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As We Go To Presd

NOTE: Readers around the west coast will be very interested in the announcement
on Page 44 about the Healing Advance in California.

Fall is always the busiest time of the year in the office, and it is always all we can
do to get Clear Horizons out on time. This year especially the office force has been
in somewhat of a dither over the publication of Glenn Clark’s new novel, What Wosuld
Jesus Do? Reading galley proofs, sending out the “Call to Prayer by Glenn Clark™
the Fall Catalogue of Books, and it seems a million other things, has made this
season “rushingly interesting.” Note: If Clear Horizons’ readers would like a big,
80 page, catalogue of the most interesting religious books for the layman, just drop
a post card to Macalester Park Pub. Co. Bookstore at this address.

You will agree that this is somewhat of an “All-Star” issue with such writers as
Glenn Clark, Allan A. Hunter, Grenville Kleiser, Agnes Sanford, Frank C. Laubach
and Norman Vincent Peale.

Tension and worry over events in Korea have been quite evident by the size of the
mail about it at this office. This was the chief reason for Glenn Clark’s “Call to
Prayer.” His article in this issue (Page 1) is further thoughts on Korea, and war in
general. . . . Allan Hunter has come up with a most appropriate article on Kagawa
(Page 7) who is now on a tour of this country. It would be worth some travelling
to get to hear this great Christian when he comes anywhere near your city. He s
really without equal in the world. His latest book, Meditations, confirms his genius for
Practical spirituality. . . . Lois Tewell (Page 13) has a very interesting article on
Glenn Clark and Roland Brown’s trip to Hawaii earlier this year. It does seem that
the vision of Glenn Clark for taking Jesus at His word and acting upon it is catching
fire with everyone. . . . Agnes Sanford (Page 27) has a world wide reputation for
Christian healing, and her down-to-earth, complete common sense about it all is
admirably shown in this article. . . . Norman Vincent Peale has a marvelous article
in this issue. “It takes a heap of living” as Edgar Guest used to say, and the right
kind of living, for one to continually be able to bring the teaching of Jesus out of the
i;lguis_ dlown to everyday living such as Dr. Peale does. Would that there were more
1Ke him
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( Here on this Island Farthest Out, the tragedies of Pearl Harbor and Hiroshima
were brought together and all their sin literally washed away.

How To Prevent World War III

Glenn Clark

First, We Can Hold a Vision.

Gandhi was a past master at taking

steps on a scale large enough to
catch the imagination of a nation.
When the vested interests of
Britain forbade the manufacture of
raw products in India, thus hold-
ing her in economic bondage,
Gandhi started his famous march
to the sea. For ten days the eyes
of the world were upon him and
when he finally reached the sea and
with his bare hands made some
salt out of brine and was clamped
into prison for breaking the law,
that hour the death-knell of Brit-
ain’s dominance of India was
sounded. The symbolic vision of
this march planted in the eyves and
held in the hearts of millions of
people was enough alone to liber-
ate India.

A group of us the past year un-
dertook to furnish a similar sym-
bolic vision for the ending of the
war. Robert Gemmer, National
Chairman of the American Youth
for Political Action, together with

his young wife started east on a
journey to circumnavigate the
globe. Roland and Marcia Brown
and I started westward with the
distinct purpose of pulling out the
fangs of vengeance and hate en-
gendered by the attack on Pearl
Harbor. In Hawaii the Gemmers
traveling eastward and we travel-
ing westward met and united our
trails to bind this old earth in the
bonds of Love. We told them how
we had gone to Pearl Harbor with
Rev. Gata, pastor of a Japanese
church, and there with prayers and
repentance and forgiveness for both
Japan and America we pulled out
the roots of war where the war for
us had begun. Robert Gemmer told
how he had gone to Hiroshima
where the war ended and, after ad-
dressing the high school students,
they all prayed with tears in their
eyes that never again would the
world suffer an atomic war.

When you get hold of both ends
of an evil thing you can pick it up
and cast it into the uttermost parts
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of the sea, and that is exactly what
we did with war and the memory
of war. Here on this Island Farth-
est Out, midway between America
and Asia, the tragedies of Pearl
Harbor and Hiroshima were
brought together and all their
blackness and sin literally washed
away. Hold That Vision With Us,
in your heart!

Second, We Can Pray.

