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As We Go To Predd

Peter Marshall (p. 1) was a splendid blend of pastor and great preacher. As
chaplain of the U. S. Senate he became nationally known even to the unchurch_ed by
his pithy, fearless, prayers. Senator Vandenberg said thag he often wondered if Dr.
Marshall was praying for him, or at him. It seems tragic that he shou!:i be taken
from us at the early age of 46 years. His “We need Spiritual Researchers” shows the
searching mind of a great Christian. . . . “The Deserter” by Bernard Palmer _(p. 12)
ends with the crack of a whip that left us breathless. . . . Everyone is striving fpr,
or ought to be striving for, the experience of the living Pre:sence of Jesus which
J. Rufus Moseley (p. 14) knows. His article is a condensation of 'a'chapter from
his new book, Perfect Everything ($2.00). . . . There is_ something -thnllm.g about old
legends, and the one told by Vincent Edwards (p. 27) is not onl;:‘ interesting but alsg
points up a fine lesson. . . . Glenn Clark thinks we ought to let the “cat out of tlhe bag
that since the spring of 1947 “Thoughts Farthest Out” (p. 30) have been written by
Norman K. Elliott; before then by himself. . . . C. E. “Stoney” Jackson (p. 35)
is the author of Christianity For Men ($.50) which has had regnarkal?lg pulling
power with the male gender. . . . John Haynes Holmes (p. 37) is a minister and
one of the outstanding Christian pacifists in this country. His article on Gandhi l_ms
a vital message for everyone. . . . Mary Welch (p. 40) is the author‘of Reckoning
At Dusk and Bright Captivity and is in constant demand as a speaker with a first rate
Christian message. Her home is Henderson, Texas. . . . Hazel Pickett (p. 43) is a
native of Colorado Springs, Colorado. Within the month her book God's Perfect Way
For You has been published by Macalester Park Pub. Co. ($1.25). Mrs. Plckc_tt has
contributed before to Clear Horizons, at times under the pen name of Anne Barrington.
.. . Rose H. Anderson (p. 45) has had stories in Clear Horizons before. Her home
is Clay Center, Kansas. . . . We hope you will like the new departrner}t “Prayer Gr(_:upa.”
No other magazine to our knowledge is meeting this need. Pray with us about it and
help make it the servant of prayer it ought to be.
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(I No one has ever set out to test God's promises fairly . . .

and had to report they don’t work.

We Need Spiritual Researchers

Peter Marshall

“. . . prove me now herewith,
saith the Lord of hosts, if I
will not open you the win-
dows of Heaven, and pour you
out a blessing, that there shall
not be room enough to re-
ceive it.”
—MaLacH1 3:10

N\ VERYONE agrees that we
have made far more ad-
vances in the scientific
world than we have in the world
of morals and ethics. Spiritual-
ly, we have not kept pace with
our progress in the realms of
science and invention. If great ad-
vances have been made in the realm
of the spirit, then either they have
not been reported or publicized, or
we have chosen to ignore them,
else we are forced to the conclusion
that they have not been made at all.

Some people have thought that
the more science we have, the more
religion can be discarded. But that
is not so. Rather, the fact is that
the more science we have, the more

we need character-building reli-
gion.

The human conscience, which
had been anesthetized by the
mechanical progress of the last
fifty years, has been awakened.
Perhaps it was Hiroshima and
Nagasaki that roused it from slum-
ber. Perhaps it was the horror of
the Second World War in a quar-
ter of a century, perhaps the diffi-
culties facing the United Nations,
perhaps the shadow of Russia, and
the threat of a third World War.
Any one or all of these could have
done it. But whatever it was, we
are now at the place where we see
that progress simply must be made
in the realm of morals and ethics
and character if civilization is to
be saved.

Science has its foundation in re-
search. Its discoveries all rest up-
on the patience, willingness, and
open-minded seeking of thousands
of men and women who have taken
one single proposition and sat down
humbly before it to explore and to
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test it, a great number of times,
under varying conditions, and then
to report the results.

Suppose that in this same way,
there were a comparable number
of young men and women setting
out to get their Master’s degrees,
or to write their Ph.D. theses on
their findings after months of
careful experiment with such
propositions as these:

“Therefore take no thought, say-
ing What shall be eat? or, What
shall we drink, or Wherewithal
shall we be clothed? . .. for your
heavenly Father knoweth that
we have need of all these things.
But seek ye first the kingdom of
God, and his righteousness; and
all these things shall be added
unto you.” (Matthew 6:31-33)

Or, this one:

“Ask, and it shall be given you;
seek, and ye shall find; knock,
and it shall be opened unto you.”
(Matthew 7:7)

Or:

“Therefore I say unto you, What
things soever ye desire, when ye
pray, believe that ye receive
them, and ye shall have them.”
(Mark 11:24)

Or, this one:

“If any of you lack wisdom, let
him ask of God, that giveth to all
men liberally, and unbraideth
not; and it shall be given him.”

