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Among the Authors

Glenn Clark (p. 1) pays tribute to one of the great spiritual giants of America.
The death of Rufus Jones, one of our contributing editors, left a spiritual vacuum
in America, but Glenn Clark shows that his influence can be just as great in the new
life as it was on earth. With such souls working for us on the other side, our power
is increased. Marion Cowan (p. 7) gives a personal report that cannot fail to make
an impression. She has known Dr. Clark for many years, and received inspiration
from him for the type of work she is doing. Her work at Hillcrest Infirmary,
Andalusia, Alabama, has been praised by both patients and physicians. Her work
is a new frontier in healing which physicians are beginning to appreciate more and
more. You will be interested in “A Message from China” (p. 11). The account of
what China needs from the Christians of the world by the leaders of the Chinese
government, clears a lot of charges that have been made against them, Mary Welch
(p. 16) of Henderson, Texas, once more gives us one of her insights into the
spiritual life. Mary has been traveling around the country to conferences and other
speaking engagements. It says something good for those who plan such meetings
when Mary is in demand. Rev. Samuel M. Shoemaker (p. 23) of Calvary Episco-
pal Church, Gramercy Park, N. Y. City, is one of the most popular religious authors
in such ranks today. His How You Can Find Happiness and How You Can Help
Other People in a way show the two prongs of his viewpoint. By helping others
find God, you will inevitably find happiness for yourself. “The War Maker” (p. 26)
is about as good insight into what we “should not do” as we have seen. Do you not
think it should make many think? People are always discovering something
“modern” in the Bible. And that is as it should be if our minds are alert. Note
“Lesson in Salesmanship from the Bible,” (p. 29). Anne Barrington (p. 39) is the
penname of a saintly lady in Colorado Springs, Colorado. Her article on “The Path
to Saintliness” is really fine. She has appeared in Clear Horizons before, and we
hope often again. Grenville Kleiser (p. 45), and Winfred Rhoades (p. 49) are
wonderful! May we be like them when we get along in years. Mr. Kleiser's address
is 1 West 72nd St., N. Y,, N. Y.; Mr. Rhoades’ address is Lane’s End, Sudbury,
Massachusetts. G

Just when we had the magazine pasted up ready to rush over to the printer, Dr.
Glenn Clark and Rufus Moseley’s article, “Report on the Soul of France,” came via
air rtl';‘;a_il?from France. Something had to be taken out to make room, but isn't it
worth it
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[ Rufus Jones is one of God's elect whose spirit and influence
did not die when his body was consigned to the grave.

Rufus Jones,
“His Soul Goes Marching On”’

Glenn Clark

three pilgrimages to the

shrines of living saints. One
was to Indianapolis to meet Kaga-
wa, one was to Tuskegee to meet
George Washington Carver and
one was to South China, Maine, to
meet Rufus Jones. One of these
represented the yellow race of Asia,
one the black race of Africa, one
the colorless race of Europe and
America.

I found Rufus Jones beside the
lake at his homestead at South
China, Maine. His extreme sim-
plicity, his complete relaxation of
mind and body, his absolute natural-
ness, rather disarmed me. I had
come rather tense and expectant,
thinking that he might “orate”
about some world-wide spiritual
movement. To him that was all in
the hands of God. He seemed
neither ruffled nor stirred. He had
found a spiritual center, and was

]:[ HAVE made three and only

as one serenely watching the world
go by.

As T left his home that evening
something began to grow upon me,
and that was the realization that
the quietness and relaxation of
Rufus Jones was not the quietness
of inertia, but the quietness of
power. What impressed me was the
tremendous equilibrium of the man,
the perfect balance between the
very high and the very low, be-
tween a great idealism and a great
realism, between high mysticism
and deep practicality, a unique
combination of profound love of
God and intense affection for men.
His was not the equilibrium of a
wheel leaning against a fence, but
of a wheel rolling down the road.

I have since had opportunity to
witness his tremendous devotion to
God and his passionate devotion to
the needs of suffering mankind. But
this intensity always rides upon a
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vast sea of profound serenity, a
peace rooted at the very center of
the universe.

The spiritual quality of the
Quaker silent meetings had de-
teriorated, he said, and the out-
standing contribution now of the
Quakers to the world is their serv-
ice in carrying supplies of food and
clothing into suffering parts of the
world. The Wider Quaker Fellow-
ship made up of people of many de-
nominations, he said, was recap-
turing the high spiritual quality
which was in danger of being lost.
This gave me the inspiration to
join that group at once.

Rufus Jones was beloved by all
the farmers for miles around. He
took relish in telling me the follow-
ing incident. A distinguished gentle-
man driving up the road stopped at
a near-by blacksmith shop.

“Does Dr. Jones live in this
neighborhood ?”’ he asked.

