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As We Go To Preds

The article by Allan Hunter (p. 19) is typical of a good, NEW magazine.
Life-Stream Magazine is “devoted to Christian service through small groups and prayer,
regardless of race, creed, or denomination—supported entirely by free-will contributions
and subscriptions.” We had the pleasure of a visit from editor Vincent Evensen and
associate editor Charlotte Weaver. They are wonderful young people whose selfless
and practical loyalty to the Christian cause remind one so much of the Quaker. The
first issue of the magazine is filled with good, vital articles and many photographs. A
copy is worth $.25. Address—2337 Grant St., Berkeley 3, California.

Two new departments greet you with this issue. “The World Needs Prayer” (p. 59)
and “News of Our Editors” (p. 61) came to birth through numerous requests for some-
thing of this sort, and because your full-time editors felt you would like them and find
the contents interesting. In the future we shall try to include a few speaking dates and
places of our contributing editors.

Joseph Fort Newton (p. 23) should need no introduction. He is not only a nation-
ally recognized author, but also rector of Church of St. Luke and The Epiphany in
Philadelphia. His genius for making spiritual truths alive and fresh for modern eyes is
talent to be thankful for . . . Frank Olmstead (p. 21) is in charge of The House on
Cedar Street in Washington, D. C. Here he welcomes and aids small groups who come
to Washington to “lobby” for legislation that more clearly bears the mark of Christiani-
ty. He also edits World News Sheet for Those Who Pray, a mimeographed monthly
available on a freewill offering basis . . . Glenn Clark’s (p. 25) further report on this
past summer’s European spiritual tour will be eagerly read. Letters requesting more
information about the tour have been coming to the office steadily. Another tour is
scheduled for next summer. If you are at all interested you better get in touch with
Glenn Clark very soon. . . . The address by the Bishop of Norway before the
Amsterdam world conference of churches was one of the many highlights of this vitally
important meeting, and Bishop Berggrav’s address (p. 37) is condensed for your in-
formation.

Our mail includes so many persistent suggestions, hints and blunt orders about
printing Clear Horizons more frequently that we have been forced to do some thinking
about it. What do you think? Maybe six times a year, a bi-monthly? It is our beloved
readers who will make the final decision!
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( Our joy and power to help people depends on i
perpetually outflowing in His love, light, and healing.

How to get an Increase of God’s Love
J. Rufus Moseley

If we go with Jesus, enter into
ineffable union with Him and join
Him in giving His perfect love,
light and healing to all we will en-
ter into perfect marriage with Him
and become loving as He is loving,
healing as He is healing. Every-
thing of His will be ours.

How to increase in union and
in love:

1. Open wide to receive Jesus
and His love. Jesus and love are
longing and knocking to come in.
Ask forgiveness for having kept
them out. When you really want
Jesus and love to come in and take
entire charge you are wanting pre-
cisely what He and love are long-
ing to do. As the colored brother
put it, “Election is this way, Jesus
is all the time voting for us and
the devil is all the time voting
against us and the way we vote
carries the election.” Jesus and
love are all the time seeking to
come in. When we choose with
Jesus and love we are filled with
Him and His love.

2. Choose to give Him and His
love to all. As blessed as it is to
receive Him and His love, it is
still better to give Him and His
love. Indeed, you have to give in
order to continue receiving. Re-
ceiving more than you choose to
give makes you like a swamp and
swamps do not need more water;
they need ditching and draining.
Heavenly love is never like stag-
nant pools but is always like a
springing fountain and like a flow-
ing river.

An infinity of love is ready to
flow out through us. We do not
have to furnish the love, we only
have to choose for it to overflow.

The new commandment to love
as we are loved, is not so difficult
as the old commandment to love
God with all of our being and to
love our neighbor as ourselves. Ac-
cording to the Law we had to do
the loving. Through union with
Jesus, the love is given and we
only have to pass it on and by pass-
ing it on we become love itself.
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3. Pray for perfect Love. This
prayer is so much in the will of
God it is always heard and an-
swered. You can have all the love
you want if you want it enough
to ask for it and to give it.

4. Do your part in removing the
hindrances of love. Wherever you
have been unloving acknowledge it
and ask forgiveness, ask not only
the Lord’s forgiveness but also the
forgiveness of those to whom you
have been unloving. This brings
flood tides of love.

If anyone has anything against
you go to him in love and seek to
remove the hindrances or the
stumbling block.

Love requires that we get every-
thing we can out of the way, that
we make it as easy as possible for
people to love, and all nigh im-
possible for them not to love.

