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As We Go To Press

Glenn Clark (p. 1), our editor, needs no introduction. Dr. Clark left town toward
the end of March and will not be home again until fall. Speaking engagements and the
summer Camps Farthest Out claim him. If you have not read The Third Strike you
should make it “must” reading on your summer reading list. We at this office can
hardly wait until fall when Harper and Brothers will publish his autobiography. . . .
Annie S. Greenwood (p. 8) is a resident of Minneapolis, Minnesota. We think her
present article has a message that needs to be brought to the attention of everyone. . . .
Bradford Lambert (p. 13) is a nationally known portrait painter. He has visited
in the homes of, and painted the portraits of, many of America’s famous families. . . .
The fanciful piece by Eleanor T. Young (p. 15) is a good example of why stories
are such potent moral forces. . . . Marie Daily (p. 17) is the wife of Starr Daily,
and a spiritual counselor and leader in her own right. This summer she is one of the
leaders at the Southern California Camp Farthest Out. . . . Douglas Trim (p. 19) is an
Englishman who appeared once before in Clear Horizons. . . . Walter Briggs® (p. 29)
article on an Inland China mission, describes the sort of missionaries who will continue
to exist under Communist rule. They lie with the people; are part of them instead of
“foreigners.” It reminds us of Hudson Taylor, founder of China Inland Mission. In
the eighteen fifties, Mr. Taylor adopted the Chinese dress, even to the pig-tail, so he
could be one with the people. . . . It is a pleasure to have with us again that grand
old master of spiritual gems, Grenville Kleiser (p. 37). He is the channel for a stream
of articles and stories to magazines and newspapers all over the country. . . . We think
the article by Lou Ormsby (p. 43) is a splendid example of the old fact that when
everyone else gives us up, when we cannot rely on anyone else but God, God does take
over and miracles begin to happen. . . . “Your Prayer Counselor” (p. 58) will be
expecting you to make known your wishes and your experiences so she (yes, your
counselor is a woman—naturally!) can be of most help to you. Make her your clearing-
house for prayer group problems and inspirations.
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( The only group working with any real success toward salvaging
these lost millions is Alcoholics Anonymous.

The Lost Million

Glenn Clark

VER fifty million of the
@ people of the United

States drink alcoholic
beverages, three million to excess
—addicts on the danger line—and
of these, one million are hopeless
alcoholics living in a hell as deep
as anything Dante ever described
and as dark as anything Doré ever
pictured. For this lost million it
is hell and it is hell for their fami-
lies and for all who have anything
to do with them.

The only group working with
any real success toward salvaging
these lost millions is Alcoholics
Anonymous. But all the good that
the “AA’s” accomplish is a mere
drop in the bucket. Less than fifty
thousand salvaged out of a million
is a very small per cent. It is like
baling out a tub with a dipper
while both faucets are running full
speed. When a million lives are
overflowing into the hell of alco-

holism, why can’t we turn off at
least one of the faucets?

One faucet is the production of
liquor ; the other faucet is the ad-
vertising of liquor. There is no
present hope of turning off both
faucets. We tried to do that once
and the voters rose up in revolt.
As long as a majority want liquor
produced the breweries will con-
tinue to produce it. But we can
turn off the other faucet and those
who have studied the problem
maintain that this alone would cut
the consumption of liquor in half.

The occasion for writing this
article is the publication this spring
of The Third Strike* which is sell-
ing already in the hundreds of
thousands. The young author of
this book came to me as a hopeless
alcoholic ten years ago. We gave
him scholarships to the Camps
Farthest Out. Every known means
were used to save him. But all to

*The Third Strike, Abingdon-Cokesbury, Nashville, Tenn., $1.
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no avail. Finally, in desperation he
asked to be put in the pentitentiary
for two years. The way he asked
for it was by forging my name to
a check, an offense for which he
could have been “sent up” for
twenty years. I offered to let him
off scott-free, but he begged that I
let him be admitted to Stillwater
Prison in Minnesota for the two
years—that prison walls might
shut out the hell that his will was
not strong enough to confront. I
consented on one condition, that
he write a book while interned
that would warn others from the
pitfalls that he had fallen into.

He promised and he kept his
promise. Each week he sent me a
chapter until the picture of his
struggle with the black monster
was painted. It was a work of art.
It was a classic in its field equal
to anything De Quincey or Cole-
ridge or any literary genius of the
past ever wrote. I edited it and
Starr Daily wrote a foreword to it
and then Abingdon-Cokesbury
published it.

