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Among the Aulhors

The Prayer Tower drew attention to the poem “Secret Service” (p. 40) by
Gertrude R. Dugan. This poem seems to typify so perfectly the function of The
Fanner Bees of which Glenn Clark writes in his The Lord’s Prayer. We wrote to the
author for permission to use this poem and she graciously not only gave us per-
mission but sent us a copy of her booklet Poems and Gospel Songs. It's a lovely little
book. Muriel Lester should need no introduction. Her “They Love Their Enemies”
(p. 1) is not only a first rate article but it also shows the type of work Miss Lester
has given her life to. Kermit R. Olsen is author of the book First Steps in Prayer,
which Fleming H. Revell and Co. chose to follow Frank Laubach’s best seller. His
article “The Joy Of Life” (p. 49) is a good example of the inspirational and practi-
cal qualities of that book. James H. Brown, whose article “My Adventures With
Christ's Healing Power” (p. 38) shows what can be done by prayer, is pastor of the
Presbyterian Church, Parkesburg, Pennsylvania, Ethel Tulloch Banks is the wife
of the editor of Sharing Magasine. As her husband, Dr. John Gaynor Banks, is on
speaking tours and healing retreats much of the year, it falls to Ethel Banks te put
together and get out Sharing. Her article “The God-Centered Imagination In Heal-
ing” (p. 57) is indicative of her many healing articles. Dr. Harold A. Tassell has
been to the Camps Farthest Out. His article “Jesus And Spiritual Medicine” takes
on added weight coming from the pen of a physician. It would be nice to have Dr.
Tassell for one’s family physician. He is from Rochester, New York. The article
by J. Edgar Hoover, “Family Worship Is Necessary” (p. 31), was taken from
“Remarks of J. Edgar Hoover, Director, Federal Bureau of Investigation, On
The Family Theater Program, Mutual Broadcasting System, 10:00 P.M., EST,
January 1, 1948.” It came under the letterhead of the Federal Bureau of Investiga-
tion. With crime and its effects at his finger tips, Mr. Hoover knows what he is
talking about. “The First Step In Solving Your Problems” (p. 19) by Mildred
Long did not come out of the sheltered environment of an ivory tower. We re-
cently found out from another source that Miss Long has experienced in very per-
sonal and, at times, poignant ways what she writes about. Her faith came through
trial. Those who wish to know more about the subject of Jettie Felps’ article
“Guy Howard—The Happiest Man On Earth” may do so with the book Walkin’
Preacher of the Osarks (Harper and Brothers).

The editors hope you will pay particular attention to the editorial from the
Christian Century, “UMT Is Conscription” (p. 43). Write to your congressmen and
senators. Now is the time to be heard when it will count most. We asked a news-
paperman why there was not more about this subject in the papers. He replied that
the big newspapers are in favor of it and do not want to arouse public opinion!
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( How some Belgium Christians treat
the German POW'’s in their midst.

They Love Their Enemies

Muriel Lester

IGHT months after libera-
E tion I stayed for a time in

the area of Belgium, which
is wholly devoted to coal getting,
the Borinage. Van Gogh’s pictures
and sketches have made us familiar
with its inhabitants. Living in one
of the thousands of sooty little
houses, all very much alike, I was
able to observe a pattern of social
relation which seems to be found
nowhere else,

Sixty per cent of Belgium’s
miners were German prisoners of
war. The forty per cent had been
under the harrow not only of mili-
tary occupation but of Gestapo bru-
tality for nearly five years. Now
they had to spend many hours a
day side by side with the brothers
and sons of their recent tyrants,
hewing coal out of the same rich
seams.

My host was the pastor and he
took me around when he went call-
ing on his parishioners, It was as I

sat by their kitchen stoves, drink-
ing coffee, that I discovered their
attitude to their foreign co-workers.

“They aren’t given enough to
eat,” declared one. “You need good
food if you're to do a hard day’s
work.”

“We couldn’t enjoy our own
lunch and see those poor devils
hungry,” said another.

The Normal Thing

The whole neighborhood seemed
to agree that the normal thing to do
was to share one’s rations with the
Germans. The womenfolk packed
double the usual quantity for their
men, One stalwart fellow ordinarily
preferred not to eat at work; he
liked a good meal before he left
home and another as soon as he got
back, but now he was regularly tak-
ing a solid package down for his
mate.

But War Offices control the lives
of prisoners of war and they de-

From Peace News, Oct. 3, 1947, 3 Blackstock Road, London N-4, England.
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creed that civilians were not to give
food or cigarettes to Germans.
Fine, imprisonment or loss of job
were the penalties for disobeying
this regulation. Of course that
threat did not stop the sharing
though soldiers were posted near
the cage to keep watch over all the
workers as they went down the pit.
The miners merely waited until
they got below before handing over
their packets.