“Nope,” was the rejoinder as the
smith continued his work, “no one
by that name around here.”

“That is strange. I am sure I
was told this was the right road.”

The blacksmith laid down his
iron and turned around. “It
couldn’t be,” he drawled, “that you
mean Rufus, do you?”

A great scholar, he loved the
common people. The most respon-
sive and understanding audiences
he ever faced, he said, were the stu-
dents in the Chinese universities.

He was past seventy at the time I
met him, and planning retirement.
Little did either of us know that in
the next fifteen years our lives were
to be constantly thrown together,
and some of the most important
work of his life was yet to come.

For seven consecutive years
since then I have met with him and
others every New Year’s for three
days of spiritual meditation and
prayer. In that group he was al-
ways the oldest in wisdom and the
youngest in spirit.

When his wife wrote me last
spring that he had had two heart
attacks and was resting in the hos-
pital, T felt moved to write him the
following letter:

Dear Rufus:

I was concerned to hear of your
two recent “setbacks,” and I am
praying the good Lord for your com-
plete recovery. We need you. Your
quiet spirit is the vital center of all
our Washington meetings. In fact I
consider you the unofficial spiritual
leader of America.

Knowing that the time comes when
we all must go and that you are not
anticipating many more years upon
this earth I feel led to tell you how
your influence is going to continue
in an ever-increasing and ever-ex-
panding way whether you go or stay.
I have made some very interesting
and thrilling discoveries that I know
will interest you.

The Atlantic Monthly which pub-
lished the SOUL’S SINCERE DE-
SIRE placed this statement on the
jacket, “this is the personal record
of a man who had learned to pray as
naturally as to breathe and whose
every prayer is answered.” I told my
wife, “I am going to write Ellery
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Sedgwick to take that off,” but to
my surprise my modest wife who
always shrank from publicity of any
kind replied, “No, don't, Glenn. I
have noticed that ever since your
mother died three years ago, all your
prayers have been answered.”

Then it came to me that my
mother’s wishes for me while she
was on earth were more or less
limited by her mental inhibitions and
her physical tensions, but the mo-
ment she stepped into heaven they
were multiplied in power by infinity.

Since then I have noted how all
the efforts of Starr Daily’s father to
change him or save him were abso-
lutely of no avail but after he stepped
into heaven, Christ came to Starr
in a vision in prison and he became
changed as completely as was Saul
of Tarsus. Speaking of Saul brings
to mind the dying Stephen whose
prayers for the conversion of Saul
were of no effect until he, too,
stepped into heaven where all his
wishes became multiplied in power
by infinity. I sometimes shudder at
the thought of what would have
happened to Christendom had Saul
not have reached those seven
churches.

My Chicago Retreats are often
held in the First Presbyterian Church
near the Shrine of the Little Flower.
I used to wonder why more cases of
divine healing of Catholics occur at
this shrine than in all the other
shrines in America combined. This
question was answered for me when
I read how Sister Teresa told every-
one before she went that when she
was in heaven, she was going to rain
down roses (little flowers) of heal-
ing on all who might come seeking
it in faith.

I spent a day with Muriel Lester
last week and she said that since
Gandhi's death there has not been a
single riot or act of violence in all
India. I hope he included in his
wishes before he went, not only
peace and harmony for India but

peace and harmony for all the world
as well.

You represent the peace of the
world more than anyone living today,
and if your time comes within the
next five years, I know that any wish
you have for the world and peace in
it will be multiplied by infinity and
“all your prayers will be answered.”

God bless you, Rufus, and if it be
His will do stay with us many years
longer. I am telling Him that you
have the gift more than most of us
of releasing your wishes with such
relaxed abandon, that they can be
“multiplied in power by infinity”
right while you yet remain among us,
He often listens to me.

With oceans of love,

Your friend,
Glenn.

God didn’t listen to my request
that Rufus “remain among us,” but
He certainly had listened to the re-
quest that the deep wish of this
great Quaker saint should be ex-
panded and multiplied in power by
infinity in releasing the spirit of
love and peace among the nations.
While my band of spiritual travel-
lers went through Europe this sum-
mer we felt the presence of Christ
leading the way and of Gandhi and
Rufus Jones on our right hand and
left hand—a marvellous celestial
partnership that we shall never for-
get.

Yes, Rufus Jones is certainly one
of God’s elect whose spirit and in-
fluence did not die when his body
was consigned to the grave.

Taking his place with the great
ones of the past, “his soul goes
marching on.”




( Whatever ambition you have, have faith in yourself to see it through.