5. In every new situation pray
to see and to choose the most loy-
ing thing. Where evil has come to
you choose to meet it with good. If
you have been dealt with unloving-
ly choose to react especially loving-
ly. When we choose to love and to
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give His love, His love flows in
and enables us to love.

6. In every situation remember
what Jesus did in situations far
more difficult. Also remember His
teaching, if you are to be perfect
as your Father in heaven is perfect
you will have to be loving and
merciful as He is loving and merci-
ful.

Remember what Jesus did and
let Him teach you what to do in
every situation and you cannot es-
cape being loving.

No matter what evil you have
suffered, real or imaginary, soon-
er or later you are going to for-
give it and you will not be happy
until you do. Why delay the happi-
ness? Happy is the man who can
forgive quickly.

Do not let the sun go down on
your foolishness. As the Pennsyl-
vania Dutch have a way of saying,
“If you have to swallow a toad,
the less time you take to look at
it the easier it is to swallow it.”

Our joy and power to help
people depends on entering into a
union with Jesus and perpetually
outflowing in His love, light, and
healing.
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NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS: This office must be notified of CHANGE
OF ADDRESS one month in advance of magazine mailing dates, or we
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scription Dept., 1571 Grand Ave., St. Paul 5, Minnesota.

( Always it has been said that when the bell rang
on Christmas night the promise would come true!

And The Bell Rang
(A Christmas Story)
Frances Stockwell Lovell

HE Boy hurried along the

)l snowy sidewalk, Sometimes

he slipped. His boots did
not stand up very well in the snow;
they had too many holes in them.
But it was Christmas Eve ! Nothing
else mattered and perhaps he would
have new boots this year for Christ-
mas and a sweater without holes in
the elbows. The church ladies gave
him things, him and the Old Man.
Of course they were not always
new things but that did not matter,
either. And in a few moments now,
he would be at the church, the
lovely, warm church with the smells
of hot food downstairs that would
be almost more than his stomach
could stand and the beautiful fairy
tree upstairs in the place where the
minister stood on Sunday.

He lifted his ten-year-old eyes
and looked at the sky. It was black-
blue and dusted with a million stars
that winked and danced because it
was Christmas Eve. Everything
was just as it should be on Christ-
mas! Everything was perfect, sky,
stars, snow. Maybe even that old
legend would come true tonight,
the one that the Old Man was al-
ways babbling about on Christmas.
It was something about a bell that
the Christ Child should ring, a

fairy bell, untouched by human
hands. But the boy never paid much
heed to what the Old Man mum-
bled as he sat in his chair, wrapped
like a bright cocoon, in the afghan
that looked like a flower garden, the
one the Ladies Aid had given him
last Christmas.

The only bell that the Boy was
interested in was the bell in the
church steeple. Someday he hoped
that the sexton would let him ring
it himself. To swing up on the
great, thick rope, into the air, to
drop again and crouch low, to swing
high again, ah, that was his dream!
To make the great iron clangor of
the bell sound out over house and
hill, over street and river, to make
it shout and sing and cry ! So many
Sundays he had watched wistfully
while the sexton made the bell talk.
But no one but the sexton ever
rang the bell !

The cold got into the cracks in
his boots. It clutched at his wrists
and they were red and sore, he
needed some mittens. He hoped,
too, that the church would leave a
basket of food tomorrow on the
kitchen table, as they always did,
a chicken, all cooked, a pie and
some nuts. He hurried, his chin
hunched into the collar of the old
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sweater. Once in a while, he looked
up at the stars again. They were
still there, as sharp and beautiful as
the lights on the tree at the church.
He hoped there would be some-
thing on the tree for the Old Man,
too. He needed so many things!
But he was happy with his bright
afghan, soft as a garden, about his
thin shoulders. He wore it all day,
now that the cold had struck deep
into the north country.

Of course, people still tried to
send the Old Man away to a Home
and the Boy to another Home, But
always they stuck together for they
could help each other. The Boy
could carry wood for the fire and
help with the meals. The Old Man
could mend and patch their clothes.
It was the only real home the boy
had ever known. The Old Man and
the boy were happy together.

The snow on the path to the
church door was slippery and hard
with the feet of many children. He
was late, he was always late. But
he and the Old Man had tried to
mend the old sweater before he
went. It did not so much matter at
school, that your clothes were old
and ragged but at church, that was
different ! At church, you wore your
Sunday clothes! The Boy didn’t
have any Sunday clothes. Already
he had missed two Sundays be-
cause he could not sit beside the
lovely little girls with their long
soft curls and their bright snow
suits and warm mittens and the
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boys in fur-lined jackets and snug,
firm boots! But this was Christ-
mas ! Perhaps the little Jesus would
not notice, tonight, his frayed el-
bows and cold hands! And of
course, there would be something
for him on the tree!