The morning came, however,
when one of them was caught hand-
ing over his gift on the surface.
Soldiers promptly arrested him and
conducted him to the manager’s of-
fice. There a good many officials as
well as army representatives were
gathered to hear the formalities of
dismissal.

The miner’s response is memo-
rable.

“Very well, Sir,” he said, “I go.
T've got to. But you know as well
as I do that I shall find another job
tomorrow, perhaps in the mine ad-
joining this one. I want to be quite
frank and tell you that wherever T
g0, I shall continue to feed the Ger-
mans for the simple reason that not
twelve months ago I was a prisoner
of war myself in Germany and the
people there always slipped packets
of food or smokes into my hands
when they got the chance.”

Some months after I'd left Bel-
gium I heard from my host what
has happened in his church, as dull-
looking and grimy a little building

as all the others in that neighbour-
hood. As Easter approached, the
first since liberation, his people,
who were nearly all coal workers,
worshippers, choristers and elders
alike, kept thinking about the pris-
oners. Surely Easter would be a
sorry festival for people herded be-
hind barbed wire, some mere boys
when they were captured years be-
fore, all yearning to get back to
their own people !

After much discussion the church
members decided something spe-
cial must be done to mark the vic-
tory of life over death, of good
over evil, of love over hate, won by
their Lord nineteen centuries be-
fore. In this commemoration the
prisoners must take part. They
racked their brains to find a fitting
programme and then someone hit
on the very thing. Music. Of
course ! What else can cross fron-
tiers, erase national boundaries,
bring man so near to God Himself ?

Fear Enters

They got in touch with the Camp
Commandant who gave his bless-
ing to the scheme. The prisoners
gladly accepted an invitation to
provide half the programme for an
evening of music. The biggest
church in the neighbourhood was
asked to open its hall to the public
for the evening, But here fear en-
tered the picture. It seemed too big
a risk for the church to take. One
by one other churches were ap-
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proached but shrank from the pros-
pect of unpopularity and danger.

So the little church proceeded
with its own planning. The minister
hearing ugly rumours felt bound to
warn his flock during the week pre-
ceding Easter, though secretly he
hoped they would not be deterred
by his words. Stones might come
crashing through their good new
windows. They even might be per-
sonally attacked.

His people listened politely.
When he had finished one man
spoke for them all. “Then we shall
be persecuted for righteousness
sake for the first time. And that
will be a very good thing.” With
added zest the preparations con-
tinued.

But nothing bad happened. On
the contrary the church was pack-

P

ed. Folk came from the other
churches and from all over the
town. The music did its perfect
work, cleansing, quieting, inspir-
ing, soothing, nerving, relaxing,
reducing the ego, rooting up re-
sentment, liquidating hate, expell-
ing loneliness, releasing hope, creat-
ing confidence.

Afterwards the little feast began,
in a room set apart for prisoners
and their hosts and hostesses. Im-
agine what it meant to sit at a
decorated table, to be waited on
by others, to talk to motherly
women, to look at sisterly girls, to
play with children reminding them
of their own. Seeing their emotion,
young mothers pressed their babies
into their arms.

“Tt was the best Easter Festival
T've ever known,” wrote the pastor.

b

A PRAYER

O God, at morn, at noon, at eventide, we lift our hearts to Thee.
We thank Thee for the solid earth beneath our feet, and for the in-
exhaustible wonders of the sky above our heads; for the healing winds
and purifying waters, for the strength of the hills and the treasurers of
the mines. We thank Thee for all the material benefits that sustain our
daily lives, and for the world of thought and feeling in which our spirits
are at home ; but, most of all, we thank Thee for Thyself ; for the certain-
ty that Thou art our Father, in heaven, and on earth, and in all imagin-
able worlds; and that Thou art Power, and Wisdom, and Love; and

that we are Thy children.

—TFrom The Herald of the Star



( Shoe company hires minister to “go about doing good.”

Vice-President In Charge of
Christian Relations

Grace L. Benjamin

HE BEST news from the

II manufacturing front comes

from Providence, R. I,
where one of the large shoe com-
panies appointed a Vice-President
of Christian Relations.

The Bristol Manufacturing Cor-
poration of Providence hired a min-
ister, formerly pastor of the Central
Baptist Church of that city. The
shoe company wanted a man of
God, they said, who would “go
about doing good.” They chose the
Rev. Hale D. Dutton who resigned
from his church to take over.

The new Vice-President of
Christian Relations hopes that he
may be able to help to make a better
world by this new and different
approach to the problems of the
working man. He reports that he
has written and talked to more
Americans than he can count, sent
food to Europe’s needy and done
the unexpected, such as getting a
typewriter for a convict, advising
people what books to read, settling
family disputes by the score and
even saving an embezzler.

