to
see.

Today Common Sense no longer
laughs at Edison’s attempt to hold
songs forever in rims of metal;
no longer laughs at images of men
dancing and singing on a screen;
no longer is surprised at voices
carrying across the seas.

Tomorrow Common Sense may
no longer laugh at business putting
service ahead of profits; at physi-
cians washing out angers and fears
from their patients instead of cut-

Jting out appendix and tonsils; at

people loving other people; at
enemies forgiving enemies; and at
God ruling His own world.

&

Apocalypse
William Walter De Bolt

Accumulated years confess
The royalties of loveliness.

Swallow-like, they fly away
From autumn’s tinge of dying day.

(It is not far to the rounded sea
That borders what is yet to be.)

Song follows song like agile sheep
Along the shores of that strange deep.

A little troubling of the foam
And then the many-mansioned home.

( We are so lonely and incomplete
until we find Him.

The Perfect Marriage

Anne Barrington

E were rather startled
§ j&/ when we read and re-read
the two books by J. R.

Moseley, “Manifest Victory” and
“The Secret of Divine Renewing”
to note how much stress he placed
on “seeking perfect marriage with
Jesus.”

Viewing marriage today, as well
as many other distressing human
relationships, we may have forgot-
ten that marriage is a sacrament,
and that the perfect pattern still
exists in the human mind and
heart. Or why all these romances
in books and motion pictures and
radio scripts in which they marry
and live happily ever after? But
the basic principles of Mr. Mose-
ley’s admonition to “Seek perfect
marriage with Jesus” are still
sound and the key to divine union.

This idea was so impressed up-
on me recently when a man I know,
who is a millionaire, married a
young woman who worked in an
office and came from a very humble
home. They fell in love at almost
their first meeting. After a brief
courtship, he gave her an eight
carat diamond engagement ring.
They were married, motored to the
west coast, flew to Hawaii on their
honeymoon, and returning home to
their beautiful home in an exclu-
sive residential section, kept very

quietly to themselves for some
time. He showered her with gifts
for herself and her family.

How closely this example I have
given follows the pattern that is
included when we seek divine union
with Jesus. We are hungry for love
and in some unusual way or place
we come face to face with Jesus.
He draws us to Himself with the
love He is continually giving out.
Possibly we do not give Him much
of our attention at first. He may
have passed us on the street many
times and we didn’t recognize Him
or realize that He was passing by.
Then one day someone introduces
us to Him, by means of a talk, or
a book, or a sermon, and we look
into His eyes and see the answer
there to all of our heart hunger
and longing.

We fall in love with Him for
we begin to realize that He is al-
together lovely, the fairest of ten
thousand to our soul. But wait!
Are we worthy or lovable our-
selves? Can our life and our back-
ground measure up to His? Our
plain and sometimes faltering way
of life cannot measure up to His
perfect life. We are not used to
His opulence and beauty and gra-
ciousness and we may say the
wrong thing or make an awkward
gesture. We search our hearts and

7
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begin to re-order our way of liv-
ing. We look to our speech, our
actions, the etiquette necessary if
we are to share His way of life, It
is as though He said, “Hearken,
O daughter and consider and in-
cline thine ear: forget also thine
own people, and thy father’s house
so will the King desire thy beauty;
for He is thy Lord.” (Psalm
45:10) You step out and leave the
old surroundings with their limita-
tions. You are to be married to
the Son of God. You will be pre-
sented to the Father for you are
a member of the family now. You
are to walk with Christ, live with
Him, in Holy wedlock with this
glorious Bridegroom.

Your honeymoon will not end
with a trip to Hawaii, but your
whole future life will become one
long and beautiful association with
Him. “With all my goods, I thee
endow” is a part of the marriage
vows, and you are no longer limited
in the many ways that harassed you
before. This wealthy man whom I
mentioned allowed his wife to re-
model and refurnish her parents’
little bungalow. He wanted her to
be happy and share her happiness
with her loved ones. Don’t you
think that that is the way Jesus
wants us to give His love to every-
body?

In union with Him and sharing
this lovely life with its manifold
gifts, could we possibly give our at-
tention and time, our loyalty to

anyone else as we give it to Him?
Would there be any greater tragedy
than that of getting our eyes on the
gifts alone, and allowing ourselves
to drift away from Him, the Giver
of all good? Or retaining the gifts
and separating ourselves from
Him?

