Clear Horizons

I,//

U PT Fall 1949

(Complete Contents on Back Cover) 25¢

GOD HASAPLANFORYOU . . . . .
Austin Pardue

HOW TO WIN OVER MENTAL HANDICAPS .
Starr Daily

RADIANT VICTORY . . . . . . .
Winfred Rhoades

CHRIST,THEONI.YWAY 8 e

Grenville Kleiser

' WANTED: WRITERS TO MAKE GOODNESS
INTERESTING . &« « ¢ o '% o4
Frank C. Laubach

Poems - Meditations - Articles - Book Reviews



Ais We Go To Presd

Austin Pardue (p. 1) is the highly popular Episcopal Bishop of Pittsburgh. This
article is a good example of his knack of bringing the truths of Christianity down to
earth for the average person. He is also the author of the excellent book on im-
mortality, He Lives, and a radio speaker of great appeal. . . . Miles Clark (p.9) and
his wife spent the past summer traveling with the Camp Farthest Out in Europe.
Miles is director of these tours, officially called Odyssey Religious Travel Tours.
If you are interested you can get further information by writing to him in care of this
office. . . . Vincent Edwards (p. 14) is the pen-name of a writer from Poughkeepsie,
N. Y. His interesting sidelights on the lives of famous Christians have appeared in
Clear Horizons before, and they will again in the future. . . . John Gaynor Banks
(p. 21) is an Episcopal clergyman and the editor of Sharing Magazine. It is safe to say
that he has done as much as any man, if not more, to revitalize the church’s ministry
of healing. A good deal of his time is spent holding Healing Missions in different parts
of the country. . . . Glenn Clark (p. 23) should need no introduction. He is your editor
and the author of many books and pamphlets, and a speaker constantly in demand.
His autobiography has just come out, and good reading it is, too. See the inside back
cover of this issue. . . . Bennie Bengtson (p. 45) of Kennedy, Minnesota, has written
a good sketch of D. L. Moody. You will like it; and it ought to do something for those
who feel discouraged because they are not seminary trained and are wondering what
they can do for the Lord. . . . Malcolm S. Taylor (p. 51) is a retired minister now
living in Daytona Beach. Not too long ago his article, “A Protestant Rosary,” appeared
in Clear Horizons. . . . In many ways this is an all-star issue with such names, in addi-
tion to those mentioned, as Starr Daily (p. 15), Norman Vincent Peale (p. 28),
Winfred Rhoades (p. 37), Grenville Kleiser (p. 43), and Frank Laubach (p. 49).

CLEAR HORIZONS MAGAZINE

1571 Grand Avenue Saint Paul 5, Minnesota
GLENN CLARK, Editor NORMAN K. ELLIOTT, Managing Editor

Contributing and Advisory Editors: FRANK C. LAUBACH, NORMAN VINCENT
PEALE, RALPH SPAULDING CUSHMAN, WINFRED RHOADES,
AUSTIN PARDUE, STARR DAILY, J. RUFUS MOSELEY,
ALBERT E. DAY

Entered as second class matter September 19, 1940, at the Post Office at 8t. Paul, Minn.,
under the Act of March 8, 1879. Published quarterly at 1671 Grand Avenue, St. Paul 5, Minn.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: l-year subscriptions, $1.00 each (Foreign
$1.25). 2-year subscriptions, $2.00 each (Foreign $2.50). 3-year sub-
scriptions, $2.50 (Foreign $3.25). Single copies, $.25 each.

Clear Horizons—

Tenth Year

FALL, 1949

Volume 10, No. 2

( It is truly wonderful the way God unfolds His plan
for people even when they have little faith in Him.

God Has a Plan for You

Austin Pardue

E are thinking about God’s

&j&/ plans for you. He doesn’t
allow things to happen by
accident, or by chance. They hap-
pen according to design and plan.
Your life doesn’t run, however,
along the lines of a blue-print ; your
life is not predestined to some kind
of mystical fatalism; yet God has a
wonderful future for you, if you are
with Him enough, so that you can
begin to realize the way in which
He will unfold your future. He will
do the most unexpected things im-
aginable. He will take you on ex-
citing adventures through life. Once
in a great while He lets a saint see
into the future. He won’t allow
you to do so, I don’t think, yet you
can’t always be too sure. It won't
do much good to go to charlatans
and fortune tellers. It doesn’t make
much difference whether you know
about your own future; but it does
make a lot of difference whether or
not you learn to live each day with
faith and courage and love. He has
a future plan for you, and the more

you realize His presence, the more
you will be able to inwardly know
His voice and respond to His will.
That will for you is good; it is
exciting, and adventurous.