On his desk he has an “urgent”
box where he keeps the mail con-
taining moral or spiritual prob-
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lems. These he attends to, before
anything else.

Dr. Dutton was appointed last
February by Maurice C. Smith,
President of the company. Mr.
Smith announced that his firm will
back the new Vice-President with
funds which “might amount to
$20,000 or up to $100,000 a year.”

He says, “We hired this minister
to go about doing good. He will take
his instructions from God.” Then
he added, “We don’t expect to sell
more shoes because of this ven-
ture.”

So far, Dr. Dutton says that
about 5% of his time has gone to
the Bristol Company employees
and their problems. He devotes
most of his time and energy to such
larger projects as relief shipments
of shoes to the needy in Europe and
the founding of a corporation to
furnish shoes to American infantile
victims and amputees.

If such an appointment as this
can occur in one factory, why
shouldn’t every large industry try
the same plan? A Vice-President
of Christian Relations could do a
lot of good in any business.

(I How could she awaken the earth children to their great need?

The Way to the Lord of Creation
(A Story)

Rose R. Anderson

HE Elder’s voice was sad,

‘I “The Gate was not opened

for my grandson, for none
here knew his voice!”

Patience nodded in sympathy:
“Oh, wise one, why do so many
miss the pathway leading to the
Gate of eternal day? So many that
have wisdom cannot seem to find
the true pathway.”

“My grandson possessed a bril-
liant mind; this is why I cannot
understand how he became lost.
His mother was so glad in the be-
lief that she had bequeathed to him
the knowledge of the Way leading
to the Gate.”

Softly Patience questioned:
“Would you consider granting me
a short stay among the earth chil-
dren? I have long yearned for a
visit to the earth to behold its
beauties. Perhaps I should discover
why so many become lost, and help
them in their need.”

“Many of the earth children are
not kind; their hearts would not
listen tc wisdom.”

Patience smiled gently as she
explained : “I should watch to see
their loves and their fears, and
through these, help them to work
out their redemption.”

The Elder nodded his head in
agreement : “I shall explain to the
board of Elders how the loss of
my beloved grandson has brought
this need to pass. They will rejoice
with me in your wisdom and
bravery.”

The heart of Patience sang with
joy as the Elder made ready the
seven white steeds for her journey
earthward. Once she questioned:
“What of my wings? Will not the
earth children run at the sight of
them ?”

“It is best that you are not
visible, for some when they think
they are not seen, stray from the
righteous path.”

So the Elder caused a deep sleep
to come upon Patience, as tenderly
she was placed in the crystal car-
riage; the tiny hoofs of the seven
snow white steeds steadily beat the
air as they carried her to the garden
of the lovely Pansies. As the Elder
turned the steeds Homewards, gar-
den fairies came running to attend
to her wants. Patience gazed in
wonder at the smiling fairies and
gentle Pansies. “Why are you all
so happy?” she questioned.

Gladly the answer came: “We
serve the Lord of creation!”

3
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To the Oak came Patience and
asked: “Your leaves rustle with
happiness ; will you share with me
the secret?”

The old Oak’s voice rumbled
almost like thunder as he shouted,

“What greater joy is there than
to be a servant of the great Lord
of creation? I hold within my out-
stretched arms, feathered songsters,
whose joyous praise rise like
prayers of devotion up unto the
throne of our Lord of creation.”

Patience questioned the old Oak
further, “Then, what is the true
secret of your happiness?”

The old Oak laughed, “To know
and to do my Father’s will!”

To the stately Evergreen, Pa-
tience spoke, “You have lived so
many years amongst these people,
sharing the cold north winds, and
the heat of the sun; perhaps it lies
within your wisdom to tell me why
so many of the earth children are
unhappy, and why they miss the
pathway leading unto the Gate?”

The Evergreen sighed deeply as
he answered, “To be able to endure
the bitter cold and the heat rays of
the sun, I needs must forget my-
self. Many of the earth children
know not of this way of wisdom.
When the coldness of want or des-
pair come upon them they seek
other pathways than the righteous
one, in which to find forgetfulness.
If they would forget self and turn
to their Lord of creation, He would
open a way for them.”

The sweet fragrance of the Lilies
brought remembrance of Home, so
gaily Patience questioned, “In this
lovely garden, you hear many of
the secrets of the earth children.
What are their loves and fears that
cause them to leave the true path-
way

One of the Lilies gave answer:
“Some of them know not the mean-
ing of the word, love. They will
say they love someone, then they
will say and do things to hurt the
one they have spoken their love
unto. Surely, these do not know the
true meaning of love !”