When the two years were com-
pleted Jerry came forth—an author
at last. Fame and glory could have
been his for the asking. But, alas,
old John Barleycorn had too much
on the ball. Jerry struck out!

As he said, he was born with
two strikes against him. One was
heredity, one was environment.
Had it stopped there he would have
had at best one chance left. He
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lived in mortal terror of that third
strike. He knew that it would
mean the end.

What is the third strike? It is
simply this: the commercialized
network operating to catch and lure
the drinker. No fly in a spider’s
web is any more helpless than the
confirmed drunkard when ex-
posed to this network. Wherever
Jerry went he found the tempter
at his elbow. He could not open a
newspaper or magazine without
reading blazing ads of liquor. He
could not turn on a radio without
hearing the liquor pour. He could
not attend a movie without seeing
it in its most tempting forms. He
could not walk a block through
the business section of any city
without seeing and smelling the
taverns of death.

“Three strikes. You're out!” Is
this fair? Is this sporting? In this
nation of ours we pride ourselves
on playing the game hard but play-
ing it fair. We can’t prevent the
first strike from coming over the
plate—heredity—unless we start a
new philosophy of birth control.
‘We may not be able to stop the
second strike—home environment.
But the third must not be “put
over” on one in an unfair way—
this public enticement to drink. At
least let us give our poor boys a
chance !

“The causes of our liquor prob-
lem are like the links in a chain,”
writes Walter O. Cromwell of
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Chicago, who has made a thorough,
first-hand study of the subject.
“One link is the distillers, wine
makers, brewers; another is the
wholesalers, jobbers and retailers.
The manufacturers of bottles, caps,
coils, cans, labels, machinery and
equipment, without which the
liquor makers could not operate,
form a strong link; the owners of
buildings who rent for the manu-
facture, sale or storage of alcoholic
beverages are an important link;
the transportation companies which
deliver liquor are a link; the people
who drink are another vital link.

“The chain is as strong as its
strongest link and none of its links
could be held together without the
newspapers, magazines, motion pic-
tures, billboards, public carriers,
broadcasting companies and fed-
eral, state and local public servants
who join to forge the link of liquor
advertising and propaganda. The
advertising of alcoholic beverages
is the strongest link in the liquor
problem chain.

“We can ill afford to dissipate
our strength in disconnected at-
tacks on various links of this chain.
The time has come to unite our
forces, to move as one against the
greatest contributing factor in our
liquor problem—the liquor ads. It
is the huge alcoholic beverage ad-
vertising and propaganda program
which is teaching old and young in
greater and greater numbeérs to
drink.

“The most effective way to com-
bat the liquor ads is the individual
expression of citizens in written
protests to the editors of magazines
and newspapers, operators of radio
stations, and to officials responsible
for motion picture, billboard and
other kinds of liquor advertising.

“Groups of responsible citizens,
mothers and fathers, church and
temperance organizations must act
now against the liquor ads if our
country is successfully to stem the
rapidly rising tide of juvenile and
adult crime, divorce, broken homes,
venereal disease and alcoholism.

“State and local groups should
start their campaign based on
plans best suited to their particular
areas. The strategy used effective-
ly by one state may not prove
successful in another. Design your
own program and gear it to the
main objective—to create a wvigor-
ous nation-wide public opposition
to the liguor ads.”

In the last World War when
there was a great shortage of ships
to carry soldiers and supplies to
the seat of conflict fast enough,
there was always storage space for
liquor. It was a common sight to
see great wharves laden with bar-/
rels of rum and beer awaiting ship-
ment, while thousands of boys in
the burning heat of the Southwest
area complained because soft drinks
were not available and alcoholic
drinks always were. Thousands of
boys who had never touched a drop
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in their lives before returned from as active as the Senate Bar.

the War confirmed alcoholics. No,
all the war casualties did not get
into the papers. Hundreds of
mothers have said that they would
rather that their boys had died on
the battle field than returned to the
hell which Jerry has so vividly
described in this book. Congress-
men tell us that no lobby is more
powerful than the liquor lobby in
“Washington, and that no saloon is

Can’t we do something to pre-
vent this continual flaunting of
liquor drinking, this glorifying of
it before the eyes of our boys and
girls? This insidious propaganda
backed by men who put profits
above lives is the third strike. No
chance. Even Alcoholics Anony-
mous can’t always beat that. Per-
haps an aroused citizenry of
America can.