Our immediate prayer can be
that the poison engendered by the
Korean episode can be transmuted
from an infection that might spread
into a World War, into an anti-
toxis that can permanently prevent
a World War. Our long term
prayer can be that United States
and Russia by some mutual com-
promises in our economic systems
build a bridge by which our two
ideologies can abide together in
a peaceful and prosperous world.
If these two nations would trans-
fer the billions of dollars and mil-
lions of men now engaged in the
sterile production of war instru-
ments into producing instruments
of peace, the abundance available
for serving the needs of mankind
would be beyond computation.
From a world of scarcity and fear
we would step into a world of
abundance and rejoicing.

Third, We can Act.

Write your President and your
two senators to support the bill of
Senators Millard Tydings and

Brian McMahon, which call upon
the President and Congress to urge
all the United Nations to complete
disarmament, with the additional
proposition that the United States
will for the next five years give
billions that we are now spending
for armament, in aid for all the
less fortunate countries. Many of
us feel that if we took the Christ-
like step of total disarmament with-
out waiting for the others to fol-
low suit while at the same time we
poured ten billions annually into
sending aid to friends and foe alike
we would find ourselves impervious
to outside attack. If for instance
concurrent with our act of disarm-
ament we should send one billion
dollars worth of medicine and
sorely needed medical supplies into
Russia, Russia would drop her evil
designs on us over night.

Finally, Vision, Pray and Act in
any way you can to further the
Kingdom of God movement already
underway in the United States.
The revival meetings of Billy
Graham, Bob Jones and scores of
others are not mere flashes in the
pan. They are signs of a great
spiritual upheaval that is on the
way. Sam Shoemaker and Norman
Vincent Peale say we are in the
midst of the greatest spiritual ren-
aissance since the days of Christ.

The whole gist of this move-
ment is to go back to Jesus and at-
tempt, like the disciples of old, to
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walk in His steps. When all the
other solutions of our pressing
world situation have failed we come
at last face to face with the chal-
lenging—WHAT WOULD
JESUS DO?

And it is at this point that God
has laid a great opportunity and a
great responsibility at our door.
Ever since Charles M. Sheldon’s
IN HIS STEPS came out fifty
years ago, I have been dreaming of
writing a sequel to it, in which the
grandchildren of the leading char-
acters in that famous book would
again face the challenge raised by
that book.

Now the fifty years are up and
that dream has been fulfilled. The
sequel, under the title, WHAT
WOULD JESUS DO? will make
its official appearance October 15,
1950. The city of Topeka, Kansas,
where the scene of the novel is laid
has planned a “premier” or ‘“‘com-
ing out party” for the week of
October 15-20, backed up by the
churches, the newspapers, the may-
or and even the governor of the
state. Charles M. Sheldon’s former
church will be used for the day
meetings and the great civic audi-

torium has been engaged for the
night meetings. A score of out-
standing leaders of the Camps
Farthest Out are coming to assist
in the day meetings. Evening meet-
ings beginning Sunday night will
be addressed consecutively by Ed-
gar Guest, Bishop Richard Raines,
Bishop Bromley Oxnam, Dr.
Daniel Poling and Starr Daily, and
on the final Friday meeting I hope
to put the challenge, not only be-
fore that audience but before the
entire nation, “What Would Jesus
Do In a World Crisis Like This?"”

Without your prayers this can
be just one more series of “meet-
ings.” With your prayers behind
us it can easily become a lighted
torch that will start a conflagration
that will sweep across the nation.
How wonderful it would be if every
reader of this magazine could pack
up and come to Topeka for that
week.* If you can’t come, you can
strengthen our hands immeasurably
if you will read the book while the
meetings are going on and flood
us with your prayers. In the winter
number we hope to bring you a re-
port on what your prayers have
done.

*For reservation, write “Topeka Secretary,” 1571 Grand Ave., St. Paul 5, Minn.
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Hope is the wisdom of experience.—Carl E. Holmes.

Hope springs eternal in the human breast,
Man never is, but always to be blest.

—Pope.




( I am learning to fan mentally.

Parable of A Simple Fan

Louise Frisbie Black

OT long ago, I was sitting
{ \‘| high in the balcony of a
great flower-filled church
waiting for a wedding procession
to start. The stifling air of the tor-
rid Oklahoma day lay thick and
heavy around me. Below, I watched
the sweltering congregation stir
restlessly.

Seemingly, out of the nowhere,
the white coated ushers came down
the aisles, scattering small paste-
board fans among the steaming
crowd.