Another spoke: “I have heard
some sell their souls for the love of
money, and like to brag they have
no fear of the evil one, as terrible
as he appears! It is a great pity
these have no wisdom of heart.

“Some that come here are so
very wise, and yet, they lack the
greatest wisdom of all, for they
have forgotten our great Lord of
love and of creation.”

The compassionate heart of Pa-
tience filled with pain as she re-
membered the barred Gate. How
to awaken the earth children to
their great need.

Patience longed for the beauty
and the peace of Home, but she
knew her mission was not com-
plete. So to the ancient and wise
Oak she returned, “How shall
these blinded earth children find
their way unto the eternal Gate?”

1948 THE WAY TO THE LORD OF CREATION 7

Softly the old one gave answer:
“The Way was opened for them
two thousand years ago, when a
Babe was born in a manger in
Bethlehem of Judea. This Babe
grew in wisdom and stature, and if
all the earth children would heed
His teachings, would follow His
way, then none would become as
lost.”

“What is the deepest need of
these earth children ?”

“Tt is to look to Redemption hill,
whereon stands a Cross; upon this

b

Cross, the Son of man died to
throw open the Gates of eternity!
Let these earth children believe
this and give their love and obedi-
ence unto the Lord of Creation;
Then, their pathway is made plain.”

“So before returning Home-
ward,” Patience softly answered,
“T must speak to the hearts of those
longing to hear, of the Way of the
Cross that leads to eternal Day ; for
they must hear that it is the One
way leading unto the Gate that
love opened for them!”

b

Press Agent
Thelma Ireland

Robins are a welcome sight

To winter weary people.

Spring sends them as a heralder
Like churches send a steeple.

S

b

b

Life’s Extras
Myrtle E. Staley

Sunshine floods the world this bright Sunday afternoon, glinting
on the flowing waters of the canal, as I sit in contemplation of God’s
wondrous gift of beauty to us all. ) ;

“]ife’s Extras” they have been called,—sunshine, starlight, moving
waters, moonbeams shining down through tall and stately palm trees,
the rolling waves of the ocean washing the shore, sweet smelling flowers
lifting their bright heads for the kiss of the morning sun—all of them
extras, that God has put into our world for us to see and smell and taste
that they are good. : A

How we take them for granted—just a passing glance, never time
to stop and smell a flower, or sit and watch the breakers roll, or lie out
in the sun and let its healing rays bring strength and vigor to our bodies.

No time for “Life’s Extras,” but they are there to bring gladness
to our souls and peace and contentment to our minds, if we will but atune
ourselves with Him and let Him have His way with us.



( Jesus intended us to discover and use
spiritual laws in healing the body.

Jesus and Spiritual Medicine
Harold A. Tassell, M.D.

' OR a long time it has been
Fthe writer’s deep conviction

that Jesus Christ was not
only the world’s greatest physician
as far as results were concerned,
but also the most scientific in re-
gard to methods used.

We heartily admit that the re-
sults obtained from many of the
modern medical procedures are in-
deed wonderful in comparison with
former therapeutic endeavors. Sur-
gical accomplishments during the
last ten years have certainly been
outstanding. Anti-biotics, as the
sulfas and penicillin, have saved
millions of lives during the last
decade.

Nevertheless, notwithstanding all
of the above facts, it is our studied
conviction that even the best so-
called scientific remedies are but
substitutionary methods of accom-
plishing results which Jesus of
Nazareth secured very easily and
very simply by an application of
scientific laws on a spiritual plane.

We further believe that He in-
tended us to discover and use these
spiritual laws in healing the body
as well as the mind.

Let us hasten to add that not for
one minute do we advise folks to
forsake the use of the substitution-
ary methods and rely entirely on

divine healing. Certainly we should
use the best methods available, but
we should also constantly seek to
understand the very methods used
by Christ in His wonderful healing
ministry.

The medical profession has quite
recently recognized the relation-
ship between physical disease and
mental or emotional aberrations, in
the so-called psycho-somatic branch
of medicine. Now, it is time for us
to go one step farther and practice
spiritual psycho-somatic medicine.
This means that the progressive
doctor of the future must be liter-
ally three persons in one: a min-
ister or priest; a psychologist; and
a physiologist.

The understanding and correla-
tion of the true spiritual laws of
life into the picture of sickness and
health is a problem because spirit-
ual laws can only be spiritually dis-
cerned. They can be known—they
can be felt—but they cannot be de-
scribed in words.

There is physical and mental
healing power in a feeling of joy,
but how can such a feeling be de-
scribed ? The answer is that it can-
not. In fact, all of the positive emo-
tions constitute what might be
spoken of as spiritual medicine.
Such emotions include, besides joy,

({ Never again will death frighten me in any way.

