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Winfred Rhoades (p. 1) is the author of the newly revised The Self You Have
to Live With, and a contributor to religious magazines. For many years he was a
psychologist at the Boston Dispensary. His article is one of the finest of its kind
we have read in a long time. . . . Ralph S. Cushman (p. 30) is Methodist Bishop
of the Saint Paul Area. The idea for the poem came from one of his pastors in South
Dakota. While a chaplain in the army, the pastor asked a pilot, “How do you keep
from getting lost in the vast spaces?” The reply was, “If we can have the stars we
cannot lose our way.” .. . Herbert H. Deck (p. 6) is minister of Park Congrega-
tional Church in Springfield, Massachusetts. . . . Good stories with a spiritual slant
are hard to find, but once in awhile, as in the case of Douglas Walker (p. 13), one
comes in the mail unexpectedly. Mr. Walker lives in Fond du Lac, Wisconsin. . . .
Another unsolicited manuscript that made us very happy was the one by Douglas
Trim (p. 22). What is more, it came all the way from England. It is nice to have
people in England know about you; and it is nice to know people in England. . . .
The true story by Arthur L. Miller (p. 27) illustrates the power of the spirit and
also that real life stories are as interesting as any fiction. Dr. Miller is minister of
First Presbyterian Church in Lincoln, Nebraska. Of the main character in the
story, Dr. Miller writes, “Fred said many times that if it could do anybody any
good, he would be glad for others to know of his experience.” We think it will do a
lot of good. . . . You will find the article by Henry Knott (p. 50) has a powerful
message for practicing Christianity. He is a resident of Boston, Massachusetts. . . .
Starr Daily (p. 39) needs no introduction. He is a well-known author and speaker.
%/Iang of ct)he readers of Clear Horizons will hear him this summer at the Camps

arthest Out.

Some readers have wondered why the books mentioned by Norman Elliott in
the column “Books of Interest” are always recommended, or at least never criticised.
The reason is simple. Space in a quarterly magazine is limited and it is valuable.
To use that space for books that cannot be recommended seems unwise. A book must
not only have something important to say, but it must be of interest to the general
reader before it is mentioned under “Books of Interest.”
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(I The spirit that cultivates union with God loses the fear of life

and of what life may bring.

The Practice of Union with God

Winfred Rhoades

HEN a disciple came to
&j&/ Lu Chu (about 300 B.C.)

in a state of self-satisfac-
tion because he thought some
achievements of a utilitarian kind
had taught him the Way of Life,
the philosopher perceived that his
thinking was still superficial and
that he must be led to a truer un-
derstanding of where the secret
of successful living really lies.
Therefore he took two lutes and
after placing one in a certain room
tuned the other, which he placed
in the hall, into perfect harmony
with it. Then when he struck the
kung note on the master instru-
ment the disciple heard the kung
note on the other speak up in re-
sponse, and when he sounded the
chio note on the master instrument

the chio note on the other echoed

it immediately. If, however, the
pitch of one string on the second
instrument was changed the an-
swering sound was a jangle. For
the making of music the essential

factor was harmony with the mas-
ter power. That was the lesson.

There is in the universe, says L.
Adams Beck who brings to West-
ern readers the story of the two
lutes, a mighty rhythm whose “un-
speakable power” can take hold up-
on a man who puts himself in tune
with it, and makes himself thus a
“channel of the universal.”

A human life is truly effective in
proportion to the degree of union
with God that is achieved.

How is such a union to be
brought about by ordinary men
and women?

The Sadhu Sundar Singh tells
somewhere that after a long period
of struggle with conflicting desires
and impulses he arose from sleep
very early one morning, knelt in
prayer, and passed into a state of
ecstasy, after which he was pos-
sessed of powers, physical no less
than spiritual, which he did not
have before.

That is a modern illustration of
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the kind of experience that can be
read of not once but many times
in the literature of religion. Saint
Francis of Assisi, Saint Catherine
of Siena, Saint Paul himself—
these are examples. And after the
great experience such men and
women discovered within them-
selves newborn powers to do and
to endure, and the world recog-
nized in them new and extraordi-
nary effectiveness as personalities.