" Two Spirits
Leslie A. McRill

When over Bikini the atoms burst,
And the mushroomed-cloud sought the ether heights,
Two spirits stood in that awful glare—
I saw them smile in the blinding lights.
And one was the smile of the Man of Peace—
For the world that is to be,
For a new world born at the Crossroads’ port
Where the sky was wed with the sea.

But the other one smiled in ironic glee
As he thought of the old world-plan,
Where greed, and hate, and racial pride
Still shackle the mind of man.
The Wise Men followed the guiding star

In that day of long ago;

The light of the Crossroads points the way
To a new world’s morning glow.

( The beauty of the entire world was so intense

I could hardly stand it.

I Entered Reality

Naomi W. Smith

T a time of extreme crisis,
A two and a half years ago,
I, with my whole heart,
soul, mind and body sent out a cry
to the Universe. I had searched
everywhere for God and had failed
to find Him. My faith was abso-
lute. I beseeched Him, wherever
He was, to take over my life, He
could have it all! It was so con-
fused, and every effort seemed
more futile'than the last. Due to
the extremity of my mental bewil-
derment and my desire for peace,
I remained in this state of absolute
self abandonment for hours. I re-
served nothing for myself—no bad
habits, fears, doubts or pet griev-
ances. I wouldn’t call this wrestling
all night with the angel—it was a
releasing of all to God.

With the morning came peace.
My whole desire was for good.
That was the only part I played in
the amazing experience I now re-
late.

Everything was glorified by
brilliant light. The beauty of the
entire world was so intense I could
hardly stand it. How many of you
recall the gorgeous beauty of the
circus parades of your childhood?
I witnessed a parade at this time,
the reds, greens, and golds were

breath-taking in their grandeur.
The most marvelous part of all
this was the fact that any question
I wished answered only had to be
thought. Immediately I knew the
answer. I wanted only that man-
kind be benefited. So all questions
were to that end. All puzzling cir-
cumstances of the past became
clear. BUT SINCE I KNEW,
FOR A CERTAINTY, EVERY-
THING WAS GOOD AND ALL
PEOPLE WERE TRAVELING
TO A GOOD END IT SEEMED
SCARCELY NECESSARY TO
ASK THESE QUESTIONS
AND RECEIVE THE AN-
SWERS.

“T” didn’t matter at all. In fact
“T” wasn’t there. “I” had become
AWARENESS. That is all that
was left of the ego—AWARE-
NESS OF GOOD—NOTHING
BUT GOOD —EVERYTHING
—EVERYONE.

After a week of this the light
gradually began to grow dim.
Knowledge began to come only by
effort on my part. My body, still
filled with peace, was very weak.
It was wonderful just to lie tranquil
—not knowing whether I'd live or
die—not caring—for I knew there
was no death—no change that mat-
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tered—the body was nothing. I
hadn’t needed it in this beautiful
experience. All good was mentally
achieved by a Mind greater than
mine. I was only used as an in-
strument through which this Mind
could express itself—like a radio.

Gradually, I became what we
call normal again. But I was never
to be the same. This phenomena
was an actuality. I had stumbled
into this state wholly unaware that
such an experience could be. I was
not mesmerized. I was not deliri-
ous. It was truly wonderful. A per-
fect state! I cannot overexaggerate
its absolute perfection.

I have given my time to an analy-
sis of how it happened, from then
until now. I was so bewildered by
the strangeness of it, I had to con-
vince myself beyond a shadow of
a doubt, that it was good. That I
had not been handled by an evil
force. It was my desire to substan-
tiate this. Within a few months I
had the good fortune to meet three
people who had each gone through
a similar experience. They were
good—striving to do right. So that
helped establish this premise.

I went about this search as a
scientist seeks his conclusions. I
constantly searched among all
people, in books and in my own
mind. I seldom mentioned “the light
and its accompanying revelation.”
When I did it didn’t make much
impression, because it so defied de-
scription and was so beyond the
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understanding of the human mind.

From time to time I would ex-
perience a higher degree of know-
ing than is ordinary—but never
“the light.” Then I'd lose it again.

NOW THE ANSWER HAS
COME. I have again been able to
fulfill the Law—this time knowing-
ly and intentionally. Before I call,
the answer is there. I think and my
will is achieved or instructions
given, step by step, for its attain-
ment (absolute faith must accom-
pany these steps as they are taken).
I have found that WHEN ALL
THE DESIRES OF MY
HEART AND MIND ARE
GOOD (think of the magnitude
that entails) I live and move and
have my being in uninterrupted
peace—in harmony with every-
thing (everything on earth is work-
ing to this end, altho, sometimes
we can’t understand how this is
taking place, we must believe it).