Message to the Bereaved
by Natalie Kalmus

me as soon as you can,”
my sister, Eleanor Smith,
wired. At the time I was in Lon-
don working out Technicolor prob-
lems with one of the British mo-
tion picture companies,

I felt a deep, numbing pang. I
knew Eleanor had been ill some
time. Surely this was her gentle
way of telling me the end was com-
ing.

When first stricken by the most
fearsome of medical enemies, the
doctors had told her that her days
were numbered. Knowing this had
not made the slightest difference in
her warm interest in people—nor
in her deep abiding faith in the
wonder of God.

But now she needed me. I re-
turned to the States and hurried to
Eleanor, expecting to find her in
bed in great pain. Instead she was
in the living room perched jauntily
on the sofa, looking more like a
school girl of seventeen than an in-
curably ill woman.

“Natalie,” she held out her arms
joyously, “I'm so happy now that
you're here. We have so much to
talk over.”

After Eleanor had later retired

e ) ON'T worry, but come to

for the night, the doctor drew me
aside. “Mrs. Kalmus,” he said, “I
think that it will be a most trying
experience for you if you stay here
through to the end. I'm afraid that
your sister’s last hours will be an
agony of pain.”

Medically I knew he was right.
Yet the exquisite radiance I noticed
in my sister’s face seemed some-
how to refute his statement.

During the next few days I dis-
covered that Eleanor was doing
many things to baffle the doctors.
She was ignoring their solemn sug-
gestions and remedies. One night
she had me sit down on the side of
her bed.

“Natalie, promise me that you
won'’t let them give me any drugs.
I realize that they are trying to
help relieve my pain, but I want
to be fully aware of every sensa-
tion. I am convinced that death will
be a beautiful experience.”

One afternoon Eleanor, in the
most airy and lighthearted manner,
asked several friends to a dinner
party which she, on the spur of the
moment, decided to hold. I was
stunned. But Eleanor grinned at
me impishly in high spirits.

On the night of the party Eleanor

From Guideposts, Guideposts Associates, Quaker Hill, Pawling, New York. By

permission.
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dressed meticulously, concealing
the pain I knew she felt. We helped
her downstairs before the guests
were to arrive. Sitting in a tur-
quoise chair in her yellow evening
gown, she sparkled with life and
gaiety. Again I noticed the school
girl look on her face.

Ten days later the final hour
drew near. I had been at her bed-
side for hours. Not once did the
physical torture inside overcome
her spiritual strength.

“Dear kind God, keep my mind
clear and give me peace,” she had
murmured over and over again dur-
ing those last days.

We had talked so long that 1
noticed she was drifting off to
sleep. 1 left her quietly with the
nurse and retired to get some rest.
A few minutes later T heard my
sister’s voice calling for me. Quick-
ly I returned to her room. She was
dying.

I sat on her bed and took her
hand. It was on fire. Then she
seemed to rise up in bed almost to
a sitting position.

“Natalie,” she said, “There are
so many of them. There’s Fred . . .
and Ruth—what’s she doing here?
Oh, I know !

An electric shock went through

&
e

me. She had said Ruth! Ruth was
her cousin who had died suddenly
the week before. But Eleanor had
not been told of Ruth’s sudden
death.

Her voice was surprisingly clear.
“It's so confusing. So many of
them!” Suddenly her arms stretch-
ed out as happily as when she had
welcomed me! “I'm going up,” she
murmured.

Then she dropped her arms
around my neck—and relaxed in
my arms. The will of her spirit
had turned final agony into rapture.

As I lay her head back on the
pillow, there was a warm, peaceful
smile on her face. Her golden
brown hair lay carelessly on the
pillow. I took a white flower from
the vase and placed it in her hair.
With her petite, trim figure, her
wavy hair, the white flower and
the soft smile, she looked once more
—and permanently—just like a
school girl.

Never again will death frighten
me in any way. This was my sis-
ter’s inheritance to me—her final,
beautiful gift. I had seen for my-
self how thin was the curtain be-
tween life and death. I had
glimpsed part of the wonderful
truth about everlasting life.

<

A visitor asked a saint if he could look over his library. He was
taken to the saint’s room. No books were in sight.
“There is my library,” said the saint pointing to a simple wooden

Cross.

( The time has come for Christian people to
bring Lincoln’s prophecy to fulfillment.

Will the Voice of Lincoln be Heard?

Glenn Clark

Notes written February 12, 1945, in
Livingston, Alabama

INCOLN’S birthday came
ll in overhung with clouds. It

was the second day since I
had come down with the flu. I have
discovered that after several days
of quietness I am ready for great
inspiration to come through me.
So as this was the afternoon for
creative writing, I sent word that
I wanted to write something and
join the class when the time came
to read their things.