(James 1:5)

Or, take the text, with God’s chal-
lenge to research:

“. .. prove me now herewith, saith
the Lord of hosts, if I will not
open you the windows of
Heaven, and pour you out a
blessing, that there shall not be
room enough to receive it.”

This sort of research could ad-
vance much faster than physical
science, which requires special
laboratories, perfect conditions, and
expensive equipment. For it’s the
sort of research that anyone can
pursue. Any of us here could delve
into it where we are, as we are, in
our present jobs, and it would
make our jobs new and exciting,
humdrum no longer.

Did you ever stop to think that
most of the world’s great men have
achieved their true life work not in
the course of their needful occupa-
tions, but in their spare time? A
tired-out rail splitter crouched over
his tattered books by candlelight at
the day’s end, preparing for his
future instead of snoring or sky-
larking like his co-laborers. Lin-
coln cut out his path to later im-
mortality in his spare time. An
under-paid and overworked tele-
graph clerk stole hours from sleep,
or from play, at night, trying to
crystallize into realities certain fan-
tastic dreams in which he had
faith. Today, the whole world is
benefitting by what Edison did, in
his spare time.
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You, too, have spare time. Why
not use it in this kind of research
which pays wonderful dividends in
this life and the next? Suppose, for
example, that this church decided
to experiment with the Lord’s ex-
hortation to tithe for one year.
What do you suppose the results
would be? I will tell you.

We would be able to send out
to Japan, Korea, China, and India,
four more missionaries entirely
supported by this church. We
would be able to maintain a really
efficient settlement house in this
neighborhood. QOur trustees would
have so much money to allocate
that they would be embarrassed.

It would seem from history that
God often gives individual believ-
ers a specific emphasis on some
phase of the Christian Gospel. He
lays upon the heart of one person
—like William Plumer Jacobs,
who founded Thornwell Orphan-
ages, in Clinton, South Carolina;
or Brother Bryan, of beloved
memory, in Birmingham, Alabama,
who ran his church, who fed and
clothed the poor of the neighbor-
hood; or George Muller, who
maintained an orphanage in Bris-
tol, England, to test to the limit His
promise to provide material needs.
“Seek ye first the kingdom of God
and his righteousness, and all these
things shall be added unto you.”

These men believed it. They de-
cided to try it out.

Roland Brown,* or “Pastor
Brown” as he is widely known, is
another who “kept books” on the
Lord’s daily dealing with him and
his church. An obscure Chicago
Baptist minister, he was greatly
troubled by the physical needs of
his congregation. Here was cancer
eating away in the body of more
than one of his beloved parishion-
ers; heart trouble, neuroses of
various types, nervous breakdowns
—all things that neither he nor
their doctors could help. Deeply
troubled as he pored over the prom-
ises of God in the Bible, he prayed
many years for the spiritual gift
of healing.

Suddenly it came. His prayers
for the sick began to be answered.
To give God all the credit, and to
make such glorious findings avail-
able to the world, he kept a card
file in strict scientific form. These
case histories have been and may
be examined by any inquirer:
“name of patient, disease or dis-
order, duration of illness, name of
attending physician, name of hos-
pital if patient were hospitalized,
the exact method of prayer, the
date the prayer was made, the date
on which healing was completed,
doctor’s diagnosis after healing.”
It is all down in black and white.

*For a complete account, read Recovery by Starr Daily. Macalester Park

Pub. Co.
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Mrs. Sanford, the wife of an
Episcopal minister in Moores-
town, New Jersey, is another who
prayed for and received this spe-
cial gift. She has a great faith in
prayer, and she has healing hands.

What a vast field for research
lies here. If you are a skeptic, as
most of you are in this field, would
it not be worth your while to in-
vestigate in those cases where doc-
tors can do nothing?

What about the whole field of
prayer, so generally misunderstood,
so little used, and yet so mighty?
Dr. Alexis Carrel, one of our fore-
most scientists, describes prayer as
“the most powerful form of energy
that one can generate.”

Prayer is plugging in on a cur-
rent that brings light and power.
Consider, if you will, the experi-
ments made by Glenn Clark in his
Camp Farthest Out, or by Stanley
Jones in his Ashrams, or by Rufus
Moseley, or Starr Daily. These
men are researchers in this vast
unexplored field. Read their find-
ings. Experiment for yourself.