EVERYONE, no matter how
negative or out of step with good
his life has been, can realize this
perfection. The past is of no con-
sequence. When the desire to ful-
fill the Law is born, rest assured,
the ultimate in perfection will be
accomplished.

You may call it the Law of the
Universe, God’s Mind, Cosmic
Law, Creative Force, or anything
you choose. Since the Law operates
to bring forth perfection, the name
doesn’t matter.

Outline for Morning Meditations
Harry J. Marshall

1. Meditation. Think on some
phase of God, His character, or
work. Such as His glory, creative
power, love, forgiveness, redemp-
tion greatness, etc. Such a moment
lifts us out of our pettiness, our
futility and frustrations into His
atmosphere of courage, faith, joy
and peace. It helps us start the day
with a clear eye, confident faith and
sure foot.

2. Thanksgiving. Gratitude is a
mother-virtue that brings forth
many others such as humility,
peace, a sense of dependence on
God, adoration of Him, love, cour-
age, and fellowship. It softens our
hearts, brings us closer to the Di-
vine, gives us a feeling of our rela-
tion to Him and His universe. It
obliterates all selfishness, arro-
gance, pride and self-seeking.

3. Confession. “Nothing in my
whole life has helped me more than
this morning daily confession. It
has helped me to see myself as I
never did before,” says a veteran
Christian worker. It follows natu-
rally after Thanksgiving. It brings
out our true dependence on God
and a realization of our need of
correction and growth. It puts be-
hind us all our failures and mis-
takes and helps us to begin afresh.
It gives us another chance as we
couple the prayer for forgiveness
with our confession. It draws out

God’s love and helps us face the
future with courage, hope and joy.

4. Scripture Reading. Here is
where we get our daily instruction
for direction and guidance to carry
on. Old scripture comes to us with
new appreciation and force. Study
and meditate on it as much as you
need to give you positive ideas that
will be food for thought and in-
spiration for action. Apply its
standards drastically to yourself.
Read till the inspiration comes, you
may need only a few lines.

5. Intercession. We are now
ready to seek in prayer those things
in which God wants us to cooperate
with Him in accomplishing His
will for the good of the world.
People to pray for. Causes to
strengthen, courage to face the
hard as well as the soft things of
life, loved ones, His servants, rul-
ers, workers in all kinds of effort
for good, etc., etc.

6. Guidance for the Day. The
practical application of the prin-
ciples of trust and power. Definite
directions for the ordinary doings
of the day. He is our manager, and
as such he distributes the tasks for
the day. For thousands this is a
daily experience that saves them
from worry, nervous tension and
breakdown, and makes the day full
of comfort, joy and satisfaction.



(. Rarely does anyone attain a place of great and worthy usefulness
without having passed through his Egypt of suffering.

Apprenticeship In Egypt

Annie S. Greenwood

AVE you been down in
H Egypt? Not the country
itself but the conditions of
restraint, suffering and frustra-
tion which the name signifies.
Perhaps you are there now. Pos-
sibly you belong to the fortunate
ones who have come out, Divinely
led, instructed at your personal
Sinai and have entered the Prom-
ised Land.

In his biography of Henry Par-
sons Crowell, Richard Day in tell-
ing of Crowell’s years of illness
and his superb physical and spiritu-
al conquest makes this comment,
“The sons of God seem always to
serve their apprenticeship in
Egypt.” y

Rarely does anyone attain a
place of great and worthy useful-
ness without having passed through
his Egypt of suffering, disappoint-
ment, frustration or a keen struggle
of some kind. Henry Crowell spent
seven years of his young manhood
“in Egypt,” his college career side-
tracked, his betrothal cancelled, his
heart torn with loneliness, while
he conquered tuberculosis. BUT—
during those years he became so
attuned to the Father that the
foundation was laid for all his fu-
ture life. Through the long, happy
consecrated and highly successful
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business career which followed un-
til he was almost ninety, he could
look back on those seven Egyptian
years as the pivot on which his
whole life turned.

Surely no one can say that the
many years of continued disap-
pointment and apparent failure of
Abraham Lincoln was wasted.
Schooled in adversity, he emerged
from them ready for an eminent
place in world history.