Have the Faith to See It Through

Ollie James Robertson

AVE you the faith, the
H patience, and the deter-
mination to see you
through a thing you have started?
Thousands of people, looking
ahead to attainments and success,
start upon some ambitious project
with a glorious beginning. They
work wonderfully well for a while,
but when the going gets tough they
either quit, give up hope, or go
about their task half-heartedly.
Suppose Edison had been a quitter ?
The world might never have been
able to enjoy the motion picture or
the electric light. The horse and
buggy days might still be with us if
Ford had lost faith in himself and
his ability. The many comforts, the
various things we have access to to-
day, are ours because the inventor,
the poet, the statesman, the musi-
cian all kept their shoulder to the
wheel.

It’s just as easy to be a quitter
in little things as in the larger ones.
You may have envisioned yourself
as a sculptor, a doctor, a scientific
farmer, or a beautician, Unless you
keep going through thick and thin
you may never realize your ambi-
tion.

I have always wanted to write
—poetry, fiction, anything created
by mind and pen. At fourteen I be-
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gan sending material to editors. It
swarmed back, but T kept plugging
my typewriter. For eight years I
collected rejection slips. Some-
times I thought it useless to keep
writing, wasting time and postage.
Then I sold my first poem. The
check was small but it was beauti-
ful. I sold other poems, fiction, car-
toon gags, articles, and puzzles. To
date I've received checks from
forty-five different publications, I
have written nothing outstanding,
but the future is ahead. I shall keep
studying and writing.

Nina had dreams of becoming a
teacher. She didn’t have enough
money to pay for a college educa-
tion. That didn’t keep Nina away
from school. She entered school
with the determination to make a
teacher of herself. She took care of
the library, worked in the kitchen,
arose before day to help prepare
breakfast for the students. Her four
years at college were long and try-
ing at times, but Nina graduated
with honors and is now a success-
ful teacher.

Then there’s John who wanted
to be a jeweler. He took watches
apart and studied their mechanism.
He tore up old clocks and learned
how to put them together again.
Folks laughed at John; they said
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he’d never make a living repairing
watches. But John thought differ-
ently. He had faith in himself. To-
day he has more business than he
can take care of.

You probably know hundreds of
people who are like Nina and John.

5

They have reached some goal be-
cause each refused to be a quitter.
Whatever ambition you have,
whatever you undertake, have faith
in yourself to see it through and
nothing can keep you from reach-
ing the top.

o8 o o

My Friend Was There
Royal B. Fishbeck

You're isolated, flat in bed;

“None can come in” is what they said.
But He came in, was there each day;
They could not keep my Friend away.

All other ones stood by the door;

They must not pass the threshold o’er;
But He came in—He had no fear;

I felt his presence always near.

In early morning, noon and night;
My room was radiant with His light.
Yes, He was there; came in each day—
They could not keep my Friend away.

I saw Him walk the corridor
Ministering to me, and many more,
And often in the dark of night

He would walk in, turn on the light.

Sometimes His face showed He was tired;
But His faithfulness must be admired.
Yes, Christ was there, came in each day.
They could not keep my Friend away.

I saw Him in my doctor’s care,

And in the white-robed nurses there,
In those who helped my ills to mend,
I felt the presence of my Friend.



( Now, I really mean it when I say, “Thy will be done.”

God’s Will Is Best For You

Jack Bannick

a man to learn the full mean-
ing of that phrase in the Lord’s
Prayer, “Thy will be done.”

Most prayers, I think, are sel-
fish. The petitioner asks for money,
position, material aid. He may pray
for help in obtaining a specific job,
sincerely believing that it will be
best for him. But he is often mis-
taken. His will instead of God’s
will frequently is disastrous.

In 1937 I was out of work., A
job was open with a certain com-
pany, and I prayed for help in ob-
taining it. That was my will, what
I thought would be best for me. I
did not get the job, but without
contact from me a man whom I
scarcely knew telephoned and
offered me a job with his company.
The job I prayed for exists no
more. The company is bankrupt.
The job God saw fit to place before
me was very good and brought me
increased earnings and executive
responsibilities.

Two years ago my wife was
stricken with severe pain. I prayed
earnestly that God would take away
the pain. I felt rebellious when the

]:[ T sometimes requires years for
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pain did not cease, and the doctor
ordered her to a hospital for an
operation. Again God’s will was
best. Had the pain ceased, she
would be dead today of cancer.
Apparently it was God’s will that
the pain be severe enough to send
her to the hospital where an opera-
tion stopped the malignant growth.

I have come to understand that
Jesus fully comprehended the prob-
lem of prayer when he told us to
pray thus, and stipulated the Lord’s
Prayer, explaining that God knows
what is in our hearts and what is
best for us. God also said, “Try
me.”

Now, when I pray, I really mean
it when I say, “Thy will be done.”
By honestly placing my life and
fortunes in the keeping of God, and
believing that his will for me is
best, I find that much of the aggra-
vation and discontent is removed
from my daily life. Peace of mind
in now always present, and cor-
roding, destroying fear is gone
from my heart . . . because I know
from experience that if I leave
things to God, trust him and pray
without selfish intent, God’s will
turns out best for me in the end.