He stood outside the hig doors
of the church. Inside the vestibule,
it was bright and empty. Beyond
the swinging doors he could hear
dimly the strains of the organ and
the excited sounds of the children.
He pushed at the doors. They
stuck. He shivered in the cold on
the steps. Perhaps they were locked.
Anyway, it was easier to go in at
the little side door where they went
down to Sunday School. Perhaps
the children had all gone in this
way.

He went down the high steps and
around the barberry bushes, thick
with their burden of new snow and
scarlet berries like drops of blood,
like red lights on the Tree, to the
little door at the side. He opened
it and stepped into the dark hall.
Down the stairs he could smell the
hot, good smell of cocoa. There
would be sandwiches, too, and
cookies cut like stars and covered
with pink and white candies like
colored snow. He drew a long,
quivering breath. Ah,  this was
Christmas when even the poor
could eat as well as the rich! He
closed the door behind him care-
fully. He didn’t want to make any
noise ; he didn’t want to hother any-
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one. The voices of the women who
prepared the party for the children,
came up the stairs, too, as they
laughed and gossiped in the kitch-
en.

He turned to go into the bright,
warm church room. Then he saw,
shadowy and faint, dangling from
the great mouth of the steeple, the
thing that was the bell rope. Some-
thing in his heart rose and choked
his throat. He hesitated, his eyes
big with fright and daring. There
was no one here! All his life he
had wanted to pull the bell rope,
all his life that he had lived with
the Old Man! He crept softly up
the steps that led to the little plat-
form where the sexton stood on
Sunday mornings to pull the rope.
He touched the great, strong,
rough thing. He caressed it with
his fingers. He shivered with de-
light. It would carry him up, up,
toward the stars. It would drop him
gently back again and then slowly
lift him heavenward again, So
must Jesus have felt when He went
up into heaven! Only this was
Christmas, the night of His birth,
not His ascension! This was the
Nativity !

Suddenly he clutched the rope.
All the Christmas stars danced to-
gether in his small head, the stars
that peppered the square of sky
far above in the black square of
the steeple. Dimly, he heard the
women’s voices in the kitchen.
Dimly, he heard, far away in an-
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other world, the Christmas sounds
from the bright church room.
Down here it was very cold. But it
was Christmas and here was the
bell, under his cold hands! He
flung his small body at the rope,
hanging black and still in the dark.
He pulled down on it. Then he
sprang and it lifted him up, up,
toward the stars in the little square
of sky where the bell lived, high
above the people below. Then he
drifted slowly down. Again he
flung his weight at the rope. Again
he pulled and again he was carried
up towards the Christmas sky. Fat
above him, across the cold white
night, he heard the sound of the
bell. It went up and down the snowy
streets. It went out across the fields
and touched the white trees with
music. It crept into lighted homes
and paused beside the ice-bound
river. Then he flung the rope from
him.

Now he was frightened. What
would they do to him, who had
touched the sacred bell rope? who
had made the great bell cry out
on Christmas night, the bell which
no one ever rang except the sex-
ton?

He heard the music stop inside
the church. He heard a great hush
descend upon the gay voices. He
heard the women in the kitchen
cease laughing. A great and un-
earthly silence came down upon the
church and the snowy night. He
opened the door and ran down the
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slippery path and down the cold,
white street. The stars still winked
and danced above him but a great
sob burst in his throat like all the
bells in Christendom ringing to-
gether. THERE WOULD BE
NO HOT COCOA AND SAND-
WICHES FOR HIM! His
stomach cringed at the thought.
Then he slowed his steps to a walk.
He would have no party with the
other children and no present on
the Tree—but he had rung the bell !
A soft peace came over his heart,
like the new snow on the trees.

Suddenly he saw that people were
standing in the street, looking to-
ward the church. They talked in
little groups, whispering, nodding.
Someone spoke to him.

“The bell—did you hear it too?”
He looked back to the church. The
minister stood on the steps in his
long black robes. The children
stood around him. He held up his
hand. He said something.

“Yes, I—I heard the bell, too,”
he said. Then he ran home.

But there were people every-
where, standing in the snow. They
were all saying the same things;
the legend had come true tonight!
The Christ has walked in our vil-
lage and rang the bell in the
church! It has happened even as
they said!

He burst in the door of the Old
Man’s house like a small, fierce
wind. The Old Man turned to him,
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holding out trembling hands. His
face was lifted with joy.