But why are there so few spiri-
tual discoveries to match the prog-
ress made by science? The answer
lies in a lack of researchers. Men
have been willing to let mosquitoes
bite them in the interests of science
and human welfare. How many are
willing to give themselves away to
take risks in spiritual research?

No one yet has ever set out to
test God’s promises fairly, thor-

oughly, and humbly, and had to
report that God’s promises don’t
work. On the contrary, given a
fair opportunity, God always sur-
prises and overwhelms those who
truly seek, with His bounty and
His power.

Both scientific and spiritual ad-
vances have come about as a result
of great need goading men to try
anything until they find something
that works. Science has now de-
veloped so far as to branch out in
providing many things we don’t
really need. Spiritually, however,
we are still in the area of dire neces-
sity to keep our very souls alive,
lest they die of malnutrition.

We cannot do much for the

world until, first of all, we have
done something with ourselves.
The longer an orchestra plays, the
more it needs to be tuned up; the
farther an airplane flies, the more
it requires ground service to put
it into shape again. There is no
evading that law in any realm.
But here we are—we have
money; we are well-clothed; we
are comfortably housed; we have
automobiles and radios ; and all the
latest gadgets in our homes. But
we are spiritually undernourished.
We have neglected spiritual food.
Without spiritual exercise, our
souls are soft and flabby. The temp-
tation is powerful to become so
obsessed with the urgent, brutal
facts of the immediate world that
faith in Christ and His way of liv-
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ing become like a lovely, impracti-
cal dream, a pious hope, a frail
illusion.

But remember how that lovely
dream started in the first place—
in a world mastered by military
empire, and filled with the thun-
dering tramp of Caesar’s legions,
in a little occupied country—a
dream shared by a handful of
simple folk, ordinary men and
women.

This little group, believing in a
spiritual message, accepted the ten-

b

sion of living in two violently an-
tagonistic worlds — Rome’s and
Christ's—and lo, it was they who
in the end survived. The challenge
today—pointed and heated by the
atomic bomb—is still what it al-
ways was—a challenge to spiritual
research. The call is desperate to
daring souls to take up the chal-
lenge of Christ.

“Ask and it shall be given you;
seek, and ye shall find; knock,
and it shall be opened unto you.”

b

Teach Me to Pray

Betty H. Huntress

“Now I lay me down to sleep
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to
keep;
Thy love be with me through the
night
And bless me with the morning
light”

That was my childhood prayer
at bedtime, and I've always been
grateful to my mother for teaching
me that version rather than the
more common and more frighten-
ing one that ends,

“If I should die before I wake
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to
take.”

According to modern psychology,
it is extremely important to give a
child a sense of security in his early
years, as a basis for a well-balanced

personality later on. Many malad-
justments in adults, we know now,
can be traced back to childhood
fears and insecurity. In the case of
this prayer, then, the positive, warm
and protective version is far supe-
rior to the other, which might very
well frighten any sensitive child at
bedtime. The rather vague assur-
ance that his soul would be “taken”
is not enough to balance the fear of
dying in his sleep.

“Thy love be with me through
the night,” however, sends him off
to dreams feeling secure in the
Lord’s protection, comforted with
a divine extension of his own
mother’s love, which he is well able
to understand.




(I wished that I were the greatest doctor that I might
show my gratitude in the best possible way.

“Love One Another”’
Carroll Van Court

N our barracks ward, there
I[ were eight of us. Some were
permanently crippled, some
temporarily disabled, others wait-
ing treatments for various injuries.
I was a new man in the barracks.
They greeted me, a newcomer,
with quiet friendliness, and helped
me learn the rules. There are cer-
tain things we all must know and
do, at this hospital, if we want to
earn and enjoy the fine privileges
offered to those who are eligible.
As I limped around, with my
cane, from an injury to my knee,
and tried to learn my various du-
ties, I became acquainted with one
fellow who was in very bad shape.
His neck was pulled over to one
side, from constant pain, and I
was told he had an incurable can-
cer, so bad that he had been given
up by doctors. For almost a year,
now, he has been living on “Bor-
rowed Time.”
We called him the Cancer Man,
not in an offensive way, of course.
Sometimes, in the night, his pain
was so great, he would cry out, and
it hurt us all to know that we could
do nothing for him, to lessen his

pain.
bl

b

Friday is Inspection Day, when
we clean up, with rags, brooms,
mops, etc.

One Friday I dusted my locker,
and was trying to mop under my
bed, but didn’t do so well at it, be-
cause my lame knee made me fall
over and lose balance.

I went out to try to find a mop
with a longer handle, so I could
reach under my bed more efficient-
ly.