([ He replied, “I choose.” This is the keynote of spiritual therapy.

From the Diary of a Spiritual Hostess

Marion Cowan

HEN I came to take
&5&/ charge of the ministry of
Spiritual Therapy at Hill-

crest Hospital in Andalusia, Ala-
bama, I realized I was not only a

. “stranger in a strange land,” but

there were few who could under-
stand the language I must use to
interpret its meaning. To accom-
plish this end I asked to work in

the Hydrotherapy and Physio-

therapy departments. This granted,
with aid of Glenn Clark’s course on
“The Seven Baths of Jordan,” gave
me a leverage with which I could
do something for people in order to
do something with them.

One of the first cases I had was
a Lieutenant-Colonel, twenty-nine
years of age, who went over with
the 1st division of paratroopers. He
had seen four hundred and seventy-
six of his men lost in one way or
another. In making his last combat
jump, a parachute went under his,
taking all the air out of it, letting
him drop a distance of some three
hundred feet.

He was picked up for dead; on
examination it was found he had
sprained and dislocated many joints
and practically all the muscles of his
body were injured in some manner.

Having gone through four years
of intensive combat his nervous

system was depleted; from exces-
sive alcoholism his brain was dis-
torted and he was finally shipped
back to America, a physical, men-
tal and moral wreck.

The army medical staff shifted
him from one hospital to another.
In some respects he improved
physically, but the hallucination,
such as feeling everyone was a Ger-
man spy, remained with him, even
to thinking his little son, born one
month after he sailed, and whom he
had never seen, was a German
enemy. He would have sieges of
taking off his leather belt and slap-
ping him until the child’s health
was being impaired through fear.
His wife felt she would be justified
in leaving him to protect the child
as well as herself as he was quite
cruel to her.

It so happened they were visiting
in this community. He had gone on
a fishing party and drank too much;
while sitting on a log beside the
fish pond, he lost his balance and
fell in the pond. One of the party
rescued him and brought him to the
hospital.

His wife was notified and came
immediately to the hospital. I took
this occasion to have a talk with
her. She gave me much of his back-
ground, warning me to be very

7
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cautious as to what I said and how
I acted, as he might do me bodily
harm. We had a prayer, after which
she warned me not to ever mention
God to him, as he blamed Him for
all that had happened.

When he regained consciousness
we became acquainted. The doctor
made a requisition for hydro-
therapy treatment with massage.
When I was massaging his ankle,
for the first time, I found myself
praying aloud. I prayed all the
time he was talking, and he talked
incessantly. He became very still,
relaxed. When I said “Amen,” he
repeated it and added a gracious,
“Thank you.”

From that moment we worked as
one. He never offered resistance to
any of the medical treatments given
him. He worked in harmony with
each one who ministered’ to him,
not only with routine acquiescence,
but with a whole-hearted spirit in
which he showed his determination
“to be made whole.”

Every day we prayed together,
I read the Bible to him and he
read such books as I Will Lift Up
Mine Evyes, Release, The Soul's
Sincere Desire, Conquest of Fear
and others.

After visiting hours at might, I
went into his room, massaged his
back and had a good night prayer.

One evening after visiting hours,
I appeared in his room before his
family and friends had gone. They
remarked at his marvelous re-

covery, he listened patiently to their
comments then added, “This is all
true, but the thing that turned the
trick is the prayers that have been
said twice a day ever since I came.”

Because of his splendid military
and long continuous service he was
awarded many ribbons and honors,
being retired on full pay for life.
He often said, “I never meant to
hit another lick of work as long as
I live.” I told him, “You are going
to be so well you will want to work
just for the fun of it.”

When he was dismissed from the
hospital he went back to his home,
got a job, has never had a drop of
liquor, never struck his child, and
proved to be very devoted to his
family and friends. A more genial
person I never knew. His wife was
here a few weeks ago, she wept for
joy that God had so wonderfully
restored him to her and the church
had gained a loyal worker with
young men.

ol il

An elderly man who had had an
operation for gall stones with
drainage for five weeks was faced
with another operation scheduled
for Monday morning. I went into
his room, on Sunday night, I said,
“Do you want this operation?” He
replied, “No, I am afraid to have
it.” I told him if we would get out
all our fears, resentments, intoler-
ance and really surrender ourselves
to God, He would answer our
prayer, but we could not ask for
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anything short of His Will and His
Will was always “perfect.” We
did this, I took his hand, laid my
other one over his wound. He was
a marvelous soul! T prayed until I
was sure my love for him was great
enough to lay down my life for him,
Then we asked the Father for his
healing. A great peace came.