Do we know of anyone who has
reached the sublime heights of self-
less service without serving an ap-
prenticeship of suffering? Jesus is
our supreme example. In lesser de-
grees, in all walks of life, we find
that those men and women who
are most truly bringing the King-
dom of God into manifestation are
those whose spirits have been pol-
ished in times of physical, emo-
tional or financial hardship.

Some do not recover from the
long tragedy of suffering. “Why?
Oh why?” is asked. We are not
wise enough to answer ; but, though
physical healing may not come,
they triumph spiritually. Serene in
spirit, they transmute handicaps
into stepping stones and inspire all
whom they contact.

Frequently we come face to face
with someone who is confined to a
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wheelchair and yet carries on suc-
cessfully and happily. The Ilate
Ethelwynne Kingsbury of Monti-
cello, Minnesota, who at ten was
crippled for life was a shining ex-
ample. Facing poverty and per-
manent invalidism, she finished
both grade and high school from
her lonely seat at a home window,
then earned her first wheelchair,
came to Minneapolis, put herself
through business college, became
secretary to the president of a
music school and took the piano
and voice lessons which her whole
being had always craved. She be-
came one of the most successful
and beloved voice teachers of the
state, maintained her own studio,
inspired her students, did much
community and civic work, kept
house, was a prominent soloist and
a beautiful Christian character who
gave joy to the thousands who
knew and loved her. Yet she was
constantly in her wheelchair until
she passed on, the summer of 1947.
No Egypt could ever defeat her!
Her trust, optimism and joyous
spirit overcame every handicap and
made her entire life one of radiant
accomplishment.

Franklin D. Roosevelt’'s Egypt
was a black one, but it never con-
quered him; he did the conquering.
So did Theodore Roosevelt. So did
thousands of others whose names
are unknown to us. )

Sometimes an individual’s Egypt
consists of frustration and repeated

disappointment. In heart-breaking
succession, one door after another
is closed against him, and yet out
of the darkness of near despair
comes ultimate triumph. Success is
sweeter because of the difficulties
overcome to attain it. He learns to
thank God for each closed door
which forced him to go on until
the right one swung wide to wel-
come him.

Among our veterans from both
wars we find courage and ingenuity
bringing conquest out of disaster
and suffering. Regardless of the
maimed and mutilated body, the
spirit rises triumphant above con-
ditions and bravely faces life again,
strong in its God power.

Our Egypt, whatever its nature,
is a challenge to the inner spirit,
calling us to higher attainments, to
spiritual growth, to the unfolding
of our potential greatness. If it
were not for a sojourn in Egypt
we might never discover our finest
possibilities. Let us, with “eyes
front, head high to the finish, see it
through”! We shall emerge from
the experience stronger, with
broader sympathies and keener un-
derstanding and therefore with
greater ability to serve our fellow-
men.

We may never know the reason
for the time of hardship, but we
can use it for that spiritual develop-
ment which fits us for increased
usefulness, happiness and final
triumph. Looking back we shall see



10 CLEAR HORIZONS Summer

that it had its place in the ripen-
ing of those qualities which are
most worthwhile. It challenges us.
We accept the challenge and, under
the guidance of the cloud and the

pillar, we go forth to conquest. We
find our Promised Land. Let us
thank God for our apprenticeship
in Egypt—still more for our emer-
gence from it.

(L My illness proved that God does heal
and that Faith is the answer.

Your Dreams Can Help You

Anonymous

rd’

" A Prayer
Pearl Carling Campbell.
O Father, keep my thoughts on Thee !

When the night and morning meet,
When it is dawn and life is sweet,

) When I have life and love and sun,

" When I have work and work is fun,
When all my hopes are riding high

And I am sure that Thou art nigh,

O Father, keep my thoughts on Thee!

And should the hours prove disappointing,
Passed on untouched by soul’s anointing,
While vagrant thoughts find quick temptation
In sins of the imagination,

In sins of mind which can destroy

So cunningly our spirits’ joy,

O Father, keep my thoughts on Thee!

And Father . . . keep our thoughts on Thee,
Our hearts on all humanity,

As Darkness shadows in its sweep

A world where anguished spirits weep,

A world which shows no bright tomorrow
For hungry children clothed in sorrow,
Where nations afom wise proclaim

The right to kill and bruise and maim!

O Father, keep our thoughts on Thee

And on the Promise Thou hast made

That those whose thoughts on Thee are stayed
Thru Faith shall always surely find

Courage and hope and Peace of mind!

O Father, keep our thoughts on Thee!