After lunch I took my pen and
waited for the anticipated poem to
come through. To my surprise it
dealt with clouds—nothing but
clouds—and I labelled it “The
Cloud of Unknowing.”

When the writing class finished
writing I was still a little weak so
instead of going to them, they came
to me, seating themselves on the
floor around the sides of my room.
I sat in bed propped up on my

“throne.”

They all read their effusions and
last of all I read mine. Then I ex-
plained that I never had the flu ex-

cept when the Lord wanted me to
be especially, profoundly still in
preparation for some important
new cycle in my life. When forty-
two years of age, I started my
spiritual mission of prayer, and
now as I am approaching sixty-
three, another significant new cycle
of my life, these two times the Lord
personally conducted me into little
periods of quietness—the only two
times I ever had the flu.

We then had a Prayer Labora-
tory, during which several times I
called attention to God speaking to
us in the rumbling of the clouds.
I explained that in the Bible clouds
always symbolized the Presence of
God before some great revelation
took place. Moses was shrouded in
clouds on Mount Sinai and Jesus
on Mount Herman.

Out of the first cloud came the
Ten Commandments; out of the
other, the Transfiguration. After
a brief period I suggested that we
pray for the ending of the war and
the peace that is to follow, and
have someone read Lincoln’s Sec-
ond Inaugural on this his one
hundred and thirty-sixth birthday.
In The World’s Greatest Debate*

*The World's Greatest Debate, Glenn Clark, Macalester Park Publishing Com-

pany, $2.75.
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Mrs. Overholt started reading it
from the beginning. She was half-
way through and had just reached
the place where Lincoln was going
to ask, “With malice toward none,
with charity for all,” when I looked
beyond her out the window and ex-
claimed, “Look at that cloud!” A
soft, grey funnel had dropped and
was filling all the light places of
the sky in its rapid advance. A
cloudburst was upon us and all
ran to close their windows. Pres-
ently the rain stopped and every
tree and twig was motionless. We
were in the center of a great storm,
fierce at the edges, quiet at the
center. I asked them all to come
back at seven-thirty after supper
and I would have something to tell
them.

Before supper the news began
to spread like wild-fire. A cyclone
had struck Livingston. A freight
train just arriving was blown from
the tracks four blocks from where
we were meeting. Houses were
flattened. Nine people were killed.
All telephone and electric light
wires were down. No radios were
operating. We were totally shut off
from the outside world. The same
cyclone moved on to Montgomery,
the capital of the old Confederacy,
where eighty-three were killed.

When the group gathered that
evening I interpreted this as fol-
lows: “The clouds are symbolical
of God’s presence. He was giving
us a message this afternoon.” Then

someone read my poem again,
which was as follows:

THE CLOUD OF UNKNOWING

Out of the Infinite come the clouds,
Mists joining earth and heaven;
Moses’ Mount drew silver shrouds
When God's commands were given.

Jesus climbed Mount Tabor’s peak,
The shafts rose towards the skies ;
Three men of God fell prostrate, meek,
The gold clouds stunned their eyes.

From clouds the Voice today can speak,
From clouds of Joy or Pain,
As God spoke on Mount Tabor’s Peak,
His Voice can speak again.

We climb today a Mount of Prayer,
And to the heights we cling,

And when we reach the highest stair,
God’s answer there He'll bring.

The mind can’t grasp the Mind of God,
The eye His Form can't trace,

But Soul beyond the mind’s control

Can see Him face to face.

Then I went on:

“One of the wonderful things
about God is: He is so honest. He
never tells us something merely be-
cause it is a thing we wish to hear.
He tells us the Truth. This after-
noon on Lincoln’s birthday we had
been asking God to send mercy and
love and forgiveness into the war
zone, and hoped to climax the
afternoon with Lincoln’s appeal for
charity to all. On the very instance
we reached the beginning of that
sentence the Lord began flattening
houses, tossing trains off the track
and in a few minutes ambulances
were gathering the dead and carry-
ing the injured to hospitals. This
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tornado didn’t come because we were
praying. It was coming in the Plan
and our prayers merely allowed for
the fact that the college here is un-
scratched and the lives of the stu-
dentsspared. Butthe Lordlet the tor-
nado synchronize with our prayer
laboratory right at the point mid-
way in the address of Lincoln be-
cause He wanted to tell us some-
thing. And that something is this:

“Forgiveness, mercy and a har-
monious peace will not be attained
in Europe until a final tempest of
stern battles are fought, blowing
trains off tracks, levelling houses,
killing people; and a stern justice
is administered to war criminals—
but after that is done there will be
hope of a better world. Three hours
have intervened since we were
interrupted in the reading of Lin-
coln’s Inaugural Address. We have
come to hear the reading of the last
half. It may mean that these three
hours intervening represent three
years of waiting, from February,
1945, to February, 1948, but when
the time is ripe the spirit of Lincoln
can fill the earth. It can if enough
of us pray—if enough have faith.
So let us hear the second half of
Lincoln’s speech.” A minister of
the gospel then read it:

“WWith 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 his orphans, to do all which may
achieve and cherish a just and a
lasting peace among ourselves and
with all nations.”