Stories of that kind can fill the
ordinary man with a great longing.
“Oh, that I could experience such
a drawing by God and enter into
such union with God!” But the or-
dinary man does not have experi-
ences of an abnormal kind. He does
not fall into ecstasies and raptures,
no matter how ardently he desires
to feel himself in union with God
and to be made strong for his daily
life by the might of God. Is it
necessary, then, to be endowed
with special psychic qualitiés in or-
der to have one’s daily life what
Gerald Heard speaks of as a “pro-
cess of contact and communion
with utter Reality” ? Is such an en-
dowment necessary if one is to be-
come conscious of what Richard
Maurice Bucke wrote about as
“cosmic” relationships? If that be
the case then existence itself shuts
off most men from entrance into
fullness of life.

The attainment of uhion with
God does not have to come in that
way. It is rather a matter of act
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and of conviction than of feeling.
There is an analogy in the way
Mendelssohn’s  friend brought
about the harmonic completion for
which his sensitive ear cried out.
When Mendelssohn called on this
friend one morning and found him
to be still in bed he went to the
piano, struck one loud chord of
the seventh, and left it hanging in
the air. At once there were sounds
of commotion in the room above,
and in a moment the sluggard
tumbled downstairs, rushed to the
piano, and struck the notes of reso-
lution. He produced the needed
satisfaction by an act of the intel-
lect and the will. He effected the
wanted completion by doing defi-
nite things to cause that comple-
tion.

Not without spiritual discipline
and effort is the experience of
union achieved by most people.
But when discipline and effort are
practiced the union can come in
quiet ways and gradual stages by
growth. This calls for:

(1) Strong desire;

(2) Sustained concentration on
the thought of God ;

(3) Appropriation of union
with God as a fact: “God’s presence
is round about me; I desire union
with God; T am in union with
God”;

(4) Living continually in this
thought of union with God, and
working to make it still closer,
deeper, and more vital.

f |
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This realization of union with
God may not be at all a matter of
feeling. Conviction that comes from
an act of the intellect is a source
of peace, as well as of stability and
power, to those who practice it.
“In quietness and confidence shall
be your strength,” said the ancient
writer. That is not the common
conception of the source of
strength. “By bluster and compul-
sion shall you have power” is the
familiar attitude that we encoun-
ter. “By worry and strain shall you
achieve your desires,” is the gen-
eral language of manners and con-
duct, and people emphasize the
statement by adding: “I'd like to
know what would happen to this
family—or this business—if I
didn’t do some worrying and strain-
iig!” But bluster and compulsion,
worry and strain, are emotional in-
competencies instead of competen-
cies. The spirit that cultivates union
with God loses the fear of life and
of what life may bring. New power
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takes hold of the man—physical,
mental, emotional, and spiritual.
New and unwonted calmness comes
into the soul.

Let it be said again. Such a con-
sciousness of union with God is a
matter of ever-renewed intention.
Acquaintance with God can come
quickly, but intimacy with God
calls for long-continued practice
with daily correction of inclinations
and tendencies, and lifting up of
thoughts and aspirations. Then the
consciousness of union can become
very strong and very reassuring.
“It seems to me,” wrote that il-
lumined woman, Lucie Christine,
“that my will now unites itself to
God as colours mingle together.”
And again: “I am, and I remain,
in God. How?—Fully. When?—
Always, even during sleep when
He keeps my soul bound to Him
by an imperceptible thread of the
will.” The word that is stressed is
“will.” Tt is the same thing as “per-
sistent intention.”

Where Beauty Dwells
John Richard Moreland

I thought of beauty as a thing afar,

Like sun-lit minaret, or pale dawn star,

Till T found at.my door—when dawn was blue—
A spider-web outlined in opal dew.



(L They told me that every man got down
and prayed that they would find me.

Miraculous Submarine Rescue

In Answer To Prayer
Leroy Bingham

with orange streaks rising

out of the water and heading
toward the sky, but the wind was
a little too rough for effective use
of our submarine. We were cruis-
ing along on the surface of the
water about one hundred miles west
of the Jap-held Manila airbase, try-
ing to get out of the range of the
Jap planes so that they would not
force us to submerge and make us
lose time in reaching our destina-
tion.

Our captain had given orders for
me to repair the range-finder,
which was located on the extreme
top of the conning tower. I was
working diligently, enjoying the
warm breeze and the beautiful
scenery when all of a sudden our
submarine submerged. The suction
caused by the sinking submarine
pulled me underneath the water
and would not release me for what
seemed like ages. When I was
finally released, I came to the sur-
face only to see a Jap plane head-
ing straight for me. I will not try
to explain the feeling that I had
at that moment. The Jap pilot evi-
dently did not see either the sub-
marine or me, for he flew on his
way undisturbed.