“Did you hear it?” he cried,
“Tell me, did the sexton ring the
bell 7"

“No,” the Boy answered, “No,
the sexton did not ring the bell !”

“Then the legend has come
true !” the Old Man cried. “No one
but the sexton rings the bell! To-
night the Christ was here! Now
something wonderful will happen!
It has been promised! Always it
has been said that when the bell
rang on Christmas night, the prom-
ise would come true! For years we
have waited! And now it has hap-
pened, here in the valley, before I
die! Blessed is me!” He pulled the
bright afghan closer under his old
chin, grey with a stubble of whis-
kers.

“But—but, listen, Old Man,” the
Boy began, pulling off his ragged
sweater. Now he might not have
a new warm sweater or mittens.
Sometimes he got things like that
on the Tree. But he hoped someone
would remember to give the Old
Man something, some good slippers
or wool socks! The floor was al-
ways cold.

“Ah, that is it! I have listened
for years, every Christmas!” The
Old Man quavered, shaking with
excitement. “Someday they said the
bell would ring! Yes, yes, it has
happened at last! Now I can die
in peace!”

“No, no!” the Boy cried. If the
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Old Man died, they would take
him away to a Home again, a Home
where no one loved him! Anxious-
ly he stuffed more wood into the
old stove.

“Did no one come with a Christ-
mas basket ?” he asked.

“Not yet, not yet! But why talk
about that? That is the same every
year ! This year the bell rang! Aye,
what a Christmas!” the Old Man
said testily.

The Boy hesitated. A great fear
and doubt arose in him. He must
tell the Old Man. Then all the
people would know. But who could
spoil a joy so great ? He would keep
still a little while.

There was the running of many
steps outside. The door burst open.
Many people came into the little
room, shouting, laughing, singing.

“The bell !” they cried. “Did you
hear the bell? It is the legend! It
came true at last! And the sexton
did not ring it ; he was in the church
with the people!”

“Yes, yes, I heard it!” the Old
Man said, reaching out his quiver-
ing old hands to them. “Yes, it is
wonderful ! The legend came true!”

“The rest is true, also,” they
cried. “The mayor has kept the
promise !”’

“It was that something wonder-
ful would happen when the bell
rang |”

“It will happen tomorrow, on
Christmas! Ah, the Christ was here
tonight !”
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“You will be glad you are alive,
Old Man!” they said. “There is
money for all the poor people on
Christmas! Money and food and
fire! A very rich man left his for-
tune that way, years ago, before
we can remember! He said that
someday, on Christmas night, the
bell would ring by no human hand !
He said the Christ would walk in
our streets! Ah, how right he was!”

“So many people will-be glad that
the bell rang tonight!”

The Old Man sat helplessly. He
was too happy to talk. He had
heard the bell ring ; he had lived to
hear it and see the promise come
true!

The Boy stood behind them,
silent. He looked at the happy
people. He saw the Old Man’s face
lit up from within. He thought of
the people who needed warm
sweaters and mittens and firewood
and hot food, hot cocoa and star
cookies, a chicken and vegetables!
They would have them all, tomor-
row, because the bell rang!

He stood still and did not speak.
He had been going to tell them
about it. But now he could not. He
knew that something wonderful
had happened to the village, that
they were all blessed. For the
legend had come true; the bell had
rung on Christmas night by hands
that no mortal could see. So they
believed. The Boy went silently to
bed. Tomorrow was Christmas.



([ I can gain new spiritual insight any time
I look at two year old Carolyn.

Gaining Spiritual Insight

From Our

Children

Elizabeth Searle Lamb

HE role of teacher is laid
Il on every parent’s shoulders
shortly after Junior gives his
first cry! It fits so well one is apt
to forget it is only one of many
which may be placed in relation to
the younger generation. A certain
variety, not vacillation, helps make
for that well-rounded harmonious
relationship with his children which
every parent desires.
I have found, for instance, that
I can gain a new spiritual insight
every time I look at two-year old
Carolyn from a student’s view-
point. Her unbounded enthusiasm
—over a kitten, a boy riding a bi-
cycle, a butterfly—her whole-
hearted interest in exploring the
new world in which she lives, her
fearlessness, and her absolute faith
—these are qualities whose spiri-
tual application lays the foundation
for all soul growth. “Suffer little
children, and forbid them not, to
come unto me: for of such is the
kingdom of heaven.”
Child-likeness, not to be con-
fused with childishness, is a term
that could well be used to embody
the true spiritual state of mind.
Living with a child is like taking a
course in spiritual modeling, for

there is a contagion in the youth-
ful approach to life that gives ma-
turity new vitality by mere con-
tact. So I try to take time off
every day to consider my child in
the role of teacher. And surpris-
ingly, it strengthens my patience
for the long hours when I'm the
teacher!