When I returned, I found out
that the Cancer Man, with all his
pain, had reached under and
mopped my place clean!

I was so surprised and moved by
this kindness from a man who was
almost a stranger to me, yet, as I
had been there only a few days,
that I couldn’t say anything, for
several moments.

Then I realized how beautifully
this kindly roommate of mine had
lived up to one of the things Our
Lord asked us to do, namely, “Love
one another.” And I wished, then,
that T were the greatest doctor in
the world, so that I might show my
gratitude in the best way possible.

S

Surely He hath borne our griefs and carried our sorrows.—Bible.

( If you are guilty of any of these, you were there
when they crucified my Lord.

You Were There When They
Crucified My Lord

Louis J. Kovar

ICODEMUS was there in
i \-i all his judicial pride. He
neither raised his voice
against Jesus nor did he oppose the
Master, but he did not openly as-
sociate himself with the “Teacher
come from God.” Nicodemus had
too much to lose—social status,
political position, economic privi-
leges and academic respect—so he
stood by as Jesus was led forth to
die. Pride is a deadly sin that
makes us think of ourselves more
highly than we ought to think. If
you are a victim of this sin, you
were there when they crucified my
Lord.

I see Judas Iscariot. The grasp-
ing sin of greed caused Judas to sell
Jesus for 30 pieces of silver, and
caused him to cry out against the
woman who anointed Jesus.

Greed is the basic cause of most
wars, It motivates men to sell
liquor, dope and narcotics which
destroy millions of lives in every
generation. Greed is the sin that
makes a man stingy and selfish.
Greed is the evil spirit that makes
thankless souls. If you are a victim
of selfishness in any form, you
were represented at the Cross.

I recognize Peter. He was there.
Peter denied his Lord. Where was
Peter when the crosses were raised
on Golgotha ? Nobody knows, Peter
was not in sight, but Peter was
there. Fear represented him at the
Cross.

In our own day, Jesus is not hurt
so much by skeptics, infidels, and
atheists. The cause of Christ is
hurt most by professing, unregener-
ated Christians—church members
who neglect their spiritual respon-
sibilities, who do not put God first;
members who will not humble
themselves in the sight of the Lord
and conform to His Command-
ments. Ah, yes, we have spiritual
cowards in every church and com-
munity because it is often easier to
face gunfire, bombs, and the sword
than it is to stand by our spiritual
convictions. Peter has many friends
today because most people are
spiritual cowards in some degree.

Herod Antipas was at the Cross.
Herod was a specialist in the great
sin of sensuality. He had no re-
gard for the moral and spiritual
decencies of life.

Sensuality is found deeply em-
bedded in the heart of modern life.

7
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The alcoholic must drink more and
more to get relief; the pleasure
seeker must stay longer and later
to satisfy his craving for excite-
ment; and the promiscuous must
seek new fields of sin to satisfy his
lust. If you are guilty of any of
these, you were there when they
crucified my Lord.

I see a violent mob about the
Cross. On Palm Sunday they cried,
“Hosanna! Blessed is he that
cometh in the name of the Lord.”
Four days later, they cry, “Cruci-
fy him! Crucify him!” What a
contrast. Does it mean that the
people were really indifferent to
Jesus on both days?

Yes, the indifferent crowd was
there when they crucified my Lord.
Nor is it an ancient tragedy. Take
a walk about any American city
during the hour of worship and
you will come back with a heavy
heart. You can see what happened
in the heart of G. A. Studdert-
Kennedy after he took a walk about
his city :

b

In a national, religious survey
it was found that 91% of our
American women believe in God,
75% believed that children should
have definite religious instruction,
but it was also discovered that only
47% of these women make any
effort to attend church. What a
graphic picture of American indif-

“When Jesus came to Golgotha,
they hanged him on a tree,

They drave great nails through
hands and feet, and made a Cal-
vary;

They crowned him with a crown of
thorns, red were his wounds and
deep,

For those were crude and cruel
days and human flesh was cheap.

When Jesus came to Birmingham,
they simply passed him by,

They never hurt a hair of him, they
only let him die;

For men had grown wmore tender,
and they would not give him
pain,

They only just passed down the
street, and left him in the rain.

Still Jesus cried, “Forgive them
for they know not what they do,”

And still it rained the winter rain
that drenched him through and
through,

The crowds went home and left the
streets without a soul to see,
And Jesus crouched against a wall

and cried for Calvary.”

b

ference. “Not everyone that saith
unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter
into the Kingdom of Heaven; but
he that doeth the will of my Father
who is in Heaven.” Do you ever
find yourself guilty of indifference?
If you are guilty, you were there
with the crowd when they cruci-
fied my Lord!