]I T WAS a very beautiful dawn,
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After the plane was out of sight,
I started looking for my sub-
marine, for I knew that my “bud-
dies” would come back and look
for me; but I also knew that find-
ing me in the choppy water would
be a very difficult task. Finally they
surfaced and started their search.
I could see them plainly as they
searched the water, but they could
not see me. I was trying to wave
my hands as high as possible, but
I could hardly stay above the
water, which was coming over me
in waves ten feet high. They went
within a thousand yards of me at
least six times, but they never
turned in my direction. I was very
tired, for I had been in the water
for an hour and forty-five minutes.
I knew that they would be giving
up the search any minute now; so
I decided it was all over and I was
going to die right there. I closed
my eyes, and my life flashed in
front of me as if it were a movie;
then I began to pray that they
would pick me up. When I opened
my eyes, they were heading
straight for me. Under battle con-
ditions only four men were allowed
topside, but almost the entire crew
were on deck when they rescued
me. They threw me a life preserver
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with a line attached, but in their
excitement they had turned loose
the other end of the line. Another
line had to be thrown before they
could pull me on deck.

When I got on board, everyone

was crying. They told me that
every man got down and prayed
that they would find me. “Call up-
on me in the day of trouble; I will
deliver thee and thou shalt glorify
me.” Ps. 50:15.

® & @

The Man God Approves

Iva Gibson

“He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart; who hath not lifted up
his soul unto vanity nor sworn deceitfully.”—Psalm 24-4.

Not long ago a colored man, some sixty years young, came to work
for us. On the day that he was to come, about seven o’clock in the
morning, I looked out of the window and there he was hoeing the shrubs
in the yard. I went out where he was working and said :

“You are early.”

He replied: “Yessum, when Mr. G——— asked me to come, I said
you will see me. Mr. G said another man had promised to do
the work the day before, but didn’t come. When I say I will come, you
will see me. God said it.”

At lunch time he offered up his thanks to the Father before he par-
took of any food. He told me that each year he goes to the country to
hoe blackberries for a banker; that one day the banker said to him:
“Andrew,”—that is his name—‘"anytime you need money, you can
come to my bank and I will give you my signature. I know you are
honest.”

He also told me that he had regular work as janitor of his little
church.

When I paid him that evening, he put no price on his work. That,
he left to me. He knew that his very honesty and trustworthiness would
take care of the price.

Here was a man, regardless of color, who gloried in the integrity of
good living, a man who believed in God; who could be trusted and
through whom God could speak. He was free.




(I Begin being one of the millions
who will have a New Day.

“A New Day” Can Be Yours

Herbert H. Deck

NE morning at a summer
O camp the teacher in charge

of the physical exercises
took a group of tired, down-in-the-
mouth grown-ups and with appro-
priate exercises had them say over
and over again “It's a New Day!
It’s a New Day!”

Every one who reads this article
deep down inside wants a New
Day. Of course the form of the
New Day will differ according to
each person’s needs. But basically
we all want something new and
thrilling and life-giving. Well, this
New Day is a promise that can be
made good. We don’t have to wait
until we die to experience it. And
we don’t have to wait for a physi-
cal Utopia on earth to get it. We
can have it now, this moment. No
matter how disappointing your past
has been; no matter how dismal
your prospects for the future may
seem; no matter how the people
and the influential contacts that
you have made, have let you down;
you can have a New Day. This
statement is made on the authority
of a great spiritual law expressed in
these words from the New Testa-
ment, “If any man be in Christ, he
is a new creature. Old things are
passed away. Behold all things are
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made new.” (2 Corinthians 5:17)

Note the sequence. It begins
with the “new creature” or new
personality and ends with “new
things.” Our age has tried to re-
verse this. Tt has tried to have new
things without the new people to
match them. But that is a violation
of a law and when we break a law
either physical or spiritual we get
bad results.

One of the hopeful signs of our
times is that science itself is now
saying what the New Testament
here states. We are coming to see
that science has two hands: one
extended in Mercy to help, the
other uplifted in Judgment to de-
stroy.

The hand of Mercy stretched out
to lift heavy burdens from man-
kind’s back, points to a new tech-
nological day. For example, by
means of a new electronic device
you will not have to shovel your
sidewalks any more. There are go-
ing to be heat conductors under
the sidewalks which will melt the
snow as quickly as it falls. Or take
the new homes being built. One of
the features in these is a button
placed by the bedside which, when
you press it, will close the bed-
room windows and turn on the heat

r‘____—’f—
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for you. Yes, there is a new day
ahead! Part of our pains today
are birth pains. Children are not
born without pain, and neither is
a new age.