“Why I feel so sure that the
spirit of Lincoln can control the
nations and the spirit of Christ con-
trol the world—if we wait pa-
tiently enough,” I continued, “is
because God is so frank and honest.
When He told us, so abruptly and
so emphatically, that loving kind-
ness will not be conspicuous in the
first stages following the war, we
know we can trust Him when He
says that later, if we come together
in prayer and love, our prayers will
be heard, and Christ will take
charge.

“The winter term of this college
overlaps the convening of the Big
Three on the Black Sea. From time
to time we shall hold special prayer
laboratories with the world situa-
tion in our heart. In the meantime
we shall feel about us as far as we
are able and worthy the Cloud of
God’s constant presence with us.
The White Cloud above is needed
as never before to purify the Black
Sea beneath. When Peter looked
down at the turbulent black sea he
sank ; when he looked at the White
Christ he was saved.”

February 12, 1948

All the foregoing was written
down on February 12, 1945, the
day of the cyclone in Livingston.



16 CLEAR HORIZONS Spring

The very hour that the cyclone was
striking this little Alabama town,
the radio was announcing the agree-
ment of the Big Three at Yalta
where plans had been completed
for the winning of the war where
among other things we had bar-
tered away the richest provinces of
our ally, China, without asking her
consent, to Russia as the price of
securing Russia’s aid against Japan.

As the cyclone swept on up from
Livingston and struck with its
greatest force against the ancient
capital of the Confederacy, so the
little cyclone of Yalta did not stop
with the cessation of hostilities
until it had swept on with re-
doubled force to strike with devas-
tating fury upon the confederacy
of the United Nations.

God may not have been in the
whirlwind that struck us that day.
God may not have been in the
earthquake thunder of the bombs

S

that fell after the whirlwind had
passed. God may not have been in
the raging fires that followed the
bombings which laid low the fair
cities of Germany and Japan, but
this I do know, that God was in
the still small voice of Abraham
Lincoln that we listened to that
day after the roar of the cyclone
had passed.

And now we are in the third year
since the war has ended. The time
has come for the Christian people
of the world to help bring the
prophecy of Lincoln into fulfill-
ment by uniting in the prayer that
we all of us in the victorious na-
tion, with malice toward none and
with charity for all may do all
which may achieve and cherish a
just and lasting peace among our-
selves and with all nations. This
prayer in 1948 I am sure will be
heard.

b

Prayer for Courage

“O God, make us ready for the great adventure of living. We do not

pray for immunity from risks; we pray for courage to face risks. We
do not ask to be saved out of the world ; we ask for strength to ally our-
selves with the saviours of the world. Among the immediate and in-
cidental problems of personal life, give us courage to face the facts which
confront us without evasions or self-deception ; to atone for our blunders,
not by repentance only, but by braver determination and decision. Among
the perplexities of daily life give us equanimity and self-control, that we
be not the slaves of circumstances but their masters, with the exhilara-
tion of conflict and the joy of victory.” —Francis G. Peabody

( When your case is just, all you need to do is look around you.

Making Money by Giving It Away

Blanche Campbell

HE Reverend J. Adrien
|| Pieiffer of Washington,
D. C., had a unique idea for
raising funds for the building
of a new church. As an ex-
periment he passed out among
his Takoma Lutheran parish a total
of 325 one dollar bills. Each parish
member was told to use the money
in some way so that it would multi-
ply and grow for the building fund
of the church.

Recently when the money was
gathered in again it had grown five-
fold. This makes a nice “starter”
for the $250,000 building fund.

It was very interesting the way
those one dollar bills were put to
work to bring in such good returns.
One lady bought extra feed for her
chickens and coaxed them to lay
more eggs. The eggs were sold and
with the money she bought turnip
greens. Then she in turn sold the
turnip greens and bought a sack of
potatoes. The potatoes were sold
and from the proceeds she bought
flowers. Sale of the flowers gave
her cash to buy a fancy apron. Of
course on all of these sales or trans-
actions she made a small profit. So
by the time she returned the dollar
Reverend Pieiffer had given her,
she had over $9 to add to it.

Another lady bought the ingre-
dients to make tea cookies. These
were sold and the proceeds put
back into more ingredients. She
continued in this way until her
dollar grew to $77.75. She might
have made other home cooked
products, such as light rolls, light
bread or home made bread of any
kind, fancy pies, cakes, or dough-
nuts. One lady that I know sells
home baked beans and receives a
fair profit on them too. If you are
an expert at cooking in any line,
you will not have to hunt for cus-
tomers to buy your home baked
products.