Many years ago I knew a man
who told his wife, when she left
him, “I love you and if you ever
need anything, all you have to do
is to let me know.” Isn’t that the
loving way of Jesus when we leave
Him for some wholly selfish rea-
son, seeking happiness in the ma-
terial world? He said “Come unto
me,” and “He that cometh unto
me, I will in no wise cast out.”
Such love, such wondrous love, as
we sing in church!

We are so lonely and incomplete
until we find Him and unite with
Him in this divine marriage. But
when we do, we become One with
Him. Not two, but One! We wear
the lovely white wedding gown,
and a golden band, the symbol of
eternity, is placed upon our hand.
Our Bridegroom becomes the head
of the family, takes the responsi-
bility for our care. Isn't it won-
derful? Then in His love and com-
panionship, His care and providing
power, we go down the long years,
no longer lonely and limited and
weak, but perfect and loving and
joyous and free from care. This is
the perfect marriage with Jesus,
the Christ,

([ A great Christian takes you into his heart
without ceremony or ostentation.

A Half-hour With Kagawa

Kenneth Hendricks

day, January 28th, 1947. It

was in Dr. Toyohiko Kaga-
wa’s office in downtown Tokyo, in
the building occupied by the
United Church headquarters. Per-
haps I should not have sought this
interview, had it not been that a
Christian leader in America had
entrusted to me a specific message
to this most influential of all Japa-
nese Christians, But how glad I
am for the experience. Perhaps I
shall not sleep too well, tonight.
That man Kagawa gets under one’s
skin.

A great Christian is easier to
meet than a would-be-great Chris-
tian. He takes you into his heart
and life without ceremony or os-
tentation. You are at home with
him, immediately, and find your-
self forgetting all that you have
heard and read of his fame and
genius, and talking with him as
with an old school-mate, Yet, from
beginning to end, there is an ines-
capable theme to one’s conversa-
tion with this alert little man—no
longer stocky and somewhat round-
faced as in days gone by, but defi-
nitely showing physical wastage
from sharing the common lot of a
greatly undernourished people—

J:[ HAD a thrilling half-hour to-

and that theme is the Christianiz-
ing of Japan. He is obsessed with
the conviction that this is the
greatest hour for evangelism that
his country ever knew. And he is
happy for every additional worker
added to the corps of campaigners
for Christ, including those from
overseas. We need a thousand, yes,
fifteen hundred missionaries, at the
earliest possible time, said he. . . .
In his widespread preaching mis-
sions, Kagawa is having the joy
of seeing about a thousand come
to Christ each month. . . .

Kagawa is not much for for-
mality, but gets to the heart of every
matter that comes up. I presented
him with a copy of Dachau Ser-
mons, inscribed by Martin Nie-
moeller himself, at my request,
with a greeting to his Japanese
counterpart, “with brotherly rev-
erence,” at the close of Niemoel-
ler’s climactic address at the Bien-
nial Meeting of the Federal Coun-
cil of Churches, at Seattle, a few
days before we sailed. Dr. Kagawa
did not use a superfluity of words
in regard to my gift of the book,
but incisively queried, “What did
he have to say?’ Again, when I
told him how one of the leaders in
the Heifers for Relief project, had

9
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heard of his advocacy of milk-
goats as a side-industry for Japan’s
farmers, and would be willing to
sponsor shipment of goats to Ja-
pan, he lost no time in writing
down on a memo slip for me names
of the best breeds of goats to meet
the particular conditions prevail-
ing in various parts of Japan—
“rice-field goats” (the Anglo-
Nubian were best for such wet
territory), “mountain-goats” (the
Saanen goat, a Swiss variety—a
heavy milker) etc. That is what
the people like about Kagawa—he
is such a practical sort of idealist
—he “knows his stuff,” and loses
no time in putting knowledge into
action. . . .

o

With several other persons wait-
ing their turn to confer with him,
this truly great and gracious Chris-
tian man showed no impatience to
bring the interview to an end, but
kept up his keen end of the conver-
sation until I insisted that I had
taken enough of his time—then,
with a warm handshake and loving
smile, bade me good-bye, and im-
mediately plunged into conference
with someone else. A half-hour
with Toyohiko Kagawa does some-
thing to a person. I daresay it is
because Kagawa has spent much
more than a half-hour each day,
for many years, with One called
Christ.

o

Kagawa Pleads for Milk Goats

(An Editorial)

In July of this year, the Reverend J. J. Handsaker of Portland, Oregon,

personally brought to our attention an appeal from Kagawa. Mr. Handsaker
has visited Japan in the past, and has been in contact with Kagawa by letter
and through representatives of the church.