But science with the other hand
flashes a stop sign. It says in effect:
“I can give you a new day. But
unless man harmonizes his physi-
cal, emotional and mental make-
up and becomes mature enough to
handle what I give him, the genii
I let loose from my Pandora Box
will destroy him.” That is science
laying on all of us the necessity for
reversing our present pagan trends
and saying “turn and become new
creatures in Christ.”

Such a reversal begins its pro-
cess of new conditioning when we
become conditioned in the Mind of
Christ and through Him have union
with God. The author uses the
word ‘‘conditioning” because that
is the educational pass word to a
new personality. But what is often
overlooked is its double use.

For many people the word “con-
ditioned” is the verbal chain that
binds personality. A boy wrote to
his mother, shortly after he en-
tered the service of his country,
“You have conditioned me with in-
security. When I was a child you
moved from town to town and I
was shifted from school to school.
I never knew how long I was go-
ing to be where I was. Because of
this I feel so insecure and it is
hard to break this early condition-

ing you gave me.” To this young
man the conditioning process was
a ball and chain that held him pris-
oner.

The other use of the word is il-
lustrated by this parent who said
to her pastor, “I want my children
to grow up in a character-building
environment where they will feel
secure, where they will cultivate
courage and vision to face life.”

There is no escaping the fact
that we are conditioned. Our bodies
are conditioned to a certain kind
of food and when conditions
change so we can not get what we
are accustomed to, we are upset.
Our emotions, that is, the way we
feel about things, have likewise
been conditioned by the kind of
homes we grew up in and by the
kind of people we have associated
with in our earlier years. Our
minds too, especially this every-
day mind that we send to school to
educate, that registers what it
reads in the papers and hears on
the radio or over the back yard
fence—this mind too is conditioned
by events and people.

But the fallacy of all this reason-
ing is this: the conditioned self we
are is the false self. We can break
the old conditionings and start a
new chain of conditionings. We can
be conditioned to the true self we
really are and so become new per-
sons. We can stop being prisoners
of our time. We can undo the
chains that bind our emotions and
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keep us from being free. We can
throw off the false front of condi-
tioned thinking centering in our
past and our negatives and begin a
new day. All we have to do is to
turn to Jesus Christ with our minds
and say to Him, “Come into my
mind! Come into my emotions!
Come into my body! Be in all of
me and be all in all to me.” Let a
person saturate himself daily with
words like these and such a per-
son will become new and have a
new day. Old things which both-
ered will pass away.

Even the body will become
younger because when it is con-
ditioned in the Mind of Christ, it
attracts new atoms to itself. Doc-
tors have been telling us for a long
time that our bodies change every
seven years. Here is a method
which when used daily and in faith
will change your body every day.
For it is a law of life that what one
eats becomes one. What the lion
eats becomes lion. What the nega-
tive minded person feeds on be-
comes negative force and action.
By the same law, what a mind con-
ditioned in Christ feeds on be-
comes not only brain cells but also
Christ cells. They make us more
Christlike even in our body. A
great new day can dawn for you,
reader, when you start becoming
new in Christ. .

All of us have to face life’s dis-
appointments, tragedies, sorrows,
and defeats if not in our own lives
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then assuredly in the lives of our
friends. One of the first things
that happens when this new con-
ditioning process in Christ gets go-
ing is that fear melts away and a
strange, new, happy confidence is
born. One then becomes master
of situations because he has Jesus,
the Master, helping him.

A young husband, granted a
leave of absence from the army,
rushed home to face this situation :
A few hours before his baby, while
playing in the kitchen, had upset
the tea kettle of boiling water and
burned himself. When the hus-
band arrived the baby was already
in the hospital and his wife seated
beside the telephone in utter de-
feat was waiting for word, as she
put it, that the baby was dead. But
the husband had learned the secret
of tracking his mind with the Mind
of Christ. So he turned to his wife
and said, “We will put the baby
in God’s hands. We will pray with
peace in our hearts and ask God to
do what He wants to with our
baby. If He wants us to have him
back, we will be happy. But if He
wants to take him home to Him-
self, we will trust our baby to
Him.”