Now it is important for us to
realize that within the scope of
God’s plan for you there are a series
of human experiences that will test
you. Life here on earth is so con-
structed that we will experience
heartaches, tribulations, trials,
temptations, frustrations, and bitter
disappointments. But in addition to
that it is built so that if you meet
them with God, you will experience
joys, hopes, aspirations, magnifi-
cent surprises, illuminations, and
good values that defy descriptions.
This is all in store for you and it
is well that you realize it. The
Christian religion is a faith where-
by you are given the courage to go
through disappointments, not to
evade them. But be sure of this: in
the school of life God has plans
whereby you will experience most
of the problems and the joys in one

1
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way or another. That is part of your
spiritual education.

The Christian will take these
varied experiences in his stride and
if he has faith, every misfortune
will be turned into a great good. It
was St. Paul who put it very well
when he said, “All things work to-
gether for good to them that love
the Lord; to them that are called
according to His purpose.” Thus,
out of all the suffering we experi-
ence, there will come strengthening
power to those who love God. Now
when we make this way of life a
habit, we will begin to love every
experience, good or bad. If we don’t
meet life in that manner, if we
spend our time becoming bitter,
blaming circumstances, blaming
people, we will rapidly deteriorate.
We can be young people in years
and at the same time old, cynical,
and hateful in spirit. On the other
hand, we can be old in years and be
young and gay in spirit and ready
for the next exciting adventure.

So it is important that we try
every day to realize the presence of
God by a few minutes of quiet. Dur-
ing that time, ask God to make the
plans for the day unfold in accord-
ance with His will. Just as He plans
for the heavens, the stars, the seas,
the tides, the seasons, the grains,
and the fruits of the earth, so He
makes plans for you. They will re-
main a mystery in that they aren’t
a predestined program with a blue-
print. He treats you a little differ-

ently than he does a star. His plan
for you is fluid and flexible.

It is one that is packed with sur-
prising joys, beauties, and good-
ness. The unfoldment depends upon
the positive attitude toward life
that is established in your own state
of consciousness.

Let me ask you a question or
two. How do you take your mis-
fortunes? Do you accept, do your
best, and forget them? When you
are going through your troubles, do
you stay close to God? Do you ex-
amine yourself for the short-circuits
of resentment, hate, greed, anger,
and fear? When you have faced
misfortunes, do you try to go on
through them with a joyous heart,
or do you become bitter, full of
blame, and faithless ? If you are the
latter, you are doomed to find life
darkening and the plan becoming
more confused. On the other hand.
if you approach your problems with
God, life is going to unfold for you
beyond anything you can desire, de-
serve, or dream.

I know of a man who decided to
study for the Ministry during the
first World War. He was young,
and inexperienced, and was serving
as an ordinary sailor on a little
Navy ship in the Atlantic. When he
came home from the war, he went
to college. He never graduated from
high school, but in those days they
made heroes of ex-servicemen and
gave them diplomas even when they
hadn’t earned them. He went away
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to college badly prepared. There
was no GI Bill of Rights. All he
had in his pocket was $10.00. He
got a job with the American Ex-
press Company taking trunks on
and off trains early in the morning.
He was a pretty good athlete and he
went out for football. He went on
and tried to do his studies, but he
wasn’t successful. In those days
they were beginning to give I. Q.
tests and he took one and flunked
it miserably. At the end of three
months he was flunked out. The
President called him in his office
and told him that he never should
study for the Ministry but that he
ought to be a farmer, or a mechanic,
or something else. The young man
went home and talked to his
mother, who said, “Son, maybe
that President is smart, but I don’t
care how long you take to get into
the Ministry, if it is God’s plan
for you, you go ahead if it takes un-
til you are ninety.” And so the
young man went ahead. He went to
day school in Chicago and worked
nights, and the next Fall he went
back East to this same college
again, and after being there ten
days they gave him another I. Q.
test. He failed it hopelessly. The
President called him in again and
said, “Once and for all, you are
out. You are not college material.”

Well, the young man went down
East and tried another college, but
there they checked on his intellec-
tual record and found that it was

bad so he was asked to leave again.
It was the third time he had been
fired from college. What little
money he had, he used to take him-
self way out to Wisconsin to a
tiny college that was almost un-
known. There the people were kind
and patient. They nurtured him
along, and slowly he progressed.
They found that he had real eye
trouble and he used to have to get
up mornings at four-thirty and
study at fifteen-minute intervals so
that he could have time to rest his
eyes. He finally just barely got into
Theological Seminary and there,
too, he had a difficult time, but at
last he graduated. He started very
humbly in the Ministry in the mis-
sion field and went on from one par-
ish to the next, each one a little
larger, until finally he had one of
the greatest parishes in the East.
And then the college which had ex-
pelled him twice and told him never
to go into the Ministry asked him to
come to Commencement and they
gave him an honorary doctor’s de-
gree. Then he was elected to be a
Bishop.

It is truly wonderful the way God
unfolds His plan for people even
when they have a little faith in
Him. It is true that “All things
work together for good to them that
love God; to them that are called
according to His purpose.”