In a letter of May 30, 1947, Kagawa has this to say about the present
need in Japan, “Since the defeat of Japan, millions of Japanese babies lack
sufficient food. If we would be able to get goat’s milk it would be very happy
for those babies, and provide for us more babies' food. The infantile death
rate is appalling. In Suganami district of Tokyo it is about 130 out of 1,000
births. It is worse in Aomori. Help us in this line, please, by sending us thou-
sands of goats.”

Only recently, out of the confusion and malicious propaganda of war,
has come the truth about Kagawa. Since the war, he has been investigated
by the government and by the churches of America. With unanimity, by
action if not by word, the conviction is that Kagawa is still the great world
Christian we remember before the flood of hate was loosed over the world.
That he spoke out against the wholesale bombing of civilians, and also
against the dismemberment of fallen Japanese for souvenirs by some of our
troops, is something that our own churches have done.
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Kagawa, the practical mystic that he is, is not asking for milk goats
merely as a form of relief. He is asking for them as an important part in his
program to win Japan for Christ. In another letter dated May 20, 1947, he
writes, “I have been greatly moved to hear of your kind effort to ship many
pure bred goats to help alleviate the poverty of my people. This will be a
means of demonstrating the Christian spirit and will make more effective
the preaching of the Gospel. Christians of America now have a golden oppor-
tunity to create a new Japan which will be a helpful factor in building
world peace and friendship. Please send goats by the thousands to Japan
in the service of Christ who fed the hungry multitudes.”

Right now he is engaged in the gigantic Three Million Souls Movement.
He knows that the present spiritual vacuum is the prey of every “ism"” that
exists. The purpose of the movement is to win three million persons to Chris-
tianity in three years. Reports from Japan show that Kagawa himself is
winning about 1,000 a month. We can do our part in winning Japan by get-
ting to work right away and supporting those who are actively waging
the battle.

Throughout his ministry, Kagawa has had the happy faculty of minister-
ing to all the needs of his people. He is a great preacher, and his stirring
message has changed the lives of countless individuals. However, he also
has paid attention to the material welfare of his people by starting coopera-
tives, loan agencies, employment services and food and clothing centers. His
latest appeal for milk goats is another instance of his practical interpretation
of Christianity.

The tragedy of twenty years of his ministry has come to light only
recently. One area, where he labored for twenty years to meet the needs of
people spiritually and materially, was completely wiped out by one of our
“saturation” fire-bomb raids. Everything was obliterated. Now he is begin-
ning all over again, in Christian love, with Christian courage. In the re-
cently revised edition of Kagawa by William Axling (Harper and Brothers,
$1.25) one may read the story of his war years and come to know the man
as never before. His is a dedication that seems almost not of this world.

When an American army officer first met Kagawa after the surrender,
he gasped, “What has become of you? You look starved. . .. Well, never
mind, we are here now, and you can eat what we eat.”

Kagawa smiled and replied, “I can only eat what my people eat.”

Many things “had become’ of Kagawa. Seeing twenty years of his labor
completely erased tested his faith to the extreme. Then it was discovered he
had been living on the husks of soy beans. On the cover of Kagawa by
William Axling there are two photographs of the man. One shows him as he
appeared during a speaking tour of America; the other shows him as he is
now. One shows a kindly, well-fed, chubby man, eyes sparkling with joy;
the other shows an emaciated human being, sad-eyed, the suffering servant,
determined.

A new Japan is in the making, and the crisis is already upon us. The
important thing is, What Kind of a Japan? We can have the Japan that
Kagawa is in the front lines battling for, a Christian nation; or we can have
the Japan that can make a hell out of the world. One thing is certain, we
shall create the Japan that we ourselves are, whether we wish to or not.
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A liberal representative of the Japanese government told Mr. Handsaker
the following story in 1934.