Carolyn has no real fears. Her
two years have taught her some
caution—for instance she knows
from experience that little dogs
may knock her down if they get
playful. Caution, she must learn,
as must we all. T realize she is
learning it when she warns me not
to touch the papers with which she
is playing “’cause they're awful
sharp!” But one great tragedy of
many lives is that they are en-
trapped by fears into a bondage of
timidity and impotence. I try to
guard Carolyn by developing in her
a deep sense of security—based on
and in God, rather than in things.
And T in turn am helped to spot-
light and then release my own
fears; to go ahead fearlessly in
some new venture just as Carolyn
bravely tries out a new tricycle.
Fear is such a persistent salesman
I need this constant reminder in
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front of my eyes. As I hear Carolyn
copy even my most thoughtless
phrase I watch even more closely
against the casual “Oh, I'm afraid
that won’t work,” which will teach
negative habits to my own mind as
well as to Carolyn. She is my copy-
book and I am hers, and as she
continues to develop positively my
own negative ways are eliminated.
Carolyn has real unquestioning
faith, centered now in Mommy and
Daddy. In the face of that faith I
often ask myself if my faith in
God, which I profess so glibly,
comes anywhere near the child-
like all-encompassing faith that a
Christian should have. Fortunately
it takes only a mole-hill of faith
to erect a mountain of a miracle,
so I keep reaching out, with Caro-
lyn as my model, into a greater and
greater faith in God, the Good, as
the only power in my life. Faith,
after all, is a normal state; only
the lack of it is an abnormal state
artificially bred into many of us.
The sun is hardly over the hori-
zon when Carolyn jumps on my
bed and cries excitedly, “Mommy,
let’s get up right away!” This is
a new day, full of old friendly ex-
periences to be repeated and ex-
citing new ones to be investigated.
Her exuberance is a pepper-upper
for any dullness in my outlook on
a new day (after I once get my eyes
open!). That enthusiasm for life
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is a characteristic of youth, and no
one who has it can be counted old.
It is a characteristic which has
marked America as the land where
the difficult is done today, the im-
possible tomorrow. It should be a
characteristic of real religion, too,
for only a deep abiding faith in
God can be a foundation to a truly
abundant life, and such a life is
full of creative activity and un-
quenchable enthusiasm. Though it
would take the patience of six
strong men to answer sanely every
“why” Carolyn asks, it is that curi-
ous delight in every sight and
sound that keeps life savory, for
young or old.

Yes, I profit greatly when, for
a little time, I reverse our custom-
ary roles and see her as teacher in-
stead of pupil. By spiritual adapta-
tion of her fearlessness, faith, en-
thusiasm and joy, I take new
spiritual strides, strides which en-
able me to do my part in this time
of challenge. This in an exciting
and wonderful time to be alive; it
is a time when spiritual values
must be foremost if we are to come
through chaos and confusion to
establish a real “Kingdom of
Heaven on earth.”—Excuse me,
please. Carolyn is jumping up and
down, tugging at my arm. “A wig-
gly worm, a big green wiggly
worm!” she is shouting joyously.
I must go!



( Mother could quote verse upon verse,

always applicable to the events of the moment.

My Mother’s Bible Promises

Dorothy Banker

HEN we were little chil-
&5&/ dren, my sister and I
thought mother said the

most beautiful things—much more
beautiful than those said by the
mothers of our friends.

It was not until we were older
that we understood why. These
“beautiful things” were from the
Bible. Mother could quote verse
upon verse, always applicable to the
events of the moment. And she
lived by the verses.

Now that she has her “crown of
life,” these verses come to our
thoughts with love from mother in
good times and bad. Words of
praise and thanksgiving, words of
faith and courage. Words as true
today as they have been for cen-
turies and will be in years to come.
Words of God and about God.

Mornings and evenings our
mother gave us her favorite bene-
diction: “The Lord bless thee, and
keep thee: The Lord make his face
shine upon thee, and be gracious
unto thee: The Lord lift up his
countenance upon thee, and give
thee peace.” (Numbers 6, 24-26.)
It comes now to our lips as quickly
as does ‘“The Lord’s Prayer,”
which she taught us to pray—not
just say—daily.
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Whenever we left the house, be
it for school, work or play, for long
time or short, our mother said,
“The Lord shall preserve thy go-
ing out, and thy coming in, from
this time forth, and even for ever-
more.” (Psalm 121, 8.) If our go-
ing out might involve hazard or
possible trouble, she would add,
“I will go before thee, and make
the crooked places straight.” (Isaiah
45, 2) or “And behold, I am with
thee, and will keep thee in all places
whither thou goest. . . .” (Genesis
28, 15.) Even when we were little
we understood that “I” did not
mean our mother.