So one of the most powerful
parts of prayer is to learn to be
alone with God and to be aware
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of His overwhelming Almighty
Presence. That awareness may be
nothing other than a belief and
sometimes a deeper sense of the
fact that He is above you, through
you, about you, beneath you, and
within you. You probably won’t see
any miracles, you won’t see the
Heavens open, you won’t see
visions. You will just have the quiet
conviction that you are being
visited by His Almighty strength
through which all things are pos-

o8

“sible. Then through that Presence,

if you practice it regularly enough,
vast net-works of strangely as-
sorted events will seem to blend
into one objective. Strange people,
happenings, seemingly chance ac-
quaintances will somehow be woven
together into a positive pattern and
the Christian way of life will be-
come exactly what Christ said it
would be, namely, a way of victory
for you.

o

God’s Bonfire
Author Unknown

I'm glad that God takes every worn-out day
And burns it up in sunsets:

All mistakes,

The little triumphs, the futile cares
Are gathered into one bonfire that breaks
In flames against the banks of sky.

I think

That God sweeps up the frayed out ends of day

And says: “Poor foolish children—this the spoil

Of all their goods. When will they learn the way?

But since these things are done we might as well
make one great conflagration of it all.”

I think He likes to see it burn and stands

Beside it till the last gray ashes fall

And then across the fitful thoroughfares

Over the troubled roofs and petty wars

Out of the lonely heights of the Unknown

A clean wind blows, all tangled up with stars.

@

o

I am glad that after the resurrection Jesus kept appearing and
disappearing while the doors were shut, stepping into the material
world and back into the spiritual world at will. That makes this
other world seem strangely close—at one’s elbow, within us and
all about us, unseen.—Frank Laubach.

( Sam himself told me the facts, many years later,
with tears in his eyes.

The Most Christlike Man I Have

FEver Known
Art Foster

name—>Spiegelberg. He was a

little dried-up, sad-eyed, mid-
dle-aged, consumptive Jew who
operated a small, one-horse jewelry
store in a certain little town in New
York state. Spiegelberg was not
married. He lived alone, had no
social life, and apparently had no
intimate acquaintances. He slept in
a small room at the back of his
store, and, for all I know, ate his
meals there.

Nobody in the town seemed to
know much about old “Spiegey,”
as we called him, except that he
always appeared to be preoccupied
in mind, and was always good-
natured, kindly, quiet-spoken,
honest, gentle, sympathetic. He
seemed to try to help everybody
with whom he came in contact. This
is about all that could be said about
him.

Spiegelberg had no telephone in
his store. Whenever he had oc-
casion to use one he would go down
to the drug-store on the corner.

One winter’s evening Spiegel-
berg was just about to lock up his
place for the night when a certain
young man of the town, whom we
shall call Sam, came into the store
to ask the price of a bracelet that
he saw in the window.

]I KNEW him only by his last

Just as Spiegelberg was about to
bring in some bracelets from the
window the front door opened
again, a clerk from the drug store
on the corner announced that a
telephone call had just come for
Spiegelberg.

As he was alone in the store with
Sam, with whom he was only
slightly acquainted, Spiegelberg
was now compelled to make a quick
decision. Should he ask the prospec-
tive customer to leave, and then
lock the front door while attending
to the telephone call, thus possibly
losing a sale; or should he excuse
himself for a moment, and leave
the young man alone in the store
with a considerable amount of
valuable jewelry? Spiegelberg did
some fast thinking, and decided to
take a chance. When he returned
he found Sam still there, but old
Spiegelberg’s experienced eye in-
staintly discovered that one of the
most expensive bracelets was miss-
ing from the show-case. However,
he said nothing about it, and gave
no indication that he had made the
discovery. Sam then talked for a
little while, asked the price of a
few other pieces of jewelry, with-
out buying anything, and finally
left the store. Spiegelberg then
locked the door, put out the light,
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and went to bed in the little room
at the back of his store.

One day, several months later,
Spiegelberg met Sam’s wife on the
street, and noticed that she was
wearing the stolen bracelet, and he
remarked casually to her that it
was a beautiful piece of jewelry.
“Yes,” replied the lady, “my hus-
band gave it to me on our first
wedding anniversary. It must have
cost a great deal of money. I do not
see how he was able to save so much
out of his small earnings. It means
that he must have denied himself
many comforts and luxuries over a
long period of time in order to buy
me this lovely present.” A great
light then came into her eyes as she
added, “Do I not have a wonderful
husband, Mr. Spiegelberg?”

“I am glad that you are happy,”
said Spiegelberg.

Several more months went by.
One day old Spiegey met Sam on
the street. After a few friendly
words, Spiegelberg said, “What do
you say if we get in out of the cold,
Sam. Come on down to the store
with me for a little while. I have
a nice warm stove in the back room
now. Business isn’t any too good
at present, and we can talk things
over down there without getting
run over.”