{0 “I thank God I lived to see the day,” said the leader of a leper colony
when he received a number of goats.

Milk Goats from American ‘Christians
Save Japanese Tots
J. J. Handsaker

€ AGAWA has been ill
IK for a month, unable to
work in his beloved
“Three Million Souls in Three
Years Campaign.” His doctors are
reluctantly permitting him to go
on the road again, provided he has
penicillin for emergency use. I
have borrowed some, exhausting a
small hospital’s limited supply.
Please do not start a campaign for
‘Penicillin for Kagawa,’ that would
embarrass him, but if you can send
us penicillin to replace our bor-
rowing, please do so.” So wrote
Rev. Kenneth Hendricks of Tokyo
to Oregon Heifers for Relief. The
penicillin was immediately sent by
a member of the Committee and
shortly a second letter came. “Your
penicillin reached us just in time
to save the life of a medical stu-
dent, daughter of one of our pas-
tors. While she was visiting in the
country, robbers killed her hosts
and seriously wounded her. Her
wounds were suppurating when she
reached us. Our prayers and your
penicillin turned the tide from
death to life.”
It is a joy to report this as one
of many by-products of Heifers for
Relief, through which agency many

readers of Clear Horizons Maga-
zine are gratifying their Christ-
like desire to minister for Him.

In an earlier issue, Clear Hori-
zons Magazine told the story of
Dr. Kagawa'’s appeal for milk goats
by the thousands to feed millions
of hungry babies, to help him
preach the gospel and to make more
effective his efforts to build a new
Japan of peace. One illustration
only must suffice. Four goats of the
first assignment of goats reached
the Yorii orphanage near Tokyo
just as they were despairing of the
life of the abandoned G.I. baby,
Aiko (glory child). Almost from
her first drink of goat milk she be-
gan to improve and today she is
the centre of attraction among the
many foundlings there.

Aiko’s story in all its phases is
being duplicated daily in Japan.
As long as a foreign army is sta-
tioned in any occupied country
there will be many unwanted babies
and desperate mothers will aban-
don them. Babies, born in or out
of wedlock, are being changed
from pitiful scarecrows to happy,
healthy children because of the
milk goat program.

A Quaker Missionary, Esther

9
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Rhoads, insists that the spiritual
results to the children from having
a baby goat to own, to play with,
to love, and to keep are in no case
second in importance to the fat put
on their emaciated bodies by the
mother goat’s milk.

“I have the only agricultural-
horticultural school for girls in the
Orient,” writes Michi Kawai, for-
mer General Secretary, Young
Women’s Christian Association of
Japan. “As a member of a com-
mittee on prison reform, I visit the
women’s prisons where there is not
a drop of milk for young mothers
and their tiny babies. Give us goats
for these.”

Thomasine Allen is a Baptist
Missionary in a Japanese district
of 100,000 persons where the death
rate among babies is one out of
two (in some places two out of
three). “I could cut that death rate
with goat milk,” she begs. So great
was the demand for the 2,000 goats
sent to Japan in 1948 that Miss
Allen’s allotment was but four.

The success of the experimental
shipment of 198 goats to Okinawa
in 1947 has led the U. S. Army to
offer transportation for 2,750 goats
in 1949. The first shipment is
scheduled for March and will be
followed by others as fast as funds
and transportation are available.

“I thank God I lived to see this
day,” said the leader of the leper
colony on Okinawa when he and
his people received a number of

Spring

goats in 1947. One Okinawa island
of 30,000 population received but
one goat, yet 3,000 people returned
public thanks to Rev. H. V. Nichol-
son, the missionary, when he told
them that American people in-
spired by the love of God had sent
the goats to Okinawa.

Okinawa Christians suffered
much at the hands of the Japanese
before and during the war. Every
city and village and nearly every
house was destroyed by the Ameri-
can bombardment. Their goats
were cut from 100,000 to 5,000.
Yet, the Okinawans have kept the
faith. Baptists, Methodists and
Presbyterians have organized a
United Church on Okinawa, and
the Foreign Missions Conference
has asked the three denominations
to send missionaries at once to
strengthen this effort for Christian
union, as well as to confirm the
faith of those who suffered and still
suffer for their faith. Says T. T.
Brumbaugh, Associate Secretary
Methodist Missions, “The need is
for a united Protestant approach.
If you can help us find some young
missionaries for Okinawa they will
certainly be given a grand welcome
and opportunity there.”