“When the great earthquake struck us in 1923 the report went out that
the American navy was steaming into Tokyo. In the midst of the terror and
destruction, a new panic gripped the hearts of our citizens. We thought you
were coming to take us over. When, instead, you landed medical supplies,
cots, tents, etc., Japan wept with thankfulness. You could have had Japan
right then and there if you had wanted her.

“At the time of the Exclusion Act the government was about equally
divided between liberals and militarists. When the Exclusion Act slapped the
face of our national prestige, it meant the defeat of the liberals. Militarists
convinced the man in the street that you thought so little of Japanese that
you even refused to put them on a quota, regardless of how small.”

Let us prevent another “Exclusion Act,” of whatever character it might
be. Let us actively aid in the birth of a new Japan that will be reared in a
Christian environment.

Fifty dollars will pay for a milk goat, and for its transportation to
Japan. Milk goats will augment the existing herds of small farmers, and
will be cross bred with native herds to improve the quality and quantity of
their milk. Besides the avowed material benefit, the milk goat has an ad-
vantage over other existing and necessary forms of relief. The milk goat is
always there to look at, and for people to see in it the indelible message of
“Somebody Cares!”

The national chairman of this project is the Reverend C. R. McBride,
Green Lake, Wisconsin. More details of how you can help may be obtained
from Heifers for Relief at the following addresses: New Windsor, Maryland;
Empire, California; 30 N. Marion Avenue, Pasadena 4, California; 312 Old
Times Building, Seattle 1, Washington; and 512 Dekum Building, Portland 4,
Oregon.

The importance of the work may be inferred from the fact that the
Evangelical and Reformed Church and the Presbyterian Church, U. S. A.
credit contributions made to this work to the individual's and the local
church’s pledge to the Restoration Fund, In such cases, money should be
paid to the Restoration Fund and ear-marked for the milk goats project.

Mr. Handsaker will sell the booklet How to Pray by E. Stanley Jones
at cost to any individual or group who will, in turn, sell it at as much
profit as he can. The profit is to be donated to the milk goats project. To
date the top selling price has been $100.00. The cost per booklet is §$.03. His
address is 6917 S. E. Holgate, Portland 6, Oregon.

Kagawa’s appeal was made known at the Camps Farthest Out this
summer. Glenn Clark, Starr Daily and others enthusiastically seconded the
appeal. Although no money was asked for, two camps donated more than
30 goats.

E. Stanley Jones, in forwarding a generous gift for milk goats from an
Ashram, said, “I am desperately interested in this project.” One lady who
had been a prisoner of the Japanese, and who was saved from death only
by the swift advance of the U. S. Army in the Philippines, gave a check
for fifty dollars with the words, “I feel I ought to do this.”

Surely we can do no less!

({ Eating together is the daily use
of what was gained at the family altar.

Eating Together Can Be Worship

Ruby Dell Baugher

that the way to a man’s heart
is through his stomach it has
become very trite. However, eat-
ing has a great deal to do with liv-
ing, also dying. And eating to-
gether—at least, the morning and
evening meals—is so important
that it can be one of the direct es-
sentials of holding a family to-
gether. With the children at school
and the father at work, the Mother
more than likely eats only a snack
at noon. But they all should eat
breakfast and dinner together. It is
as important as the family altar.
It can be prayer in practice.
When the family comes together
around the breakfast table, there
is no one left in bed to develop the
habit of oversleeping, or of hold-
ing a chip on his shoulder, or of
getting into the unhealthful way
of going without breakfast. Let
the head of the family say grace in
humble gratitude for the food.
Moreover, breakfast is not the time
or place to plan the day’s activities.
Let that be done the night before,
or while breakfast is being pre-
pared, or after the meal. If every
member of the family eats unhur-
riedly a nourishing breakfast in an
atmosphere of love and cheer, with

J:[ T has been said so many times

the underlying current of rever-
ence to God running all through,
the spiritual, mental, and physical
welfare of the day has a sound
start. It is more important than
the evening meal because it has the
making of the day in it.