“0. K.,” said Sam.
o

After the two men had lit up a
couple of cigars, and had leaned
back in their chairs, Spiegelberg
asked, “Why did you do it, Sam?”

“Why did I do what?”

“Why did you steal the brace-
let?”

Sam then broke down and con-
fessed his guilt. He promised to
go to his wife at once, get the
bracelet, and return it to Spiegel-
berg, if only Spiegelberg would
agree not to send him to jail.

Spiegelberg smiled at this re-
quest, and said in a tone that Sam
never forgot, “No, my boy. That
is not the way to do it. You now
have the most precious possession
in the world—the love, respect, and
gratitude of a good woman. If you
go to her now and ask for the
bracelet she will be suspicious, and
with a woman’s intuition she will
find out the truth in this matter.
That would be tragedy for you, and
for her. Let her keep the bracelet,
and let us say no more about it.
Only you and I know about this
thing. Let us keep it that way.”

Spiegelberg kept it that way. He
never mentioned it to anyone, as
far as I know. It was Sam himself
who told me the facts, many years
later, with tears in his eyes, at
Spiegelberg’s funeral.

&

I have read in Plato and Cicero sayings that are very wise and very
beautiful ; but I have never read in either of them, “Come unto me, all
ye that labor and are heavy laden.”—St. Augustine.

#————%T

( . ..to that great and glorious Being, who is the Beneficent Author
of all the good that was, that is, or that will be . . .

1st National Thanksgiving Day
Proclamation

HEREAS it is the duty of
\ & ; all nations to acknowledge
the providence of Almighty
God, to obey his will, to be grate-
ful for his benefits, and humbly to
implore His protection and favor;
and whereas both Houses of Con-
gress have, by their joint Commit-
tee, requested me “to recommend
to the people of the United States a
day of Public Thanksgiving and
Prayer, to be observed by acknowl-
edging with grateful hearts the
many and signal favors of Almighty
God, especially by affording them
an opportunity peaceably to estab-
lish a form of government for their
safety and happiness;”

Now, therefore, I do recommend
and assign Thursday, the 26th day
of November next, to be devoted by
the people of these States to the
service of that great and glorious
Being, who is the Beneficent
Author of all the good that was,
that is, or that will be; that we
may then all unite in tendering un-
to Him our sincere and humble
thanks for His kind care and pro-
tection of the people of this coun-
try, previous to their becoming a
nation ; for the signal and manifold
mercies, and the favorable inter-
positions of His providence, in the
course and conclusion of the late
war; for the great degree of tran-

quillity, union, and plenty, which we
have since enjoyed ; for the peace-
able and rational manner in which
we have been enabled to establish
Constitutions of Government for
our safety and happiness, and par-
ticularly the national one now lately
instituted; for the civil and reli-
gious liberty with which we are
blessed, and the means we have of
acquiring and diffusing useful
knowledge ; and, in general, for all
the great and various favors, which
He has been pleased to confer upon
us.
And, also, that we may then
unite in most humbly offering our
prayers and supplications to the
great Lord and Ruler of Nations,
and beseech Him to pardon our na-
tional and other transgressions; to
enable us all, whether in public or
private stations, to perform our
several and relative duties properly
and punctually; to render our Na-
tional Government a blessing to all
people, by constantly being a gov-
ernment of wise, just, and consti-
tutional laws, discreetly and faith-
fully executed and obeyed; to pro-
tect and guide all sovereigns and
nations (especially such as have
shown kindness to us), and to bless
them with good governments, peace
and accord ; to promote the knowl-

1
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edge and practice of true religion
and virtue, and the increasing of
science, among them and us; and,
generally, to grant unto all man-
kind such a degree of temporal

& o8

prosperity as He alone knows to
be best. Given under my hand at the
City of New York, the third day of
October, 1789.

(Signed) GEorGE WASHINGTON

g

A PSALM OF SPACIOUSNESS
Clarence E. Flynn

HEN I was a child it
seemed that the world
must be a very vast place.

It stretched from our little valley
in all directions to distances be-
yond my comprehension.

I was taken to the nearest town,
and the world seemed to shrink a
little. T was taken to the city, and
it seemed to grow still smaller. I
was taken to a neighboring state,
then journeyed to farther onmes;
and each trip made the world seem
less vast.

Slow-moving  horse-and-buggy
transportation went to motor cars,
and from railway trains to air-
planes and rockets. The grandsons
of the first men who operated the
telegraph developed the radio, and
their great grandsons bounced
radar impulses from the moon.
Then the world seemed only a
little community.

L 3

But I first realized what vastness
is when I communed with the Di-
vine One, and found myself thread-
ing the highways of the universe
and looking across the reaches of
eternity.

I was visiting in the World of
Faith, and for the first time I
sensed what real boundlessness is.
As T sensed it I felt my soul ex-
panding to conform to my new and
larger conception of things. When
my thoughts returned to this pres-
ent world it had shrunk yet more.