His wound had been dressed
about six P.M., he was to have had
the dressing changed at midnight.
When the nurse rolled in the dress-
ing cart, cut off the dressing, she
exclaimed, “Why, Mr. R, your
drainage has stopped.” Monday
morning he did not need a fresh
piece of gauze; Tuesday he went
home.

‘ * ok ok

A splendid looking gentleman
who had been a successful business
man, came in so intoxicated he had
to be rolled to a room. For several
days he lay in a deep stupor. One
morning I went in and said, “Mr.
C, I would so love doing something
to make you comfortable, could you
think of anything you would like
to have?” The tears came in his
eyes, he took my hand as if grasp-
ing for something on which he
might steady himself, and said,
“My old mother and father are
praying for me. My little daughter,
who slept with me until she was
four years old, is praying for me.
Would you pray?” His emotions
subsided. Later he told me his
story.

He had lost his money, his posi-
tion as president of the bank, his
home was gone, his wife had ap-
plied for divorce, gone to work ; he
was bankrupt, spiritually, morally
and physically.

He poured out his heart, each
day giving me a better picture of
his frustration, how hopeless he
felt, defeated in every area. We
closed each conference with a
prayer, and each day he grew in
spiritual stature and strength.

One night he came to my office,
put his head in his hands, prayed
aloud. It was a memorable night. I
told him to go to see his wife. He
thought it a hopeless trip. The
night before he went to see her, a
clear vision came. I knew it was
finished. Mrs. X came back with
him. In the meantime, Dr. Evers
secured for him a splendid position,
for which he was adequately quali-
fied. It not only strengthened his
faith in God; but proved how He
provides for those who trust Him.
A house was available for immedi-
ate occupancy relieving that pre-
vailing difficulty.

As an ardent A.A. he is most
co-operative in visiting our alcohol-
ic patients, taking those able to
attend, to the regular weekly meet-
ings.

Kiyy e ok

A little child was brought in,
twenty months of age. He had
drunk some lye water, the mucous
membrane was burned off his
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throat and esophagus. The doctor
met me in the corridor and said,
“I have done all I can, his fever is
105; it is up to God and you.”
With a broken voice and tears in
his eyes, he walked away.

I took a small bath towel, dipped
it in a diluted solution of alcohol,
laid it over his little body. This
was done to establish rapport be-
tween the distracted parents and
myself; all the while I was knowing
the change had to first come to
them, they had to release their
fears and get peace. Finally, I was
prompted to ask if they believed
Jesus Christ was able to do today,
for little children, as He did when
He “took them in His arms and
blessed them.” They were a little
startled, then I told them we could
not just pray for the baby to be
well, but we had to be empty of our
selfish desires, bringing such a force
of love and peace to heap on little
Bobbie that he could be healed.
They captured the idea, like a
drowning man catching for a straw
and knelt by the little bed. There
was a wondrous sense of the
Presence ; love and peace filled the
room.

A special nurse had to come from
a near by town; she was late arriv-
ing, I kept up the alcohol bath and
with an atmosphere of almost joy

4
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we watched the little body cool.
When the nurse read the chart, she
asked, “Who took this tempera-
ture.” I told her one of the R.N.’s
on duty. She retook the tempera-
ture, it was 10214. she felt his
pulse, they showed no indication of
the temperature dropping too rapid-
ly, respiration was normal. He be-
gan to improve. In the process of
his recovery, the mucous mem-
brane had to be grown, and the
pharynx dilated at intervals. But
he was in good health and today is
as sturdy as can be. He was healed
that night. It was a matter of re-
creations. During this process the
faith of the parents was strength-
ened ; little Bobbie is a joyous hap-
py boy.

Getting parents’ consent to relax
that they may receive, brings amaz-
ing results. It takes a great deal of
love, patience and understanding as
each one is to be approached in a
different manner.

Gentleness is an important fac-
tor. Jesus did not change the ter-
minology of some whom He healed,
he was so very considerate of their
level of consciousness. To the leper
who said, “Master, if thou choose
I shall be made whole,” He re-
plied, “I choose, be thou made
whole.” This is the keynote to
spiritual therapy.

L

“We should worship as though the Diety were present. If my mind is
not engaged in my worship, it is as though I worshipped not.”

—Confucius.

( No greater power can come to China’s support than
the united prayers of the churches of the world.

A Message from China

Generalissimo and Madame Chiang Kai-shek

HE world often asks why
|| China is not yet at peace.
We might appropriately an-
swer that nowhere in the world to-
day are the conditions of genuine
peace existent. The brave and vali-
ant ideals, for which the United Na-
tions seemed to be the guarantor,
have now become little more than
a mirage of hope in most parts of
the world. Man, everywhere, is in
historic suspense. But, admittedly,
in China the misery, confusion and
despair is more bitter than else-
where.