If we suffered any hurt, physical
or otherwise, we were told, “. . .
and I will heal thee of thy wounds,
saith the Lord.” (Jeremiah 30, 17.)
And if it seemed we were being
treated unfairly, the circumstances
were considered and one of two
verses was given us: “No weapon
that is formed against thee shall
prosper . ..” (Isaiah 54, 17) or “In
all thy ways acknowledge him, and
he shall direct thy paths.” (Prov-
erbs 3, 6.) With the latter verse our
mother might add that we ourselves
had brought about the unfair treat-
ment but usually the proverb was
sufficient advice.
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Problems that rose from day to
day—whether great or small, easily
surmounted or apparently incon-
querable, physical, financial, mental,
moral, spiritual—were always met
with courage and persistence in-
spired by words of God and about
God

They varied according to the
problem and are to be found in
nearly every book of the Bible. A
few of those that came most often
to our mother’s lips were these:
“For with God nothing shall be
impossible.” (Luke 1, 37.) “. . .
when I sit in darkness, the Lord
shall be a light unto me.” (Micah
7,8) “... be strong in the Lord,
and in the power of his might”
(Ephesians 6, 10.) “God is my
strength and power: and he mak-
eth my way perfect.” (II Samuel
22, 33.) “Wait on the Lord: be of
good courage, and he shall streng-
then thine heart: . ..” (Psalm 27,
14.) “He healeth the broken in
heart, and bindeth up their
wounds.” (Psalm 147, 3.) “Ac-
quaint now thyself with him, and
be at peace.” (Job 22, 21.) “.. . the
Father hath not left me alone . . .”
(John 8, 29.)

Much of her advice on all man-
ner of things was direct from the
Proverbs: “Let not mercy and

&
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truth forsake thee ...” (3,3.) “He
that trusteth in his riches shall
fall . ..” (11, 28.) “In the way of
righteousness is life . . .” (12, 28.)
“A friend loveth at all times . . .”
(17, 17.) “A good name is rather
to be chosen than great riches . ..”
(22, 1.) “He that covereth his sins
shall not prosper . ..” (28, 13.)
not lack . . .” (28, 27.) “. . . whoso
“He that giveth unto the poor shall
putteth his trust in the Lord shall
be safe.” (29, 25.)

Nor were our mother’s sayings
and prayers for our family alone.
They were for friends and strangers
in time of trouble, for our town, our
country, our world, and all the
people in it. During a drouth any-
where she would say, “Ask ye of the
Lord rain in the time of the latter
rain; so the Lord shall make bright
clouds, and give them showers of
rain, to every ome grass in the
field.” (Zechariah 10, 1.) In time
of local or world hostilities she re-
called the many promises of peace
such as: “. . . the Lord will bless
.;uis people with peace.” (Psalm 29,

-)

Often, and with implicit faith,
she reminded us that the promises
to be found in the Bible are for
everyone, everywhere, and in every
time.

I have never known a thinking man who did not believe in God.

—Robert Millikan



([ Practice His Presence wherever you may be.

God is supreme in your life.

Claim Your Spiritual Birthright

Grenville Kleiser

T is your privilege to think

God’s thoughts after Him.

Since He is perfect, His
thoughts must be perfect. When
you turn to Him in devout prayer
you will feel a sense of augmented
spiritual power.

Your greatest gift from God is
the privilege of sharing His
thoughts. See His perfection every-
where, and your mental world will
grow gradually brighter.

Let gratitude for your many
blessings fill your heart. Gratitude
in itself is a healing power.

Today turn your mind to God
and think His thoughts after Him.
Let Him rule you completely. In
trust, gratitude, and loyalty prove
worthy of your spiritual birthright.

Rely on God to guide you in all
your plans and activities. Trust
Him implicitly. Leave everything
confidently to Him.

God is Spirit. He is real and all-
powerful.

Constantly affirm that God is
good. Believe that everything that
comes into your life is good. Know
that He gives to you just what you
acknowledge and accept under His
divine law.

When you work in harmony
with God’s beneficent plan, every
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needed thing will be abundantly
supplied.

As you pray, concentrate your
mind on Him and you will feel the
life-renewing quickening of divine
spirit.

Train your mind in a steadfast
faith that keeps you strong and
courageous under all circum-
stances.