A certain family that T know
(I shall call them the Smiths, even
though that is not the name) are
all around the breakfast table at
seven o’clock. Mrs. Smith does not
get that early morning sleep, but
she is giving to her children some-
thing that will assure her many
nights of rest, free from anxiety.
She could take her morning nap,
morning after morning, but she
thinks the little sacrifice is better
than trying to cure the ills that
come with a malnourished and
maladjusted family rushing out
from a house instead of a home.
Her grown son has been in col-
lege two years, her adolescent
daughters have one and three more
years in high school, and there are
younger children scattered through
the grades. The records they have
in school and church, their poise
and get-along-togetherness, to say
nothing of their healthy bodies, is
all the reward she desires for the
breakfasts she has prepared.

13
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Mrs. Smith says she remembers
her own childhood when she pre-
pared supper for her little mother,
who took in washing to earn their
living, her sister, and herself. She
said to me, “Dark came before
Mother would be through hanging
up clothes to dry, but we looked
forward to eating together when
the task was done. We took plenty
of time and there was fun while we
ate.” She told me, too, that she
remembered going through college
the hard way, light housekeeping in
a back room and eating alone. “If
you are not careful,” she said, “you
may forget to say grace at all—if
you are eating alone.”

The family should have dinner
together—good food, well pre-
pared, attractively served, and
high lighted by a bit of pleasant
surprise. It is a haven to come to

when the day is over. And father’s

prayer at the beginning of the
meal, while every child’s head is

oo

bowed, gives the rarest kind of
poise and dignity the children can
get anywhere. Furthermore, “table
manners” that come with daily
practice is a blessing to any fam-
illy of children. And gratitude to
God for His provision deserves
clean hands, clean face, combed
hair, and neat apparel; grace at
the beginning of the meal is only
a part of the appreciation that food
deserves to be shown. Eating to-
gether is a sacred privilege

The family altar draws them, as
one, to God—thus teaching and en-
couraging their individual coming
to Him. FEating together unites
them socially ; it is the daily use of
what was gained at the family al-
tar. It ties their hearts together.
I don’t believe there is ever a black
sheep in any family that takes the
time and devotion to eat nourish-
ing meals together—in reverence
to God and congeniality for each
other.

5

Bethel
Mary Edith Barron

Above me towered loftiness

With mysteries unknown,

Turned mauve and gray and azure—
Lone epochs carved in stone.

Each higher than the other,

A magnet and a rod,

The mountains made a ladder

And I climbed up to God.

( So few consider its meaning,
and even less its content,

How to Pray The Lord’s Prayer

Raymond Francis Fogarty

HERE is no doubt that the
| average Christian loves the
Lord’s prayer. They love
the beauty, the terseness, the com-
pleteness of it ; yet, so few consider
its meaning, and even less are they
who truly understand its content.
They recite it once or twice a day
—far too many in a mechanical or
parrot fashion—but to what avail
if their conscious interpretation
differs from the true meaning? Or
if their every act betrays the senti-
ment expressed?

Let us consider it phrase by
phrase so that we may better ap-
preciate the thoughts we express
when we pray it.

£0ur Father., .."”

The pronoun “our” is, by so
many, mentally translated into
“my.” It must be so or they could
not treat their fellow man, regard-
less of race, color or creed, other
than a brother.

Jesus taught us that God is a
loving Father — “Our Father.”
That all-inclusive “our” makes
everyone His sons and daughters.
If we are sincere we can not pray
this word without actually accept-
ing everyone as our brother. From
a purely human viewpoint it ad-
mittedly appears difficult to live

"

this fact; but that is not the fault
of the creed but of the mortal mind
ignoring the admonition to judge
not. Seeing, and judging, what the
objective mind conceives to be sin
and error, we shun the thought
that such as these are to be accept-
ed as brothers by those who en-
deavor to lead good lives.

Jesus looked upon the worst in
man but he did not acknowledge
it. He saw beyond the weakness of
the flesh and realized the perfection
of the spirit within—made in the
image and likeness of God. By ig-
noring the appearance of man-made
evil, and by forgiving the carnal
act that made it manifest, Jesus
mystically made the body react to
reproduce the perfection of the
spirit.