AD dreams usually disturb

B one—we think of them as

something to be avoided.

On the contrary they can be made

instruments of good—God’s means
of bringing healing.

A few years ago when my life
seemed to be progressing beautiful-
ly, when long-cherished dreams
were materialized, and at a time
of high hopes and happiness, I be-
came stricken with a severe psycho-
logical illness from which I suf-
fered beyond description. I did not
know what the cause was, though
fear was the only emotion that
seemed to function. It broke my
happiness, and blocked what could
have been great developments in my
life. Though my life had always
been emotionally blocked, this was
the crisis.

I was still emerging out of my
atheism, and had no God to turn
to. But there was a spark of hope
and faith that T could get well be-
cause I must get well. It was only
after undergoing psychotherapy
that T became aware my illness
was fear itself. What made me
afraid I did not know.

I learned that there is a part of
the mind known as the subcon-
scious, and out of the fathomic
depths of my subconscious had

come this tremendous upsurge of
fear which had upset my life and
made me desperately ill. Through
spiritual therapy I learned that
others had been healed by an aware-
ness and faith in an Omnipresent
Infinite or Superconscious Mind
which they call God. I learned, too,
that I must stop fighting, and,
realizing my complete helplessness,
surrender myself completely to
God.

Then interesting things began to
happen. I was slowly but steadily
getting well. It took a full two
years before I felt up and around
again mentally. During the latter
part of this period I would some-
times have frightful dreams which
brought to my conscious recollec-
tion happenings and circumstances
in my childhood that had instilled
fear within me—incidents that had
long since been forgotten. Some-
times these dreams were symbolic,
but clearly revealing. Always after
awakening from one of these
dreams in the agony of fright, a
great relief would come over me.
Each of these dreams revealed to
me something in my childhood that
had made me afraid. Instead of be-
ing filled with foreboding, fearing
these bad dreams were omens of
evils ahead, I accepted them with

11



12 CLEAR HORIZONS

profound relief as the draining out
of old infections of the past. Im-
pressions made through my con-
scious mind and imbedded deep in
my subconscious years ago now
coming out, and they came out
through dreams. I began to realize
that this process of subconscious
regurgitation was part of God’s
method of flowing through me,
cleansing and healing my subcon-
scious of these scars which had so
long enslaved my life, I became
thankful for my suffering, and for
every bad dream that revealed fur-
ther the subconscious causes of my
illness, I gave praise and thanks to
God for His healing.

My illness proved to me that
God’s Mind is greater than my
mind, that God does heal, and that
Faith is the answer. I am no long-
er an atheist. No one can take this
experience away from me. No one
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can convince me now that there is
no God—a God whose Omnipres-
ent Infinite Mind brings healing to
our minds, bodies and affairs just
so long as we tune in through the
Dial of Faith and surrender our-
selves completely to Him. I am now
standing at the threshold of a new
life, and am already thankful for
the countless blessings yet to be
born.

Faith is the answer. It is the an-
swer for the hopes of the individual
and for the hopes of the World, for
“Faith is the substance of things
hoped for, the evidence of things
not seen.” Until we learn to have
a simple child-like faith, and know
beyond any doubt the eternal gifts
of God, we will continue to grope
in the dark in our own feeble efforts
alone, and too often be defeatists
because we are not rooted in the
Spiritual Soil of the Universe.

V' My Evening Prayer

Gertrude R. Dugan

| If in my task I've failed today

| To manifest Thy love;

' If light of mine has failed to shine,

| Thy power, O Christ, to prove;

\ T now Thy pardoning grace would seek,
Surrendering all to Thee;
That Thou, O Christ, henceforth be seen,

'And magnified in me.

({ As sons of the Heavenly Father in fellowship with Jesus
we are beyond the reach of all earthly evil.

v

/ By Love and Prayer Comes Power

Bradford Lambert

HE greatest Living Force

" known to man comes

through love and prayer.
Awareness of this transforms the
weakling into a power for good,
and endows the invalid with more
strength than the ruler of a great
nation.

By love and by prayer man is
working with God, and God never
fails or betrays him. When he
works by force, laws, bargains and
contracts, he is working with the
world and the world inevitably be-
trays him.

If you want to help someone who
is suffering, someone who is physi-
cally or spiritually ill, love him and
pray for him. By this means you
reach God, and God is the only
power that is of any use to him.