Thank God for your perfect
freedom, for your ability to serve
Him and your readiness to do His
will.

He has given you life to use in
loyal service to Him. Claim your
spiritual birthright.

Live in the love of God. Radiate
his love to others. Know that His
love guides and protects you at all
times.

Look to Him for everything. He
gives you new strength, new cour-
age, new confidence, new energy,
new purpose. Surrender all your
plans to Him, to be carried out or
given up as His providence shall
indicate.

In her inspiring book, God is
the Answer, Dana Gatlin tells us
that it requires a valiant spirit of
“T trust in God” to fulfill your
part. ’

“Tt means,” she says, “that you
must give up completely your mor-
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tal doubts and fears, your thoughts
of lack and hardship and limita-
tion, and let God be responsible.”

Yield yourself wholly to Him.
Practice His presence wherever
you may be. God is supreme in
your life.

Every moment of the day, and
in everything you do, know that
He is with you.

=
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Keep your mind trustful and
hopeful. Be inwardly confident and
serene. Consecrate yourself to Him.

God rules justly, supremely,
eternally. He is the only Power.

Trust in the Lord, and do good.

Work out your own salvation by
unselfish service to others.

Be worthy of your spiritual heri-
tage.
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( Lincoln lived far in advance of the doctrinal teachings of his day.

Lincoln was a Christian
Lynne Ross

BRAHAM Lincoln was a
A Christian, although he was

not, so far as is known,
affiliated with a religious denomina-
tion.

In a letter written to a very inti-
mate friend fifteen years before he
became president, Mr. Lincoln
said : ““You make a kind of acknowl-
edgment of your obligation to me
for your present happiness. The
truth is, I am not sure that there
was any merit with me in the part
I took. * * * T believe God made
me one of the instruments of
bringing your Fanny and you to-
gether, which union I have no
doubt he foreordained. What he de-
signs he will do for you. ‘Stand
still and see the salvation of the
Lord,” is my text just now.”

In another letter written to the
same friend during the dark days
of the war, he said that he “was
profitably engaged in reading the
Bible.” How could he have quoted
the Bible so readily if he were not
very familiar with it?

His second inaugural address
contains two quotations from Scrip-
ture and reference to another. What
one writer calls the “supreme illus-
tration of Lincoln’s faith in the
hand of God in history is the sec-
ond inaugural, where Lincoln sees
in the sorrow and suffering of the
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war the just retribution which God
had brought upon both north and
south.”

Quoting from the speech itself:
“Neither party expected for the
war the magnitude or the duration

which it has already attained. * * *

Both read the same Bible and pray
to the same God, and each invokes
his aid against the other. * * * hut
‘let us judge not, that we be not
judged.” The prayers of both could
not be answered. That of neither
has been answered fully. The Al-
mighty has His own purpose. ‘Woe
unto the world because of offenses,
for it must needs be that offenses
come; but woe to that man by
whom the offense cometh.” (Matt.
18:7.) * * * Fondly do we hope,
fervently do we pray, that this
mighty scourge of war may soon
pass away. Yet if God wills that it
continue * * * go still it must be
said that ‘the judgments of the
Lord are true and righteous alto-
gether.” (Ps. 19:9.) * * *

“With malice toward none, with
charity for all, with firmness in the
right, as God gives us to see the
right, let us finish the work we are
in, to bind up the nation’s wounds,
to care for him who shall have
borne the battle, and for his widow
and orphans, to do all which may
achieve and cherish a just and last-
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ing peace among ourselves and with
all nations.”

When Lincoln left Springfield to
go to Washington to take up his
duties as president of the United
States, he made a little address to
his fellow townsmen, who as-
sembled to see him off, in which he
said: “Without assistance of that
Divine Being who ever attended
him (Washington) I can not suc-
ceed. With that assistance I cannot
fail. To His care commending you,
as I hope in your prayers, you will
commend me, I bid an affectionate
farewell.”

Three years later, a committee
of colored people from Baltimore
called upon the president, and pre-
sented him with a Bible. In accept-
ing the gift, he said: “In regard to
this great book, I have but to say,
it is the best gift God has given to
man. All the good Saviour gave to
the world was communicated
through this book. But for it we
would not know right from wrong.
All things most desirable for man’s
welfare, here and hereafter, are to
be found portrayed in it.”

The Rev. Clarence Edward
Macartney, D.D., in an article in
a large city newspaper, said : “Lin-
coln once asked a lady connected
with the Christian Commission,
and of whose Christian character he
had formed a very high opinion, to
give him her views of what consti-
tuted a true Christian. She said that
in her opinion it consisted of a con-
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viction of one’s own sinfulness and
weakness and personal need of a
Saviour for strength and support;
that views of doctrine would differ,
but when one really was brought to
feel the need of divine guidance it
was satisfactory evidence of his
having been born again.