If, as Kagawa wirelessed from
Japan, “your goats (then only 200)
are not only bringing health, hap-
piness and even life itself to many,
but they are illuminating the mis-
sionary message,” what may we
expect in blessings from the 2,000

1949 GOATS SAVE JAPANESE TOTS 11

goats shipped to Japan in 1948, and
the 2,750 to be sent Okinawa in
19497

Space will but permit me to men-
tion the fifty thousand displaced
persons in Venezuela who are to
receive 150 heifers to help them
start life all over again; of heroic
Andre Tracme and his school of
300 students in France to whom
go heifers bought in Switzerland;
of Vilbel, Germany, being rebuilt
by American hands and funds to
which go goats from Switzer-
land ; of Poland and its heifers from
Denmark ; of the pathetic gratitude
of the Italian people for 750 heifers
sent in 1948 and more to go in
1949.

But let me tell you finally of our
yet-to-be-realized dream. “Will not
America out of its abundance send
more goats to Japan,” plead
Kagawa, missionaries and others.
“You could do nothing better for
Korea than to send us thousands of
milk goats” urges 74 year old
Christian  Statesman = Syngman
Rhee, President of Korea, pledging
cooperation of his government.
“Join us in prayer for goats for
India,” comes from that land of
ever present hunger.

X

Answers to these countries and
to others will depend in part on the
fulfilling of commitments described
above. Readers of Clear Horizons
Magazine and its Editors, and
those connected with Glenn Clark’s
Camps Farthest Out have been
great factors in the success of the
milk goat program. Those who
wish details of the 1949 projects,
reports on the 1948 projects, or
other information and those who
desire to support the program may
address any of the following.

National Heifer Project Committee
New Windsor, Md.

Evangelical and Reformed Church
Commission on World Service
1720 Chouteau Avenue,

St. Louis 3, Mo.

Heifers for Relief
509 Dekum Bldg.,
Portland 4, Oregon

Heifers for Relief
No. Calif. Office
P.0O. Box 395
Empire, California
Heifers for Relief
So. Calif.-Arizona Office

30 No. Marion Avenue
Pasadena 4, Calif.

b

Therefore, come what may, hold fast to love. Though men should
rend your heart, let them not embitter or harden it. We win by tender-
ness; we conquer by forgiveness—W. Robertson.



({ Your hands, kind sir. Your hands!
They're pierced . .. Oh, Merciful God!

The Deserter
(A Story)

Bernard Palmer

OU wonder at me, a Roman

i soldier, so far from Jeru-

salem alone? My friend,
you wonder no more than I, my-
self. The happenings of the past
few days have been enough to
water the courage of any man.
There’s the dust of the road upon
you and you came down from the
hills. You were not in Jerusalem,
so you do not know, of course, but
the world has turned upside down.

No, I haven’t lost my senses,
though it would be no great sur-
prise if I had. I was there. I saw
it with my eyes. I saw the dark-
ness settle like the coming of night
though the sun rode high in the
heavens. I heard the thunder and
felt the earth quake beneath my
feet.

I was in the company that took
this Jesus in. You may have heard
of him, a queer fellow who called
himself the King of the Jews. Oh,
we had great sport. I plaited a
crown of thorns on his head and
another threw a robe of scarlet
about his shoulders. When the mob
began to clamor for him we
brought him out clad in his kingly
garments.

I was astounded by the crowd.
There’s no explaining these queer
people or their queerer God . . .
no offense to you, of course. This
man seemed harmless enough to
me. He was silent, even when we
stripped and beat him. But the cry
went up, “Crucify him! Crucify
him!” I shall always hear it ring-
ing in my ears.

A soldier is used to suffering and
death, and I guess I'm no different
than the others. I've warmed my
blade on human blood often
enough. But I soon lost my stomach
for this business.

There were guards, but there
was no need of them as we marched
him up the mount of Golgotha. He
made no move to escape. It was
almost as though he had been born
for that very moment.

The cross was so heavy he
stumbled under the load of it. I
would have liked to carry it myself,
but I did not. Instead I helped to
stretch out his arms and drive the
nails through his palms.

And then the darkness came. It
was different from any darkness I
have ever seen, or expect to see
again. One moment the sun was

Copyright 1948 by Sunday Magazine, Inc., 434 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 5,

Ill., March, 1948.
12

1949 THE DESERTER 13

shining and the next it was so
dark I could scarcely make out the
dying figure on the cross. My
stomach crawled within me.

There was a small group of men
and women standing off to one side,
looking at him with longing eyes
as they wept quietly. They must
have been his relatives . . . if he
had any . . . and a few of his fol-
lowers. But that blood-thirsty mob
continued to taunt and rail at him.