Do not set out to reform your
fellowman because it will mean that
you have already sat in judgment
on your brother. As in the case of
the woman taken in adultery, only
he who is without sin may punish
the sinner and remove the sin. This
can be done only by the Father
and the Son.

When we depend upon man to
remove sin or evil, we are leaning
on the wind. The powers of this
world cannot remove the sins of
this world. There is a Power that

can do these things and it is openly
and freely given to us in abundance
through love and prayer. There is
no other way.

If we strive to promote worldly
laws to compel our fellowmen, we
are calling him before the law and
in calling him we call ourselves
before the law. As Jesus has told
us, we will then pay to the last
penny and our sins are many.

If, through love and prayer, we
place our brother in the hands of
the Father and the Son we there-
by place ourselves in the hands of
the Father and the Son. If we love
our brother, God will love us; and
if we compel our brother, God will
compel us.

Of ourselves alone we are
nothing but when we accept God as
a part of ourselves and ourselves
as a part of God, we are everything.
Of ourselves alone we are meek and
humble, but as sons of the living
God we are glorious. No man can
serve two masters and no man can
put his faith and trust in both God
and the world. He must choose
either God or the world.

Man has striven for ages to regu-
late the world through plans, agree-
ments and arrangements of his own
devising and has failed miserably.
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14 CLEAR HORIZONS

When he releases all these things
into the hands of the Father and
the Son he will succeed gloriously.

By ourselves alone we are easy
prey to every fear, danger and

Summer

evil thing. As sons of the Heavenly
Father in fellowship with Jesus
we are beyond the reach of all
earthly evil—heirs of the Heavenly
Kingdom and the Heavenly King.

e & 9

Take off the Brakes When You Pray

Elizabeth Searle Lamb

try to go, and “phooey,”

nothing happens! I've left the
brakes on again. Stupid? Yes, in-
deed ! But I make a worse blunder
every time I pray for help on a
certain problem and then remain
tensed up, doubtful, afraid to act on
faith.

Relaxing in perfect faith, releas-
ing completely all mental and spirit-
ual tension corresponds to removing
the brakes. It lets the power of
God reach full expression through
me ; it lets the solution to the prob-
lem reach immediate manifestation.

Pray and then relax. Prayer has
been widely recognized, though
somewhat less widely practiced, as
the method for problem solution.
I like to get away by myself to pray
—but when in need I have prayed
successfully on a busy street cor-
ner, in a crowded classroom, and
high in an airplane over the blue

SOMETIMES I start the car,

Caribbean. The silent inner place
may be reached at any time, in any
place.

When contact has been made
with the Supreme Power, then the
brakes must come off. One must
mentally relax and cease worrying
as one comes again into the affairs
of the outer world. This is as vital

as the prayer itself which has set

in motion the power to bring the
perfect solution. But tension can
block the channel, barring God-
given help. Mental relaxation must
be cultivated.

Pray sincerely and deeply. Let
go of every previous conception of
how your problem will be an-
swered. Just know the perfect solu-
tion will come; act on that faithful

assumption. And keep mentally,)

spiritually, and physically relaxed,
so that the channel will be free for
perfect and immediate expression
of the answer to the problem.

([ The frown looked and saw the sunniest smile

that was ever born.

/'The Unhappy Frown

Eleanor T. Young

NCE in a very great while
O a frown creeps into Fairy-

land. This time, though,
there was a tiny little frown that
was so unhappy that he walked
right into Fairyland and rang the
Bluebell that fairies use when
something important comes up.
After he had rung the bell he was
frightened so he hid under a clover
leaf. The fairies all came flying to
see what was needed and, of
course, they didn’t see anyone at
all.

“Who rang for us?” asked Queen
Charlotte.

Then the little frown crawled
out and said, “I did,” in a very
scared. voice.

Many of the fairies had never
seen a frown but they knew by his
looks that he didn’t belong in
Fairyland. Queen Charlotte looked
at the frown and spoke quite stern-
ly. “What are you doing here?
Don’t you know that we don’t have
frowns in Fairyland ?”

“That’s just why I came,” he
sobbed. “I’m tired of being a frown.
I want to be a sunny smile. Can’t
you help me?”

Now there’s nothing that fairies
like better than to help people so
they all agreed to help.

“All right,” said Queen Char-

lotte. “Step on this toad stool so
we can see you.”

The frown obeyed.