Our world will always be a dear
place for me, for it is the proving
ground God gave me as a place in
which to develop an understanding
of how great a thing it is to live.
But to one who has once traveled
on the wings of prayer to the far-
ther reaches of things this planet
can never again seem very large.

&

The duty of man is plain and simple, and consists of two points:
his duty to do, which every man must feel; and his duty to his neighbor,
to do as he would be done by.—Thomas Paine

(I We found a new vitality for Christ throughout Europe,

New Vitality for Christ In Europe

Report of the Second Annual Camp Farthest Out in Europe
Miles Clark

S the last words of the
A hymn, “The Church’s One

Foundation,” ended, Pas-
tor Diodato and Rev. Walter Fiscus
walked down the aisle of the tiny,
historic Waldensian church and in-
to the bright Italian sun. Following
them were Italians and Americans
exchanging Sunday morning greet-
ings in unfamiliar languages but
with Christian joy and comrade-
ship.

The 1949 Camp Farthest Out in
Europe had met in worship with
the only Protestant denomination
in Italy, the Waldensians, and
found the hymns, the form of wor-
ship and the fellowship were fa-
miliar even though the language
was not. In the lovely Italian Alps
at Prali, the forty-five members of
the tour were spending four days
meeting informally with Italian
Protestants and young people from
Africa, England, France, Germany
and other Americans helping to
build “Agape,” a conference
grounds for Christian youth of the
world. The World Council of
Churches gives its moral and fi-
nancial support as do many friends
from various lands. Pastor Tullio
Vinay, the director of “Agape,” and
Pastor Diodato told the story of the
Waldensian church since its found-
ing before the time of Luther and

of its past as a victim of intolerance
and persecution. And then they told
of “Agape,” which is the Walden-
sian vision for the future of Chris-
tian youth from all nations sharing
selflessly with each other.

After four days of primitive but
refreshing living, we had to move
on though we longed to stay and
help lift more stones for the build-
ing of “Agape.” But the story is
still on our lips as are the stories of
the new vitality for Christ we wit-
nessed in England at Lee Abbey;
in Holland ; in Germany at Pastor
Mensching’s Friendship Home and
the relief work of the churches of
America cooperating with the
church of Germany ; in Switzerland
through the work of Prof. and Frau
Ernst Staehelin and at the World
Council of Churches in Geneva; in
Ttaly wherever the Woaldensian
church has been; and finally in the
Christian relief work of CIMADE
in Paris.

The second Camp Farthest Out
in Europe, under the leadership of
Walter and Rosalind Fiscus, Vin-
cent Evensen and Ernestine Brad-
ley, with others of us helping as
needed, assembled in early June at
Bradley Field, Connecticut. 12
states, 66 denominations, were rep-
resented. We soon found a great
spiritual unanimity as we winged
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our way north to Newfoundland
and on to England in a pleasantly,
uneventful airplane ride. Landing
near London we sped through the
green, hedgerow countryside stop-
ping to see Salisbury Cathedral and
Stonehenge, and then on to the
Bristol Channel and Lee Abbey, a
permanent retreat center in North
Devon near Lynton. It was a land
of great cliffs overlooking Wales,
beautiful beyond imagining, deep in
the Lorna Doone country. But in
place of the tragedy of Lorna Doone
there was the vitality of young Eng-
lish Christian couples on their holi-
day (vacation to us).

For a week we met with the
English for an evening “Galilean”
hour and also in the morning to
pray and consider the purpose of
our trip, the interchange between
spiritual seekers on both sides of
the Atlantic. But most of the time
was free for fellowship with the
English. We were delightfully sur-
prised with them as they were with
us. We found in England, and in
every other country that we visited,
that having only seen U. S. soldiers
and businessmen it was a great joy
to meet Americans with a greater
purpose. One English friend said
that when they heard forty-five
Americans were to descend on them
during their holiday, they wished
they had not come, but all found the
harmony of Lee Abbey was not
broken. We learned to love the
food, and it was no trouble to love

the scenery. Rev. Roger de Pem-
berton, warden of Lee Abbey,
Leslie Sutton and their wives and
the other leaders helped us to adapt
ourselves to England and enter the
heart of its people.

Another week was spent in and
around London—from Stratford on
Avon to Windsor Castle, and from
hearing the great preacher Leslie
Weatherhead to sharing with Nor-
man Grubb and Rev. Sangster, two
great church leaders of England.
England is working together out of
their dark days with a high spirit
and purpose.

The night boat from Harwich
took us to Holland where we visited
some of the interesting sights and
met with the Dutch Reformed
Church leaders, especially Dr.
Emmen and J. ten Have of the
Ecumenical Movement. In Amster-
dam, four smiling Swedish drivers
and two pleasant hostesses met us
with two busses that were to take
us to Rome and back to Paris. We
found it a very pleasant way to
travel and see the country.