Sometimes, in moments of hu-
man weakness, when wrong and
injustice seem too triumphant, we
feel tempted to ask Job’s question
—Why must such things be ?

Why, in a world under divine
dispensation, should the evil-doer
and the enemy of humanity be per-
mitted to prevail, if only transient-
ly ? Why cannot the Lord, as in the
days of the children of Israel be-
fore the walls of Jericho, give vic-
tory to those who walk in his way?

And then, on deeper thought, we
realize that this is not God’s plan.
The answer, of course, is that God
has endowed mankind with free-

dom of will. Although, if he chose,
he could make the kingdom of
heaven come to pass on this earth,
yet it is his plan that it shall come
through man’s own will and efforts.
We must all pass through the fire,
if we are to be worthy of God’s
kingdom.

We in China realize that there
is much yet to be done to hetter
conditions among our people.
Eleven years of virtually continu-
ous war and communist uprising
have left their tragic mark on our
institutions. Within our means we
are doing our best to correct these
iniquities and evils. There is no
disposition, on the part of any of us,
to minimize our mistakes or to
deny the gravity of our problems.
This complete and realistic frank-
ness to face our shortcomings, in
Chinese public opinion, is, we be-
lieve, the saving thing in the pres-
ent China situation.

We have been asked, What can
world Christianity do, to aid the
Chinese people in this grave hour?

If there is any one outstanding
thing which the Christians of China
ask of the Western world in this
time of decision it is that world

From The Christian Advocate, May 20, 1948. By permission.
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Christianity support China with its
prayers.

The effectual fervent prayer of
a righteous man availeth much, we
are assured. Prayer is a dynamic
force for the right in this evil-
haunted world. Through prayer we
may change the hearts of the spiri-
tually blind, and the wrongdoers.
Through prayer we may bring
about a human regeneration which
will point the way to a future world,
not based on coercion, but on the
sublime ideal of universal peace.
As Christians, we believe implicitly

o

I Love You

you are, but for what I am
when I am with you.

I love you, not only for what you
have made of yourself, but for
what you are making of me.

I love you for the part of me that
you bring out.

I love you for putting your hand
into my heaped-up heart and pass-
ing over all the ffivolous and weak
things that you cannot help seeing
there, and drawing out into the
light all the beautiful, radiant
things that no one else has looked
quite far enough to find.

I love you for ignoring the pos-
sibilities of the fool in me and for
laying firm hold of the possibilities
of good in me.

I[ LOVE you, not only for what

in the efficacy of prayer. And as
Christians, we know that we need
to pray for ourselves as well as for
others.

There is no greater power on
earth, which can come to China’s
support in this crisis, than the
power which can be generated by
the united prayers of the Christian
churches of the world.

(NOTE—These paragraphs are
taken from the message broadcast
to the General Conference.—Edi-
tor.)

0,

b

I love you for closing your eyes
to the discords in me, and for add-
ing to the music in me by worship-
ful listening.

I love you because you are help-
ing me to make of the lumber of
my life, not a tavern, but a temple;
and of the works of my every day,
not a reproach, but a song.

I love you because you have done
more than any creed could have
done to make me happy.

You have done it without a
touch, without a word, without a
sign.

You have done it by just being
yourself.

After all, perhaps this is what
being a friend means.—Selected.

( She told us tha' God had heard her prayer as she knew
by a thrill of life that passed through her body.

God Healed My Mother of Typhoid Fever

Lillie G. McDowell

parents came from Illinois

with their family of children
to take up a gevernment quarter
section in mid-central Kansas. We
were known as the “Soddy Fam-
ily” throughout the community, for
most of our neighbors who had
settled that region before we came,
had houses made of lumber.

We were very poor. Father and
my brother could not get work. The
sole support of the family fell upon
my frail little mother, who weighed
only a little more than 100 pounds.
She would go out to help when
there wao sickness, or to wash, iron,
or cleart for the neighbor women,
who doubtless hired her because we
were 0 poor, even though they
could not afford to pay for help.

Mpother was a pitiful figure as
she dragged wearily home in the
evening, carrying a little corn meal
in a sack, or some sorghum mo-
Jasses in a tin, her wage for the
day’s work. Once in a while when
some neighbor had butchered, she
would bring a little meat. The pity
of it all was that she seemed to be
going blind, and, because she could
not afford colored glasses, wore a
strip of brown veiling over her eyes

]:[ WAS four years old when my

to shield them from the light. At
last her eyes got so bad that I had
to go with her to her work, to point
out the places not entirely clean
that she left, though seldom, when
she washed, or the skipped places
on pieces she ironed.

Yet mother never complained.
Every morning as day hegan to
dawn, I would waken to hear her
singing :

“Lord, in the morning Thou

shalt hear

My wvoice ascending high.