Jars of home canned fruit, jellies,
jams, fruit butter, pickles, rel-
ishes or home preserved food also
have a ready sale. These are only
suggestive ideas should you be
called upon to raise some money for
your church.

And if cooking is out of your
line and you happen to be a good
seamstress, turn your direction in
that line. House dresses, aprons,
children’s clothes all find a ready
sale. So does crocheting and em-
broidery. One lady that I know
hooks and braids rugs and sells
them whenever she is called upon
to raise a little extra money. Em-

17



18 CLEAR HORIZONS

broidered pillow cases, fine hand-
kerchiefs, and guest towels are
never hard to dispose of.

One lady who had a rather large
family and was too busy to do any-
thing on the outside invested her
dollar in cleaning fluid. Carefully,
she kept track of all the family’s
dry cleaning and pressing she did

b

Spring

with that cleaning fluid, and turned
it back with her dollar. She found
she had done $17 worth of work.
Still another lady made slip covers
and sold them to neighbors and
friends. This shows what can be
done. When your cause is just,
all you need to do is to look around
you, there is a way.

ﬂ

The Divine Presence
Zylpha A. Morton

IDING as I do every day
R in the streetcars to and

from my work, I am
amazed at the varied facial expres-
sions of my fellow travelers. How
triumphant, how radiant, how pur-
poseful and attractive each face
could be if each person were per-
forming his reasonable duty to the
great Author of his being.

In looking over a copy of the
Spectator of June 16, 1711, I saw
a letter which Charles Addison had
written in which he gives this
miraculous receipt. He writes:

“There is a virtue that may find
employment for those hours in
which we are destitute of company
and conversation. I mean that inter-
course and communication which
every reasonable creature ought to

maintain with the great Author of
his being. The man who lives un-
der a habitual sense of the Divine
Presence keeps up a perpetual
cheerfulness of temper, and enjoys
every moment the satisfaction of
thinking himself in company with
his dearest and best of friends.
The time never lies heavy upon
him ; it is impossible for him to be
alone. His thoughts and passions
are the most busied at such hours
when those of most men are the
most inactive: he no sooner steps
out of the world, but his heart
burns with devotion, swells with
hope and triumphs in the conscious-
ness of that Presence which every-
where surrounds him; or on the
contrary, pours out its fears, its
sorrows, its apprehensions to the
great Supporter of its existence.”

From The Presbyterian, August 27, 1936,

( With every trial He offers us also the
resources with which to overcome.

The First Step in Solving Your Problems

Mildred Long

evitable, but there is a solu-

tion for each one of them if we
know the way. Acceptance of the
situation is the first step in rehabili-
tation or change. I mean accept-
tance in contrast to resistance.

This conviction arises out of my
own experience, altho I also find
authority for it in books. After this
nervous disorder struck me, I
found myself resisting everything
that didn’t seem just right. I even
resisted some things that were good
and right because they reminded
me of my great need. When this
resistance was met by antagonism
and criticisth on the part of others,
it nearly proved disastrous to me.
After months of discipline and
praying I came to the place where
I could say: “Father, I can take it.
I can stand it to be misunderstood
and criticised and treated with dis-
dain. I can take it and return love
and kindness instead. I will not let
it hurt me any more.”

Then several things happened:
(1), I experienced a certain re-
lease; (2), some things I expected
to happen never materialized; (3),
I experienced a new joy and exhil-
aration in this new power of over-
coming; and, (4), the attitude of
these people changed toward me

]I N THIS life problems are in-

and they dropped their aggression.
That is my testimony. Let us look
to the words of some others.

Dr. Rolf Alexander in his book,
The Doctor Alone Can’t Cure You,
says, “Each one of us, every min-
ute, is exactly where he should be
for his own higher development.
When we are beset with great diffi-
culties, we are face to face with
opportunities, and life never gives
us difficulties too great to over-
come, if we can draw upon our
higher powers to aid us.”

Last June at the Camp Farthest
Out in Redlands I attended Glenn
Clark’s prayer group and during
the discussion I asked, “Should we
not train ourselves to accept what-
ever comes as having in it God’s
will and purpose for us?”’ He re-
plied, “Of course that is the ideal
way.”

I looked in E. Stanley Jones’ new
book, The Way, for corroboration
and I found these sentences:

“The fact is everything that
comes to you in life is favorable if
you know how to use it.” “Life is
determined perhaps more by re-
actions than by actions. . . . You
can react with confidence and cour-
age and make the evil thing make
you better.” He quotes Edwin
Markham as saying, “Sorrow
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