Through the customs we sang
our way into Germany and then
divided. One group went to Petzen
near Buckeburg where they spent
three days with Pastor Mensching,
one of the great spiritual men of
Germany, at the international home
he has begun. With little money but
great faith he and others who see
the vision of world peace are build-

ﬁj—.
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ing a youth center with the help of
volunteers from several countries.
Our group helped with washing
dishes and cooking.

The other group went on to Duis-
burg, a good-sized, heavily-bombed,
industrial town at the meeting of
the Ruhr and Rhine rivers. Here
Friedl Heinen of the Church relief
agency had a program of five days
for us, aided by the International
Club of students and werkers, and
the Christ Church (Evangelical Re-
formed), and Pastor Immer, Pastor
Schmidt and Supt. Vetter. We
spoke at their parish house which
is being used as the church. We
visited their great church, unusable
now because of the heavy bombing.
We expected to find great reserve
in the people, but found hearty wel-
come.and spontaneous fun in sing-
ing games and charades. Food is
still scarce in parts of Germany.

Each of us lived with a German
family and found eager new friends,
happy to share their little bit with
us. We shared what we had in soap
and gifts, but we realized no matter
what we were able to give, it was
too little to repay the generosity of
our German friends. They asked us
kind but penetrating questions
about American attitudes toward
Germany, some we could answer
and some we could not. We have
returned home with the deep desire
to learn more of the relation be-
tween our nations—working for
peace, but justice, too. The Christ

Church choir was one of the finest
we have heard and though there
was a language barrier during the
few talks we heard, there was none
as we listened to our friends play
the violin and piano for us and as
we joined in singing “A Mighty
Fortress is Our God.”

We left our friends at Duisburg
and drove south along the Rhine,
viewing the ancient castles now
crumbling, to Heidelberg, un-
bombed, untouched by the war, but
overrun by American soldiers.
Frau Hahn, one of the outstanding
women leaders in West Germany,
arranged for us to hear some of the
speakers at the meetings of the
Women’s International League for
Peace and Freedom. We were able
to gain insight into the more diffi-
cult problems of rebuilding Ger-
many and peace. Here we also met
with some of the Army chaplains,
especially Major Cheatham and his
wife. From Heidelberg, we made
our way up the Rhine to Basel,
Switzerland, in the Jura mountains.

Professor and Frau Staehelin,
two great Christian leaders, helped
us orient ourselves to the Swiss
church work. Prof. Staehelin, two
times rector of Basel University,
and an outstanding church his-
torian, arranged for a survey of
Swiss mission work, a visit to a
youth center for Jewish Christians,
and a morning with the eminent
theologian, Prof. Karl Barth. Prof.
Barth’s sense of humor led us
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quickly through some of the by-
paths of theological thought to his
present position which he insists
America misinterprets. He did ad-
mit that some of his early writings
emphasized the great chasm be-
tween God and man, but he feels
that now we must place our empha-
sis on the bridge of grace. His criti-
cism of American religious thought
is that it emphasizes the bridge to
the exclusion of the chasm. Prayer,
to Prof. Barth, could be considered
as the explicit answer of man to
the word of God. It includes the
whole of a Christian’s action—
what one does each day, not only
on Sunday. While it was not pos-
sible to delve into many aspects of
theology, we enjoyed the inter-
change with a great and learned
man.

Before leaving Basel we met with
the Basel Young Men’s Christian
Association at an evening meeting
and discussed the differences be-
tween the Christ-centered YMCA
program in Switzerland and the
activity-centered program in Amer-
ica. We met with a group of 25
seminary students, 15 from Switz-
erland and 10 from seven other
nations, for an evening of fellow-
ship and sharing.

Frau Staehelin was a most
charming and gracious hostess and
was persuaded to tell of the aid the
Swiss have given to political and
religious refugees both during the
war and even now. Through her

courageous story of Christian de-
votion, we learned more about what
it means to be a real Christian than
almost any other example we met
in all Europe.

Passing through the Alpine
country we visited many of the
famous Swiss cities, saw the great
Jungfrau mountain and Heine's
picturesque play, “William Tell,”
all the while drinking in the spirit
of freedom of the people and
the beauty of the mountains. In
Geneva we spent a day at the offices
of the World Council of Churches
meeting with members of the staff
who gave us the background of the
work we had seen in action
throughout Europe. Our questions
about the World Council were
answered by Bob Tobias, of the
Interchurch Aid division, who had
made arrangements for us, and Dr.
Kloppenburg of Germany who ex-
plained in detail the problems of
the DP’s. Mr. Miregovsky of Bel-
gium spoke about youth work and
a stirring resumé of world evange-
lism was given by Franie Rordorf,
a Swiss. After visits to the Cathe-
dral where Calvin preached and
other international offices including
the Student Christian Movement
and YMCA, we drove on down in-
to Italy. Through the towering
Simplon Pass our spirits soared
with the mountains. In Prali with
the hard-working Waldensians
farming the mountainsides and
maintaining their hard-won free-
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dom of worship, our spirits found
a new high; then on to Venice and
Perugia where we communed with
the beauty of the past. In Assisi,
the home of the humble St. Francis,
we had a prayer in the great church
raised over his tomb. In Rome we
paused in the vaulted Catacombs
of Calixtus to send our group
prayer to the Father in the midst
of the atmosphere of those who
had lived and died for their faith.