The sequel to this true story is
that the baby got well and that new
skin has been grafted on his face
and body. There was a time when
this young man was conditioned
by fear, insecurity and hate ; when,
as the result of that kind of think-

—T—
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ing, he was defeated and bitter and
resentful. If that would still have
been his state of mind when his
baby was burned, he and his wife
would have cut off God’s creative
power and prevented the healing
energies from flowing into his
baby’s body. But because his mind,
emotions and body were aligned
with Christ, healing power was re-
leased. His mind now conditioned
in the Mind of Chirst had become
positive, flooding his personality
with radiant happiness and confi-
dence.

We all want a new world in
which there is lasting peace and
security. But we all forget that the
new world begins with each one
of us. For the more minds we can
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get centered in Christ, the more
and greater our power for world
peace. Stop saying “human nature
can’t be changed” or “America is
being ruined.” Begin being one of
millions who will have a New Day.
If enough people in America will
start doing this and do it fast
enough, we will make peace se-
cure. But the starting place is you.
For the moment we say “Come in-
to me, Jesus. Come into all of me.
Come into America. Come into the
world-situation,” by that much we
release power from on high that
will re-condition this world for
peace. Then this great, new, mar-
velous, dawn of the New Day will
come to us and break as a great
light on all men.

“It Is Public Money”

In a newspaper interview Fritz Kreisler is reported as saying: “I

was born with music in my system. It was a gift of God. I did not ac-
quire it. So I do not even deserve thanks for the music. Music is too
sacred to be sold, and the outrageous prices charged for musical celebrities
today are truly a crime against society. I never look upon the money I
earn as my own. It is public money. It is only a fund intrusted to me
for proper disbursement., I am constantly endeavoring to reduce my
needs to the minimum. I feel morally guilty in ordering a costly meal,
for it deprives some one else of a slice of bread, some child perhaps of a
bottle of milk. My beloved wife feels exactly as I do about these things.
In all these years of my so-called success in music we have not built a
homltcaI for ourselves. Between it and us stand all the homeless in the
world.”



(I The time has come for us to open our eyes.

Open Your Eyes and Behold the Kingdom

Glenn Clark

ESUS told us that the King-
dom of Heaven was right at
hand, here and now, and

when he was asked to point to it
he said it was within us. As a
matter of fact, the thing that Jesus
came to tell us about and to prove
to us, was that all around us hid-
den by the illusion of time is the
Kingdom of Heaven—the King-
dom where everything is in per-
fect harmony, where there are no
quicksands, marshes and other
terrible things.

If we are living in the Kingdom
of Heaven here and now, then why
do we find so much that is bad in
this world? Because we either go
around in it with our eyes shut
or else we go around facing back-
wards.

Let me just ask you to go to the
most beautiful avenue you know.
Suppose you start across it with
your eyes shut. What would hap-
pen? Of course you might fall
across the little curbing. Why was
the curbing there? To snare
people ? Oh no. For a beautiful and
lovely cause—to hold the soil for
beautiful grass—to make it safe
for pedestrians to stroll without
fear of autos running up upon
them—a lovely thing. For a per-
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son who goes about perversely,
with his eyes shut, it is a disagree-
able thing.

But when you cross the avenue
with eyes shut you will probably
fall over the curbing. Then you
rise and feel your way across—
until you bump your nose into
a tree. What is the tree there for—
to hit people over their noses? No,
certainly not, but to render hap-
piness by its shade and beauty.

You get past the tree and get
to the opposite side of the boule-
vard, to the other auto track. You
step out upon it with your eyes
shut. Indeed, you are lucky if an
auto doesn’t hit you and throw you
to the ground with a broken leg
and dislocated shoulder and per-
haps internal injuries. As you
think of the curbing, the tree, and
the auto, you say to yourself,
“What a hell of a place this world
is!” A man wiser than you, who
knows all these things are here for
utility, beauty and service says,
“No, the only hell you will find
in the universe is the hell you try
to make out of heaven by keeping
your eyes shut.”

And after we get our eyes
opened there is still another
danger of missing the Kingdom,
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and that is by seeing the world
backwards.

Did you ever see a movie where
autos are whizzing backwards,
streetcars clanging backwards,
pedestrians hurrying across streets
backwards, and perhaps one per-
son, the comic hero, alone is walk-
ing forward?

Of course, if everyone walked
backward and you alone walked
forward all people would call you
crazy, foolish, simple! Did not all
the backward walking people in
Jesus’ day call him such names at
some time or other? Will they not
call you names, also, if you do the
same? “For if they persecute the
master they will also persecute the
servant, for the servant is not
greater than his lord,” said Jesus.
Of course they will call you
names. Fortunately you can fall
back upon one statement of Jesus
—"“By their fruits they shall know
them.” You will commence very
soon to produce fruits. Presently,
if you continue long enough, if
you can hold on and wait upon the
Lord, others will follow you, and
after a while there will be an ever
increasing group around you walk-
ing forward and with eyes wide
open.