Is it worthwhile to pray these
words when we fail to live them?
Perhaps. But the value is ques-
tionable when we remember that
Jesus did not say “My teachings
are the way. Follow my teachings,”
but rather, “I am the way. Follow
thou me.” And he accepted every-
one as his brother,

“Which art in heaven . . .

Wherein do we locate heaven
when we pray this phrase? Do we,
in our mind’s eye, look up beyond

”
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the blue skies? Or do we accept
the further teaching of Jesus: “The
kingdom of heaven is within you™?
If the latter, should we not act in
a manner befitting residents in the
vicinity of a holy place? And what
of He “Which art” in that place?
Are we ever conscious of His near-
ness? What a beautiful picture of
elevated humanity presents itself
in the thought of a universal prac-
tice of the presence of God!

“Hallowed be Thy name . . .

Yes, Thy name is sacred to us;
we bow in reverence and utter
words of love—but, is our every
thought, word and deed worthy of
expression in His presence? He is
omnipresent, you know.

“Thy kingdom come . . .

Do we pray this phrase as a
pledge that we are doing our ut-
most to establish the kingdom; or
are we merely wishing God good-
luck with His problem?

“Thy will be done . . .”

We unmistakably know the
Father’s will, but are we doing it?
We know His will for through
Jesus He told us: “Another com-
mandment I give unto you, that
you love one another.” If we en-
deavor to live this commandment
then we are fervent when we pray
these words; otherwise, it appears
that we pray: Thy will be done, if
You want to enforce it.

“On earth as in heaven . . .

As we are loved in the spirit so
should we love in the flesh. Love

”

»

"

expressed in the flesh is a reflec-
tion of the love contained in the
soul. This expression of love to
the people and conditions surround-
ing us is God's will being done
“on earth as it is in heaven.”

“Give us this day our daily
bread eesie

God’s manna falls every day.
Not just a common loaf like that
purchased at the corner grocery
store but the Breath of Life—food
for the spirit. “For the bread of
God is He which cometh down
from heaven and giveth life unto
the world.” The bread we pray for,
then, is the Christ Consciousness;
and the more we partake of it, the
stronger are we spiritually, men-
tally and physically.

“And forgive us our trespasses
as we forgive those who trespass
against us . . .”

Ah, here is a phrase it were bet-
ter to leave unsaid than to speak it
with less than love in our hearts.
That little word “as” is a petition
to God to deny us forgiveness if
we deny it to others; to reward
us in like kind if we pray the
words with hate, jealousy, envy or
other evil in our hearts. To those
of us who may have prayed this
phrase without realizing its true
significance the thought must oc-
cur that He is truly a merciful
God to leave so many of our un-
worthy prayers unanswered.

“And lead us not into tempta-
Honiow, 2
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This phrase taken literally could
cause confusion. Apparently it
suffered in an early translation.
Surely we realize that God does
not lead us into temptation. Since
He is the creator of all good and
evil is the result of man’s free-will,
the original meaning must have
been something like: Do not per-
mit us to lead ourselves into temp-
tation ; do not permit us to be led
by our passions, or the passions of
others, into temptation,

“And deliver us fromall evil . . .”

If in our weakness we are
tempted, give us strength, Lord,

&

to neutralize (not resist) the nega-
tive power of evil through the posi-
tive application of Love, the uni-
versal solvent.

“For thine is the kingdom, and
the power, and the glory for
5 R

This doxology was not a part
of the Lord’s Prayer as given by
Jesus Christ. Though a hymn of
beauty it is but an addition com-
posed and proposed by an early
church council. It may or may not
be prayed as one sees fit.

llAmen.)!

So be it.

o

My Heart a Sacred Place

Eleanor Fiock

Lord, make my heart a sacred place,
Where I may meet Thee face to face;
And then to be a channel true
To let Thy joy come smiling through.

Lord, make my heart a wayside inn,

That welcomes all wayfarers in;
With windows open to the sky
To greet the angels passing by.

Lord, make my heart a shining ray,

To light some pilgrim’s onward way;
And into places dark and drear
To ray Thy light and love and cheer.

Lord, make my heart Thine own abode,
That I may share some brother’s load ;
For when I share whoe’er he be,
I've fed and clothed and sheltered Thee.