Leaving Rome we travelled on to
Siena and visited the Church of St.
Catherine, another early Christian
whose life was one of complete
dedication to Christ. Here a great
church almost hides the very sim-
plicity of her example.

@

On to Rapallo and Nice in
France where we enjoyed the re-
sort beaches of the Mediterranean.
Down the great avenues of Paris
we found religious life running a
poor second to political life. The
work of CIMADE, the Christian
relief group, stood out as a major
Christian force in France.

Then home again with our hearts
bursting to tell of all the wonderful
people we met and the experiences
of a rich summer abroad. Most of
us returned on the S. S. Samaria
to Quebec where we all agreed it
had been a challenging and profit-
able summer of sharing Christ’s
love—of opening our eyes and of
clearing our horizons.

&

Friend’s Meeting

Robert Kimmel Jennings

No granite signpost indicates the sky

As though to say, “This way to God above !”
For here they hold the All-pervading Love
Need not be sought afar, but found close by.
A sylvan setting, soothing to the eye,

The harmony of oriole and dove,

Designs laid on by ivy’s lacy glove—

These are the arts by which the Quakers try
To lure the soul away from sordid things.
And, in the meditation silence brings,

They strive to banish from them, for a space,
The urgent interests of life’s tumbled race.
Then, when more strident voices all depart,
God’s gentle whisper sounds within the heart.



([ He took his erstwhile enemy by the hand and under the Divine Spirit,

the enemy became a friend.

When Christians Meet

Vincent Edwards

NUMBER of years ago,
A when Walter Rauschen-

busch first began to write
on Christianity as a social Gospel,
he outraged many sincere persons
who felt that a minister had no
business to speak out on such mat-
ters as just wages and decent liv-
ing conditions.

One of his most outspoken critics
was Dr. Lasher, editor of the
Jowrnal and Messenger in Cincin-
nati. When the good doctor scored
him roundly, Rauschenbusch took
no notice and did not even bother
to reply.

But the next time he was in
Cincinnati he looked up the un-
friendly editor. Dr. Lasher was
taken completely unawares. He
could hardly believe that his gentle,
kindly caller was the author of so
controversial an issue.

Said Dr. Lasher: “I think your
experience in New York slums
biased your thinking, warped your
judgment, and made you a parti-
san.”

To this Walter Rauschenbusch
oo

answered: “That might very well
be. Perhaps the fact that you were
born and reared in the comforts of
a well-to-do New England home
has somewhat prejudiced your
viewpoint and made you a partisan
for the strong and well-to-do. In
any case, I want to champion the
weak and the poor, since the strong
and rich can very well take care
of themselves. It may be that this
is the reason why Jesus was al-
ways on the side of the underdog.
Anyhow, I intend to stand with
Jesus for the downtrodden.”

Dr. Lasher could not help being
impressed with Rauschenbusch’s
sincerity and selflessness. After
their long talk the two men knelt
together in prayer. Rauschenbusch
lifted the whole subject before a
wiser Judge and put it into the
hands of an all-loving Father.

As his biographer, Dores Rob-
inson Sharpe, says: “He took his
erstwhile enemy by the hand and
there under the influence of the
Divine Spirit, the enemy became a
friend. Never again did Dr. Lasher
write an unkind word about him.”

g

Christianity wants nothing so much in the world as sunny people,
and the old are hungrier for love than for bread; and the oil of joy is
very cheap; and, if you can help the poor on with a garment of praise, it
will be better for them than blankets.—Henry Drummond.
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( I have put an end to worry
by the use of two plain devices.

How To Win Over Mental Handicaps

Starr Daily

OST people have mental
M handicaps, which can be

overcome. The main one
is worry. It is remarkable how
mental lacks are compensated once
the worry business has gone into
bankruptcy.

This is a message about my own
experience with mental deficiencies.
The deficiencies haven’t been erased
by my method, but they are no
longer a source of anxiety.

For a long time I've been
amused at the things people tell
me. Because I've written a few
successful books, delivered some
popular lectures, and have stumbled
into certain positions of leadership,
I have been accused of possessing
special talents and mental faculties.
Some have even imputed wisdom
to me. My mind is supposed to be
of a good sort, which is porous to
knowledge and perception, and even
genius.