Jesus, and John as well, always,
or nearly always, used a little word
for putting all in God’s hands.
Turn. “Turn and repent,” said
John. “Unless you turn and be-
come as a little child ye shall in no

wise enter into the Kingdom,” said
Jesus.

Look at the grown man sitting
backward in the train, looking list-
lessly out of the window as beau-
tiful landscapes fade in the dis-
tance. Opposite him watch his
little boy facing forward, watching
landscapes appear. He is full of
wonder, of delight, the world is a
wonderful place, a place of heaven
on earth, surely and truly. “Look,
papa! Look, papa!” he is always
crying. Curiosity ? Foolish childish
curiosity? No, he is seeing the
Kingdom as it really is. For any-
one who sees this world with eyes
of wonder is seeing the Kingdom.
Eyes of wonder know that there is
something on ahead—something
just over the hill—they know after
it has passed it will come back
again, if we really, truly want it.

The sophisticated man knows
nothing until he sees it, and
doesn’t believe it exists a moment
after it has gone. No wonder such
men cannot believe in the trust-
worthiness of friends—of the abili-
ty to love before you show it—
and to keep the love after you are
out of sight of the loved one.

Let us return to the man going
forward while all the others in the
street are going backward. Wan-
dering around in such a maze will
almost make the clearest minded
get dizzy at times. From force of
the very contagion of bad example
he will find himself tempted every
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moment to reverse his motion and
get in step with the crowds walk-
ing in the negative way. Only by
going apart from the crowd into
the mountain, alone, or into a desert
place apart to pray, will he keep
his vision clear.

And what is this walking for-
ward as opposed to walking back-
wards? It is cooperating instead of
competing, it is shaking hands in-
stead of using fists, it is being
humble instead of being proud, it
is giving instead of grabbing, it is
sharing instead of keeping, it is
taking the lowest seats instead of
the highest, it is smiling instead
of frowning, it is loving instead of
hating.

How do we know that the world
is walking backward? Just note
the way the world backed into the
First World War, and now into the
Second World War, the way it
backed into commercial failures,
and so forth and so on.

Backing into solutions is not a
solution, but a creation of another
problem. Throwing good money
down a well after good money lost
there is merely to lose more good
money.

Summer

To fight with anger in. one’s
heart for a cause is merely to
lose both the fight and the cause.
He who wins with anger in his
heart loses. Don’t you believe
that? Look at the winners in this
World War. Devastated Russia,
bankrupt Britain and the United
States with a 300 billion dollar
debt and increasingly the burdens
of the world on her shoulders. Are
any of us better off after the war
than before? Is there more em-
ployment, more happy homes, more
wealth, more freedom? This fight
was on a large enough scale to see
the results without a microscope.
Then, turn and look at all the little
personal, private fights you ever
won with anger in your heart and
see how lasting and how perma-
nent the victory has been. “He
who takes the sword will perish by
the sword” was never truer than
now. It is just as dangerous as
walking backwards across a street
in crowded traffic hours, with one’s
eyes closed.

The time has come for the world
to move forward.

The time has come for us to open

_our eyes.

Hugh Walpole said of Jesus, “Here is a Man like no other man who
has ever been, and in realizing Him I go beyond all earthly physical thmg,s:
into the world of the spirit. If He is true, then the life of the spirit is true.

( His dark brown hair and beard made me think of Biblical pictures
I had seen in church, you know, the ones of Christ.

The Man Who Was God (A Story)

Douglas Walker

ANY strange tales have
come out of this war, but
none so unbelievable as

the one I am about to tell you.

We were seated in a small
French cafe in Paris telling strange
stories of what we had seen. From
left to right were seated Captain
Paul Harris and First Lieutenant
Charles F. Bennett of the 13th
Armoured Division, and myself,
Thomas D. Faber, U. S. war cor-
respondent. I listened while the
captain and the lieutenant talked.
The young lieutenant told of a man
in his outfit who had saved sixty
men from death under heavy enemy
fire only to lose his own life an
hour afterward by a sniper’s bullet,

I took notes as the two continued.
Finally, the door of the cafe swung
open and a medium built man en-
tered and looked around the room.
His face looked as though he knew
great sorrow, yet, there was a
strange light in his eyes, and his
smile made you feel as though he
knew every thought before you
could think it. Never in all my life
shall I forget, as he walked across
the room toward a table, how his
dark brown hair and beard made
me think of Biblical pictures I had
seen in church ; you know, the ones
of Christ.