To Thee will I direct my
prayer,

To Thee lift up mine eye.”
Often in the night T would hear her
whispering a prayer.

We had to drink water from a
near-by creek which ran through
our farm. Many of our neighbors
had the same source. It is small
wonder, then, that that summer
there were numerous deaths in our
neighborhood from typhoid fever. I
became alarmed when I noticed
that many deaths occurred along
the “big road” on which we lived.
Counting up, I found that in every
alternate house at least one mem-
ber of the family had died that sum-
mer. Our house would be due for

13
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a death if that ratio kept up! I be-
came heavy hearted for my mother,
who grew increasingly frail. T con-
ceived the idea of praying for her,
and would stand in the corner out-
side the house where the mud-and-
stick chimney joined the soddy
wall and would pray: “Oh, Lord,
Grant that my mother nor any of
the rest of our family will never,
never, never die. For Jesus’ sake I
ask you. Amen.” I thought that the
more “nevers” I used, the more cer-
tain I could be that my prayers
would be answered.

My mother took sick that sum-
mer with typhoid. On the Fourth
of July morning she wakened with
head and back-ache, fever and ex-
treme lassitude. We had all planned
happily to “go to the Fourth” at a
grove twelve miles distant from our
farm. I begged to stay with her.
Both Giles and Caroline offered to
do so, but mother told us that it
would make her very unhappy to
deprive any of her family of the
pleasure of the day’s outing. So,
driving our oxen, Buck and
Bright, hitched to our lumber
wagon, we reluctantly went without
her. But uneasiness at her condi-
tion brought us home early.

We found her lying on a mattress
she had dragged onto the dirt floor
for coolness. That she was very ill
we could all see. She continued to
grow worse but it was many days
before she would yield to father’s
plea to send for a doctor.

The good doctyr came promptly.
“She should go to a hospital,” he
said, “or at least have a nurse.”
Mother heard him, turned her head
restlessly and said: “We can’t af-
ford either. We will do well to pay
you.” “Don’t fret about that,” he
replied. “There will be no charge
from me.” “But,” Mother almost
sobbed, “We wouldn’t not pay
you.” “Just a little, once in a while,
as you get it,” he assented.

At length came a day when the
doctor said to fathe;-; “There 1s no
use for me to come any more. I
can’t do a thing for her, It is all in
God’s hands.”

As soon as the doctor had gone,
I seized my kitten in my arms and
carried her to my chimney corner
where I sobbed my heart out. I
tried to pray but could only say:
“Oh, God! Oh, God!”

When I went back into the house
mother’s looks frightened me, Her
lips, her finger nails were blue, She
lay perfectly rigid until the, next
morning, seemed scarcely bieath-
ing. She never moved until the 1ext
forenoon, when she opened her
eyes, looked into all our faces as
we were gathered about her bed,
and divining the sorrow there, by
a superhuman effort, like Hezekiah
of old she turned her face to the
wall that there might be nothing
between her and her God, and
whispered a plea to get well. Then
she turned toward us once more
and told us that God had heard her
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prayer as she knew by a thrill of life
that passed through her body as she
prayed, and that she was entirely
well, but felt that she should stay in
bed a while longer to regain her
strength.

I sidled up to her bedside and
said: “I prayed, too, Mother.”
Then I told her about my ““nevers.”
“Do you think they helped any,
Mother?” I asked. “I have no doubt
they did, Child,” she replied. “You
know the Bible says, ‘For we know
that we have whatsoever we ask of
Him if we keep His command-
ments’ and do the things that are
pleasing in His sight.” “Then that’s
why He heard you?” I cried. “You

are so good, I know you please
Him.”

The outcome of all this was that
we had our mother for thirty years
after she had been touched by God
for healing. She became the patron
saint of the whole community. Her
eyes got perfectly well that fall, ow-
ing to the help of a good doctor in
near-by Columbus, whose ministra-
tions for her the Lord blest.

I know that God heard my
mother’s prayers and sent His
blessings upon her.

“Bless the Lord, oh, my soul,
and all that is within me, bless His
holy Name.”

& & o

“Deep Well of Peace”
Mrs. Helen Richardson

There are no ripples in the quiet waters of the well, as peace is there
—just as may be found in our mind, if we try.

Do you want to live a life of serenity, wrapped in peace and con-
tentment? This is the goal of many—yet not all have been able to
harness this quietude to their lives. It can be done! First of all, a mind
that is free of guilt and feelings of misgivings is one that is a boon to its
owner. For that person follows the dictates of his inner conscience,
evades the cheating impulse, and does what is deemed the best thing
to be done. Not only that, he tries to achieve more each day.