One hardly knows how to handle
such false estimations and still be
honest and truthful. Should one
remain silent and thus confirm what
is untrue? Or should one oppose
the imputations and thus deny
them? Experience has taught me
that to deny these falsehoods is use-
less. People have their minds made
up and will believe what they want
to believe.

But I wish to say here that my
mind is quite a bit below the
average. For one thing my memory,
which is one of the big standards
by which we judge a good mind,
is just as poor as any memory with
safety could be. I can’t retain the
names of people to whom I'm in-
troduced, or even associated with
for some time. This used to em-
barrass me and worry me a great
deal. T lack this mental aptitude
because of a pernicious kind of
selfishness which makes me lack
interest in other persons. I can’t
remember what I read, except in a
hazy way. Facts will not register
accurately on my mind. What
knowledge I have is a chaotic
hodge-podge of disconnected and
undigested fragments, like dreams.
My mental faculties are subnormal,
devoid of wisdom, alien to genius,
incapable of originality. Figures
are impossible for me because of
mental indolence. Nor can I stand
the simplest demands of research,
such as the checking of facts I de-
sire to report. Rather than bother
to look up some detail I drop the
matter by making a detour around
it.

My way of life is no more com-
plex than that of the husband and
wife in the Angelus. Any man can
follow this path, whether he be a

16
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bright man or a dolt. To put it in
the simplest and briefest words, it
is a way that replaces the worry
habit with a worriless habit.

I have put an end to worry by
the use of two plain devices. I call
them closing the cellar and attic
doors. I look upon my body and
personality as a house of many
rooms. The attic I call the future,
where is stored the debris of wish-
ful thinking. I call the cellar the
past, where is buried the junk that
no longer matters.

When I see a tense and fretted
person I know two things about
him right off : he is anxious about
the future and he is regretful about
the past. He is a man who lives
by and for the worry habit.

Having no future any more I
have ceased to worry about it. My
past is passed. I leave it to heaven.
If others can stand the conse-
quences of their past so can L In
the meantime the consequences
will have to get along without my
fearful cooperation. It will be time
enough to worry when the sins of
the past have caught up with the
present. But right now they can’t
catch up for I have barred the door
against them. I honor nothing that
has happened or does happen by
giving it a worried thought. I live
in the present and a day at a time.

I recommend this way to you if
you are hounded by" fears and
anxieties. I'll put it into a little
pattern for you. When you go to

bed at night let the last thing you
do before retiring be to close the
cellar door. Thus you will shut out
the past. All the day’s little irrita-
tions, slurs and slights, ego-wounds
and errors, the vanity pricks and
lascerated pride, the sins and dis-
appointments, delights and sorrows
—Ileave the whole menagerie in the
cellar, say good-night to them and
quietly but firmly close and bolt
the cellar door. Each night depart
from them, trusting them to God
and leaving them to oblivion.

When you rise in the morning go
promptly to the attic and shut the
door securely against the future.
Thus will you close off the fears
of what might or could happen.
You will block the spilling of ener-
gy into the future by confining it
to the business of the present. You
will fulfill Carlyle’s famous obser-
vation :

“Qur main business is not to see
what lies dimly at a distance, but
to do what lies clearly at hand.”

Your ambitions and aspirations
will be conserved if you keep them
out of the future and their energies
focussed and organized to the pres-
ent. Bar the attic door to wishful
thinking and fearful brooding.

When you go to bed go there to
sleep and rest, and not to carry on
your habit of preoccupation, self-
examination, and self-criticism.
When you rise let it be to a new
day, a resurrection. When you go
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to bed let it be to an old day, a
crucifixion. Thus after the manner
of the Apostle Paul, die daily and
daily rise again. Crucify the past
each night, with all its mistakes and
sins. Blot out the future each morn-
ing, with all its seductions, prom-
ises, allurements, and haunting
fears.

Do this and live in the mansion
of TODAY. Thus will the old habit
of worry soon be replaced by the

s

habit of an unharried, unhurried,
and unworried mind. This much
done, though you be mentally de-
ficient and handicapped, the few
Erain cells you do have working
will be quickened to compensate
for your other deficiencies, as the
work of a dormant kidney will be
taken over by the one still active.

Just keep your cellar and attic
doors closed, and all will be well
with you.

o

Autumn

Robert K. Jennings

There’s a giant who paints the summer sky
By the light of the setting sun,

With dazzling colors that blaze on high—
Speeding to get his masterpiece done

Before Night wipes the canvas clean and dry.

He longs to relieve the monotonous blue

With crimson and gleaming gold,
Blending and shading, as artists do,
He works till his hands grow cold

As twilight grows chill when summer is through.

He blows on his fingers (Just feel that breeze!),
But the paint-pots slip from his hand

As his cold-numbed muscles stiffen and freeze—
And all through the autumn land

The colors of sunsets splatter the trees!