The captain lit his pipe and
started to tell another yarn, but I
excused myself and made my way
for the stranger’s table. As I ap-
proached, he arose and offered me
a chair. T sat down and beckoned
to the waiter, then turned, and was
about to offer my apologies for in-
truding. Before I could speak, the
stranger said, “That’s quite all
right.” This reply stunned me for
a moment as I had only thought
what I was going to say, but I
recovered as the waiter approached
with our order. I asked my new
friend his name, and he replied,
“I have many names.” With this
he thanked me, and departed as
silently as he had entered.

I remained at the cafe until it
closed. As I was leaving, I was
called by a man standing on the
corner. He was a short, plump,
little Frenchman. “What may I
do for you?” I asked him as he
drew near. “Monsieur, could you
but just give me the name of the
man with whom you spoke?”
“No,” T replied. “I asked his name
but he did not give it to me.” “If
I only knew whether or not he is a
spy,” the Frenchman said. “As far
as I can tell, he is not. The under-
ground has watched him for more
than two months, and as yet, has
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nothing to report on him, except
that he can and has walked past
German guards without being
stopped or any indication of being
seen. He carries no identification
papers, yet the Germans haven't
stopped him once.” A remarkable
story, I thought to myself, but aloud
I said, “I am sorry I can give you
no information, and now, you must
excuse me.” With this, I bade the
Frenchman goodnight.

As I crawled into bed I was
thinking about the big push ahead
of us in two days. The Germans
had to be pushed out of all France
and Austria and back into the black
hole of Germany. The next two
days were filled with feverish work ;
men worked night and day loading
ammunition, gasoline, food, and
war machinery. As I watched boys
work, they would call to me, “Hi,
Tom. How about putting my name
in the paper?” “What is your
name?” and the common variety
usually was Brown, Smith, Green,
Jacobs, etc. I had the names of
many boys, both dead and alive,
names of boys, men, and even
women who had given their lives
for God, their country, and a word
called Liberty. They had paid the
supreme price.

The appointed hour had arrived,
the troops moved out, and we were
on our way to meet the enemy, to
attack and drive, or be driven back.
We met the enemy at 1400; we
were pinned down by a withering

Summer

enemy fire. We radioed for rein-
forcements, and while we were
waiting I went back over my notes
and came across a paragraph about
the stranger I had met in the cafe.
I wondered if I would ever see him
again. As I looked up, to my utter
surprise, I saw him coming across
the battlefield with his hands in his
pockets and a song on his lips. He
was walking straight toward us.
He was not touched once by enemy
gunfire. Colonel James L. Lee said
it was a miracle that he had not
been cut to ribbons by gunfire from
both sides. As he came into our
underground headquarters I asked
him how and why he had come.
He said there would be many who
needed him. I did not understand
what he meant, but days later I
realized, as I watched him go to
the battlefield and administer
spiritual help to the dying enemy
as well as to our own.

A hard month of bitter fighting
had passed and we were entering
the outskirts of Germany. Our
bombers had done a good job and
the Huns had their backs to a wall.
The question was, “Would they
fight?” And they did, but our sol-
diers were seasoned and toughened
troops and still had lots of fight
left in them.

The stranger never seemed to
grow weary of performing his self-
appointed duty and by now the
boys had begun to call him “god”
because of his religious ways.

——
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I figured that Germany would
fall in seventy-two hours. I had al-
ready written a cablegram to be
sent out as soon as their defeat had
been officially announced. I was
talking to “god” and I made the
statement that I would be glad to
get home with my wife and boy.
I looked at “god” and said, “You'll
be going home soon, won't you?”’
“Yes,” he replied in a way I'd never
heard him speak before, “I am go-
ing home to see my father.” He
was about to say something else
when we were interrupted by a
messenger who was looking for the
colonel. I asked the messenger
what was wrong. He told us that
there were two men trapped on
top of the hill overlooking the val-
ley. They had reported by radio
that they had no food or water and
very little ammunition. A look
came across “god’s” face, a look
that made the whole room glow.
He started out the door. I pro-
tested, “You'll never make it alive.”
But by bobbing, weaving, dodging,
and some miracle, he reached the
top. We could see him kneel down
and when he stood up again, the
two men stood with him, and all
was quiet. The wind, as if carry-
ing their words across the whole
valley brought them to us and we
heard “god” ask, “Do you believe
in God and in me and do you have
enough faith to believe that if we
ever start down, that we will reach
the bottom alive?” One man did