“Save yourself!” they shouted.
“Come down from there!” I'd
scarcely have been surprised had
he stepped down from that cross
and killed them all with his bare
hands. His hands! I can still feel
the cold sweat upon them, the ten-
dons tightening in his wrists as
the spikes tore through his flesh.

Forgive me, friend, if I seem to
ramble now and then. My mind is
jumbled and twisted until I scarce-
ly know what I am saying.

I've seen brave men die before.
I've heard their bitter cursing,
their screams of terror. But never
have I seen another like this! His
face was twisted with pain and yet
he did not so much as lift his voice,
excepting near the end. And then
he raised his head with almost
superhuman effort and loudly
called, “Father, forgive them, for
they know not what they do!”

That stopped them. That struck
them dumb. For his voice carried
the tone of authority. They stood

there, looking silently at one an-
other . . . wondering. And then
the shout went up again.

Don’t ask me what happened af-
ter that. I only know that I was
standing guard when the earth-
quake came. I tell you, sir, the
ground shook beneath our feet.
There was thunder and the rocks
on Golgotha were torn apart.
Cracks opened in the ground and
buildings trembled on their founda-
tions.

Frightened? I was so frightened
at the moment that I realized I had
never known fear before. So fright-
ened that I could not reason. I was
suddenly overwhelmed with a mad
desire to flee. I forgot all training,
all loyalty. I wanted only to get as
far from that cursed spot as pos-
sible.

Don’t ask me how I came to be
here, or how long since these things
have taken place. It may have been
yesterday . . . the day before . . .
a week ago. I do not know. How
can one measure the length of the
hours when one’s very soul is burn-
ing? I know for a truth that this
Jesus was the Son of the Living
God.

You smile, sir. There is nothing
in this story about which to smile.

There can be no joy in the cruci-
fixion of God, Himself. . . .

Your hands, kind sir. Your
hands! They're pierced . . . Oh,
Merciful God!




({ There is nothing lacking in His guidance. It is perfect.
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The Perfect Guide and His Guidance

J. Rufus Moseley

and guidance. His guidance

is clear to the degree of our
union with Him, to the measure
of our dedication to do His will, to
obey His Spirit and to walk accord-
ing to His light and teaching.

Where there is uncertainty as to
your guidance turn to the Guide,
desiring and asking for His high-
est will and wisdom for what is
best for Him and for all. As you
do this, you will find He never
fails to guide you aright.

Where the need is extreme He
intervenes directly and tells exact-
ly what to do, as He did in the
case of Saul of Tarsus, Sundar
Sighn, “Sammy Morris” and a
blessed company of others. He has
even intervened directly for me
with such certainty and authority
at times that there was nothing left
for me but to obey. It would have
been tragic to have disobeyed.

He is always guiding by His
light of love, conscience and reason
that lights every life coming into
the world. Where there is no other
guidance that we are aware of, if
we follow His light within, if we
do the most sensible and most lov-

]ESUS is our perfect guide

ing thing open to us, we find we
have done His will.

In union with Him, guidance is
not only clear but supernaturally
natural and spontaneous. We do
His will unconsciously for the most
part and see later how wisely and
well we have been guided. In this
union with Him we are aware that
everything is working together for
good. We meet the people we need
to meet; we find the right books
when we are ready for them, and
we make all our contacts at the
right time in the right way. If we
find doors closing to us, we have
the assurance it is because better
doors are ready to open.

Confusion and uncertainty come
because we have yielded to the
temptation to worry instead of to
pray, and to try to solve our prob-
lems and to improve our condition
while away from home. When we
repent and return, the guidance is
clear again. The Prodigal Son wise-
ly came to himself and made a “bee
line” for home.

The happiest type of guidance
comes when we choose and invite
Him to write His law in our
hearts and upon our minds, and to
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make us happily willing to do His
will. The Old Covenant failed be-
cause it sought to get obedience to
commandments coming from with-
out, before there was a love to
obey them within. The New Cove-
nant succeeds because in the new
birth, and in the new life given
from Above we love to do what we
should do. Here every one delights
in doing the very thing he is
created to do and he will do it bet-
ter than it has ever been done be-
fore.

The birds go South with the
weather and they move with the
wisdom that could only be from
Him. Even in the cells of our body,
His presence and almost unbeliev-
able wisdom are manifest.

The highest guidance is the
guidance which comes through a
happy union of our spirits, minds
and wills with His. Here when we
best please ourselves we best please
Him, and when we best please Him,
we best please ourselves.

On the way to this high and hap-
py guidance He is caring for us and
guiding us even better than He is
the birds, and far better than the
best of fathers and mothers care
for their children. He is educating
us and guiding us, not only directly
which is His best of all for us, but
He is also educating and guiding
us through the total of our experi-
ence, and through the best experi-
ence He has attained through all
others.