A prick of conscience sometimes results from the knowledge that we
haven’t achieved the ultimate goal for that particular day. People who
lead a full, busy life generally reap the reward of the still quiet of a
peace of mind, something that is not comparable to any monetary stan-
dards. Kindness to others, sympathetic understanding, and leading a
clean life will help us forget the seemingly huge tribulations of our own.

We must all live with ourselves and our consciences, so we may
as well make the most of it by gathering in the sweet calming effect of a
quiet mind. For, though an occasional pebble of grief disturbs our well,
we are secure in the knowledge that its depth will once again accept
it, and by its strength, be calm and still.




( Love is the uninhibited activity of God in the whole personality.

Love, the Pearl of Great Price
Mary Welch

OVE is the Pearl of Great

u Price. Its worth lies not in
what it gives to its possessor

but in what it takes out of him. The
purchaser finds his joy not so much
in holding the Pearl as in having
found at last an object capable of
absorbing all that he has to invest.

All the world is window-shop-
ping for something to love with all
that it has to give. It wants some-
thing which costs everything it
holds in its pockets.

Boredom comes from circum-
stances that take nothing out of us.
Drudgery is work which consumes
too little of the available energies.
Frustration arises from inhibition
of a free outflow of love. In mar-
riage, the happier partner is the
one who loves most rather than the
one most loved.

Alexander the Great was frus-
trated by the worlds he conquered
because among them all he loved
not one. Jesus Christ was fulfilled
by the world which crucified him
because he succeeded in loving that
world totally.

One’s need to love totally is al-
ways greater and more essential to
the release of the divine dynamics
within the personality than one’s
need to be loved. This is the frus-
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tration of God Himself, not that
men will not love Him, but that
they will not respond to his need to
love them. And this is the self-in-
flicted curse of man, not that God
does not love him, but that he will
not love God. And this is the grief
of God: “O Jerusalem, Jerusalem,
how oft would T have gathered you
under my wings as a hen gathereth
her brood, but ye would not!” This
is Gethsemane’s cup that could not
pass: That he came to love his own
and his own would not receive that
love. This the heartbreak of Jesus:
Not that Judas betrayed him with
a kiss but that Peter denied him
with an oath. Judas said by his act,
“T never loved him,” Peter, “He
never drew me by his love—there
is no bond between us.”

Love is the uninhibited activity
of God in the whole personality.
Men are forever crucifying God
and committing suicide. Every ego-
centric response men make to the
universe is a nail in the hands of
Love. But Love forever cries, “For-
give them Father, for they do not
realize what they are doing to Me
and to themselves!” Every attempt
at self-realization annuls the power
of the cross of self-emptying Love
and postpones the Dynasty of Love
in the life.

a “_I must go to far off, frontier places where people
live and die without light and without hope.”

Missionary on a Dog Sled

Vincent Edwards

T will be a long time before the
people of Alaska forget Peter
Trimble Rowe. Without any

doubt there are few names that are
more honored in the Territory’s
recent eventful history. Big busi-
ness men have come and gone, gold-
seeking prospectors have swarmed
through the hills and then vanished
overnight, yet the memory of this
great missionary bishop remains
like the steady glow of a cabin’s
candle in the Arctic darkness.

The invitation to go to Alaska
came to Peter Rowe in 1895. He
was nearing forty, and had just
succeeded in building up a thriving
parish in Michigan. Many men
would have hesitated a long time
before tackling a job that demanded
untiring physical endurance, along
with some extraordinary human
adaptability.

Alaska was a curious composite
just then. Tough sourdoughs had
gone there in hordes. Across the
trackless interior native Indian
tribes still roved. And, of course,
in the far North, there were Eski-
mos in unknown numbers. If any
cleric had been looking to take
charge of a hodge-podge of ill-
assorted humanity, he couldn’t have
found anything more confused and

bewildering than this diocese.

Yet, the Rev. Mr. Rowe sprang
to the challenge with enthusiasm.
In after years he was heard to say,
“The two qualities most needed in
Alaska are an instinct for finding
one’s way, and bull-dog grit.” He
had not been there long before he
showed he had both. He had found
the right place, too, to carry out
the ambition he had formed in his
Toronto college days: “I must use
my strength to help where help is
needed.”

He first won the respect of the
hardened prospectors. One day, af-
ter a long, bleak trip by sled from
Juneau, he turned up at Caribou
Crossing. There he found the boat
which he had ordered built for his
trip down the Yukon hadn’t even
been touched.

“If you'll camp with us for a
spell, dominie,” one miner apolo-
gized, “we’ll pitch in and give you
a day’s work when our own lumber
is sawed.”

The friendly Bishop shook his
head.

“I think I’ll see what I can do for
myself before I bother you fel-
lows,” he replied.

The miners listened in wonder
as they heard his ax resounding
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