“Hmm,” she continued. “This
shouldn’t be too hard. There’s a
lump of selfishness sticking out of
your right shoulder. You can re-
move that with a little service for
others— Turn around a little more
—I want to be sure. Yes. There’s a
bulge of greediness on your
stomach. We can change that, I
think. Now let's see—Why here
are some very unpleasant looking
worry warts right on your nose. A
little common sense would take
care of those—I guess that is most
of your problem now—Here are
our directions.”

“Go back home and spend two
weeks doing everything you can
think of to help someone else. Take
care that someone else gets the big-
gest piece of cake and the largest
lamb chop. Make a point of notic-
ing at least 10 really happy things
each day. Report back here at the
end of that time.”

As she finished speaking Queen
Charlotte waved her fairy wand
and the frown found himself back
home.

For two weeks he did exactly
what the fairy queen had told him.
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16 CLEAR HORIZONS

Then, instead of creeping into fairy-
land he danced. To his surprise
the fairies were all waiting for him.
He rang the Bluebell anyway, just
for fun. Then he did have a sur-
prise.

“Look,” cried Queen Charlotte.
“Did you ever see such a happy

Summer

smile? Why he looks as if he were
covered with sunshine.”

“Come! See yourself!” called a
tiny fairy holding up a bluebell
mirror. The frown looked and
looked and what he saw was the
very sunniest smile that was ever
born.

Recipe for Sleep

Dorothy Martin Agee

S I LAY in bed the other
A night with my husband

sleeping soundly beside
me, I began to feel sorry for my-
self. Tt did not seem fair that I
should have to play nursemaid to
my year-old daughter all day and
then spend the evenings my hus-
band was home waiting on him and
sympathizing with his trials and
tribulations as an intern at the city
charity hospital. I felt an over-
whelming need for someone to
share the responsibility of caring
for our child and managing our
domestic affairs. Of course, my
daughter was oblivious to‘'my needs
and equally as incapable of adult

action. I realized that my husband "

had all on his shoulders that he

could physically bear and was in
vital need of relaxation and cheer-
ing encouragement during his rare
time away from hospital duties.
And yet I in my turn needed help
in keeping my ‘“chin up.”

As my tired thoughts kept me
from releasing into sleep, I came
into a realization of the perfect One
to whom I could take my troubles
and leave them. I found a soul-
satisfying peace knowing that God
was always ready with comfort and
understanding for anyone who
would meet Him halfway. I awoke
the next morning with the hope in
my heart that the beauty of that
moment would always be with me
and that I could thereby enrich the
lives of my family and my friends.

( Far too few of us are willing to just BE
a blessing where we are.

v Talents Used and Abused

Marie

OD has given us hands and
G feet wherewith we may
really DO SOMETHING
to lift a burden from the shoulders
of another, to “go the second mile,”
to share and to bear, as one of a
team, the loads along the way. He
has given us facial muscles to use
or abuse, and we have the mental,
emotional and physical power to
exercise these as we will. It is
said that it takes the USE of more
muscles to make a frown than it
does to make a smile. A SMILE,
then, is truly a talent, for who has
not felt the benediction of a fine
spirit, in the light of a smile?

We all have buried talents,
which doesn’t mean the ability to
write, or to sing, or to do some
wonderful act which becomes a
part of the genius of the world, but
He has given us all hearts with
which to love, and minds that we
may be “mindful of another’s need.”

I am convinced that far too many
are seeking to be of “renown,” to
become “known of men,” and far
too few of us are willing to just
BE a blessing where we are,
whether in the King’s Court, or
in the humble cottage of an inn
keeper, whether the simple wife
and mother of a small family, or the

Daily

owner of millions of USELESS
dollars.

I knew a woman once who fell
ill from a disease which was yet
unconquered by man’s skill. She
knew nothing of the doctor’s ver-
dict, until one day she heard whis-
pers and learned that she could only
live a few months. Prior to this
time she had really been an invalid.
She had been a real trial to her en-
tire family, but on hearing that
“whisper,” she realized that her
life must bear SOME FRUIT, so
she took herself in hand, and with
deep and earnest prayer she gained
control of her feelings of anxiety
and all that formerly beset her, and
became such a blessing to her fam-
ily and to her friends. She was the
wife of a jeweler, with all that
money could possess, but without
health she had felt that there was
nothing she could do about the so-
cial life in which she had moved for
many years, and to which she was
fully attached, as by an umbilicus.
This new freedom which she found
gave her release; whereas she had
been busy about Clubs and Card
Parties, now she suddenly became
interested in SOULS and Sharing.
She arranged for the money she
had been spending on gowns and
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