The reason we prize our Bibles
so highly is that they record so
much of the best that He has given
and achieved in the past.

No experience is in vain. If we
have gone the wrong road, we find
it out not only for ourselves but
also for others and we can make
it easier and happier for them and
for all who come after us.

There is no limit to the way He
teaches. He will sometimes let us
have what we think we want, to
teach us that we do not want it.
He gives us much rope but not
enough to hang ourselves. When
the Prodigal Son leaves home, He
furnishes the health and the means
for the journey, but does not fur-
nish enough so that he can remain
away long without returning
Home.

If necessary, He will perform all
kinds of miracles in our behalf, not
enough to make us lazy but enough
to deliver us.

Socrates found he was given a
free course unless he was about to
make a mistake, and then he was
warned. Emerson found when he
proposed a journey or an enter-
prise and too many obstacles were
encountered that the obstacles were
God’s way of teaching him that he
was on the wrong path. Emerson
said he did not call these hindrances
laws or commandments, but grains
of mustard seed, as it were, but
he “obeyed them as against the
combined opinion of mankind.”
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His signals are everywhere. If
we are on the right road witnesses
on the right hand and on the left
and in front of us and behind us
are telling us so. A sure witness
that we are going right is the wit-
ness of His peace and assurance;
a sure witness that we are missing
the highest is disturbance and con-
fusion.

As Evelyn Underhill puts it,
“Look for the signals of God.”
They are all around you whether
you see them or not. If you are too
blind to see them always do the
most loving and Christlike thing
that you can conceive of and that
the situation admits of and you

S

S
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will find later that you have done
the will of God and that you have
pleased yourself as well as Him.

Jesus Christ as God-with-us is
Love and all the more loving be-
cause of our need and lack of love.
He guides all the more perfectly
because of our great need of guid-
ance.

I find in Him everything is al-
ways getting better and better, and
the whole wisdom of life is to be
Jesus centered, love radiating,
happy on the Way and dedicated
to His best for me and for all.
There is nothing lacking in His
Guidance. It is Perfect.

b

Rendezvous
Malcolm Hyatt

I have flung my dreams to a million stars,
And cast all doubts to the sea;

For now I have a rendezvous
With the Host of Divinity.

I have clipped the thorns and paved the road
Across this brittle sod,

And folded neatly in my heart
Are the blessings of my God.

I have closed the door of my abode
Where earthly things are stored;
Oh, I won't fail my rendezvous
With Jesus Christ, My Lord!

(I Once we awaken to the abundance of God's love
fear can never return.

God Freed Me From Fear

Anne Howard Waters

EBSTER defines fear as

“painful emotion marked

by alarm, extreme awe, or
anticipation of danger.” Actually
fear is much more than this. It is
a destroyer of health and peace of
mind, a thief of inspiration, a piti-
less master driving one deeper into
the quicksand of desperation. Fear
is habit-forming, and once it has
become entrenched in the con-
sciousness it paralyzes the spirit,
prevents manifestation of the
Christ Spirit within. I know; I
lived with fear for two long, tor-
tured years.

My daughter was seven when it
all started. Never a robust child,
she became increasingly listless.
Consultation at a pediatric clinic
resulted in spinal X rays. A few
days later the doctor telephoned me.
Sally’s plates had been developed.
He wished to discuss them with
me,

“Before I show you these pic-
tures,” the doctor warned, “I feel
I should tell you they may be some-
thing of a shock.”

The word “shock” was totally in-
adequate to describe my reaction
as I stared with mounting horror
at the film in the lighted square

before me. My child’s spine was a
grotesque series of erratic curves.
Several vertebrae had fused, or
grown together, an inch or two be-
low her skull. The portion of the
spinal column between her hips
arched in another direction from
the curvature above. Even to my
untrained eye the situation was
clear; I knew what a healthy, nor-
mal backbone looked like.

My voice sounded flat and for-
eign as I framed the question I
dreaded to ask: “What can be
done for her?”

The man in the white coat
looked away for several minutes be-
fore he answered. “I'm afraid there
isn’t much we can do except hope.”
He stood beside me with a hand
on my shoulder. “Miracles do hap-
pen, you know,” he said softly.
“She’s young yet. Perhaps with
proper posture treatment she can
get by. Later maybe this can be
partially corrected by surgery. Her
spine will never be normal how-
ever.”

I could not loock at the plates
again. “Could you operate now?
Wouldn’t that be better ?”

The doctor looked tired and
beaten. “We could in an emergency
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