not. He started to run and was
shot down by enemy fire. The other
answered, “Yes, I believe,” and
with this, “god” stretched forth his
hand and pointed the path to safe-
ty. As the man reached the bottom,
again the enemy opened fire and
the hill was being eaten away by
the burst of shells. As the smoke
and dust settled over “god,” we
watched him raise his arms toward
the heavens and over the roar of
bursting shells, a voice that made
the hair on the back of my neck
stand up, came to us across the val-
ley, and “god” spoke and these
were his words. “Forgive them, O
Father, for they know not what
they do.” As surely as Christ
had been crucified a second time a
blanket of silence covered the val-
ley and was ripped by lightning
and thunder and the earth shook
under the weight of war and the
light became darkness.

When the dawn broke Germany
had fallen as if crushed by the
hand of God.

Days later I talked with the
young sergeant who had been
saved. He asked me had it been
true what some of the other boys
had said about there being another
man on top of the hill with him and
I answered, “Yes.” “But I saw
no one other than the private who
was killed,” he told me.

Two weeks later we docked in
New York harbor and my wife and
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son met me at the pier. That eve-
ning at home, I was telling them
the strange story and my son asked,

“Daddy, who really was the strang-
er?”
HE WAS GOD.

United Nations Hymn

(Sung to tune of “Love Divine All Love Excelling”)

Angela Morgan

Thou whose breathing fills our bodies,
Thou whose pulse the worlds obey,
Tune our minds to heed Thy rhythm
Known along the starry way.
Swing the nations to Thy measure,
Bid men’s hatreds turn to song;
Fill us, thrill us, with Thy music,
End earth’s bitterness and wrong.

Thou whose order rules the atom,
Thou whose law propels the sea,

Bring, oh, bring Thy warring peoples
Close within Thy harmony.

God of beauty, heal our madness !

God of love, our battles end !

Show the unity that binds us,
Foe to foe, or friend to friend.

Thou who lightest with Thy glory
Leaf and lake and cloud and star,
Light the hearts of men to justice,
Show us kindred, as we are.
Pour Thy mighty joy upon us,
Thou whose grandeur filleth space,
Claim Thy cosmic sons and daughters—
Unify the human race !

(L We go right on worrying about
the very things we took to Him.

Taking It To the Lord—Not Quite !

Elberta Muriel Snyder

E HUMAN beings are in-
&j&/ deed as Christ said, “A
perverse nation.” We have
a multitude of worries, and we
sing hymns about taking them to
the Lord in prayer. We tell the
Lord in our prayers all of the
things that are worrying us and
say “Lord hear me this day and
help me.” Then what do we do?
We go right on worrying about the
very things we took to Him.

Do you know what you do when
you continue to worry over things
you have taken to Him? You auto-
matically discount His ability to
be of any help to you. Christ said,
“Come unto me all ye who are
weary and heavy laden, and I will
give you rest.” Yes, but how can
He give you rest if you will not ac-
cept it when He offers it to you?

Christ knew that if He prayed to
God for anything at all that God
heard his prayer and answered it.
Therefore when He prayed, in the
next breath He gave thanks and no
longer worried about it. He tried
in every way He knew how to pass
this information on to us, and yet
even today many of us who call
ourselves Christians, when we
pray, do not fully believe that God
has the power to answer our prayer.

If we did believe in His power to
answer any good prayer we offered,
we would not be the worried and
harried people that we are today.

Perhaps if we understood a little
better just why God is able to
answer our prayers, then we would
be sure of the results of our pray-
ers, for that is just what we lack
when we continue to worry. Did
you ever stop to think that God,
who is your true father, knows
everybody in this world as well as
he knows you? Well he does. He
knows who is going to move and
when. He knows what everyone is
thinking. Why shouldn’t He? He
created you and everyone else that
is in the world, and he is not care-
less as we might be. He knows
where everything is that He created.
Isn’t that a wonderful thought?
Here is some one to really turn to
in the hour of need, for He does
know all of the answers, and no
fooling around about it.

There are only a few things re-
quired of us before we can receive
the results of our prayers and they
are these; KNOW THAT WHAT
YOU ASK IS GOOD. IT MUST
NOT BE A SELFISH PRAYER.
AND MOST OF ALL BE-
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