“With great earnestness Lincoln
replied : ‘If what you have told me
is really a correct view of the great
subject, I think that I can say with
sincerity that T hope I am a Chris-
tih (PRI A 22

Lincoln’s mention of God and
His guidance in his writings and
speeches shows very definitely
where he obtained the strength that
enabled him to carry the heavy
burdens that fell upon his shoul-
ders,—burdens that were far too
heavy for any human being to carry
alone.

At one time he said: “I have
been driven many times to my
knees by the overwhelming convic-
tion that I had nowhere else to go.
My own vision and that of all about
me seems insufficient for the day.
I should be the most presumptuous
blockhead upon this footstool, if I
for one minute thought that I could
discharge the duties which have
come upon me since I have been
in this place, without the aid and
enlightenment of One who is wiser
and stronger than all others.”

On another occasion he said: “I
am confident that the Almighty has
his plans and will work them out.
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I have always taken counsel of Him
and referred to Him my plans and
never have adopted any course of
proceeding without being assured,
as far as could be, of His approba-
tion.”

The Rev. W. Rufus Rings, who
was pastor of a church in Rockport,
Indiana, where Lincoln’s boyhood
was spent, has this to say:

“It is my opinion that Lincoln
never became a member of any
church because he could not under-
stand the principle of narrow de-
nominationalism. His heart was too
big to be confined to churchianity.

m
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Winter

He did not ridicule nor deride any
church, he was the church’s best
friend, but he was unwilling to re-
strict his belief in the goodness of
God to a denominational Christ.
His God was the God of all and
not the God of a favored few.

“It is easily seen that Lincoln
was a man who lived far in advance
of the doctrinal teachings of the
churches of his day. * * * His idea
of God made him the father of all
men, no matter what their race
or station.”

Abraham Lincoln was a Chris-
tian.
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The Bells Ring Out

Solveig Paulson Russell

The bells ring out—It’s Christmas time,
And joyous anthems sing,

Proclaiming to a weary world

That Christ the Lord is King.

The bells ring out—It’s Christmas time,
And all the earth is gay,

Yet filled with awe, remembering

The stable where He lay.

The bells ring out—It's Christmas time,
And now the little Child

Is cradled in each tender heart

Where love dwells, sweet and mild.

( A glorified mingling of these customs
makes our own a very Merry Christmas.

Christmas Around the World

Lester Kroepel

(1 HIS day, in the city of
‘l David . . .” is the begin-
ning of the greatest story
ever told. To celebrate the coming
of the universal holiday, each coun-
try takes up its individual way to
offer Christmas greetings. Swedish
people say “God Yul.” Italians say
“Bono Natale” and Germans say
“Freilige Weihnachten.”

Whatever way it is said it means
“Merry Christmas,” a holiday to
be celebrated according to custom.
To American boys and girls it
means lighted, tinsel-trimmed ever-
green trees and Sunday School
programs. It means getting up as
early as possible Christmas morn-
ing, December 25th, to unwrap
gifts, or opening them with the
family the night before.

Yet, there are as many customs
as there are countries. Take the
Laplanders, in the cold northlands.
Here, no trees, gifts or decorations
mark the day as a special festival,
for the Laplanders live with their
herds of reindeer and must travel
many miles to the nearest settle-
ment to visit a church on Christmas
Eve. The church would be too
crowded to allow space for a tree,
so the people come to hear the story
of the first Christmas. After the

service, the Laplanders feast on
reindeer meat for their holiday
dinner.

Other countries which have
heard the good news of His birth,
celebrate differently. Take for ex-
ample the use of firecrackers in
China, or the way a mother in
Yugoslavia makes clucking sounds
while her children scatter straw
and make cheeps like little chickens.
In this way they try to make their
home as humble as the manger
where the baby Jesus was born.

In warm countries where there
are no evergreen trees for Christ-
mas decoration, many people use
flowers. But let’s look back and see
how the evergreen tree, a real part
of Christmas in many homes today,
came into being. It goes back to
the days when Martin Luther, who
wrote “Away in a Manger,” lived.

One Christmas Eve, Martin
Luther was walking through the
snowy fields and woods near his
home when he looked up to the sky
and saw stars twinkling brightly
through the branches of the fir
trees. It brought visions of the first
Christmas night to mind, and he
could see the Shepherds out under
the Eastern stars. He thought of
how the heavens had opened and
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