Instantly the fans began mov-
ing and to my amazement, even
as I sat high above them, the air
felt cooler, more comfortable and
the audience more relaxed.

It was then that an idea came to
me. As all of those people were
fanning the stale, solid air away,
they were bringing new life to it.
You learned from your hygiene
book that fanning causes the per-
spiration of the body to evaporate
more quickly, thus making you
cooler and more comfortable. Why
wouldn’t it work with the spirit, I
asked myself. Still, fanning is just
a simple physical thing. I'd been
doing it all my life and I'd never
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thought about it much. Yes, it is
just as simple as a parable, I
thought.

That very day I put my newly
found idea into practice. If people
could fan away the sticky, unwant-
ed air that was making them
miserable, why couldn’t they fan
away the evil thoughts, the fears
and anger that persistently creep
into their minds?

I did just that. I mean physical-
ly, like a little child would do. I
actually pretended I had a fan in
my hand, and as those thoughts
came crowding into my mind, I
simply moved my hand back and
forth.

Now after several weeks of prac-
tice, I find that I no longer have
to go through the physical motions
as I did at first. I am learning to
fan mentally. When a thought pos-
sesses me that I know is wrong, I
zigzag it back and forth in my
mind until it is obliterated—swept
away. My mind then becomes an
open conduit for the good thoughts
that I know are waiting every-
where. Waiting for a chance to
come in.

S

Some people argue for peace as if they were fighting mad.

(I I am not unhappy when my guidance is to do some homely task

instead of something spectacular.

God Is Good

Ruth Millard

FTER a serious illness, last
A winter, followed by in-
volved complications, I
suddenly found myself in a tail-
spin from which I could not re-
cover.

A naturally cheerful person, I
became morbid and confused. My
Christian faith seemed inadequate.
I knew all the arguments and ad-
vice of my concerned friends were
sound and wholesome but they just
did not work for me.

I read all the books and articles
I could get and I prayed and pray-
ed. I could not live as I was and I
did not want to. I could not die so
I kept dogedly at the task of try-
ing to find the answer. Under guid-
ance I was led to talk to a new
friend who was able to point out a
path of light and I started bravely
to follow it. But my friend was
called away before I was well start-
ed and melancholia again had me
in its clutches worse than ever it
seemed. Then I happened on an
article in a current magazine, on a
psychological subject, which clicked.
A sentence from the lips of E.
Stanley Jones was recalled to my
mind, “Surrender your subcon-
scious as well as your conscious
mind to Christ.” I did just that. T

gave God the control in a dedica-

tory prayer.

From then on everything I read
was translated into my own lan-
guage, and over night I was trans-
formed into an even happier per-
son than I had been before my ill-
ness eight long months before, be-
cause I was closer to reality, God
was a part of me, I was a part of
Him, “He had me hooked” to
quote Dr. Jones.

I had been by nature an im-
patient individual and knowing so
well the pitfalls caused by my im-
patience, I am now going slowly.
I am not unhappy when my guid-
ance is to do some homely task in-
stead of something spectacular. I
think most of us have a tendency to
feel “let down” when we are guided
to “clean the hall closet,” “straight-
en the garage” or “call on a lonely
neighbor,” instead of some more
worthwhile duty (so we think) to
show our great love for our Savior.
But I have come to know, after all
the chaos caused by haste, that
when I obey what seems to be
irrelevant guidance, God will know
when I am ready for a bigger job
and He will guide.

It isn’t all rosy even now, but
when the dark clouds gather I go

b
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to my knees and pray “Father—
you are in charge, please take
over.” It works.

Here is a helpful suggestion I
read some place. I go to my mirror,
look myself in the eyes and promise
to do all the things I have set out
to do, repeating affirmations and
bits of beloved scripture, ending
with a prayer of gratitude.

One more habit that can not be

$

S

stressed too often is the habit of
early morning meditation. I start
with thanksgiving, then I read
from my Bible and some other
spiritual literature, ending with
prayer and silence. My day is start-
ed right so I follow up by praying
as I work. My work is so precious
when made a prayer.

I now have a song in my heart

and a smile for every one. I know
GOD IS GOOD.

b

Instruction for Prayer
Lillian Rand

created, am the Only One

Who can lead you and your
dear ones out of the darkness of
trouble into the Light of ‘Perfect
Overcoming.

Learn to see Me, with the eyes
of your soul, always with the one
for whom you pray. When you
think of John or Mary, or little
Peter, or of Nancy, before you even
begin to pray, make a picture in
your mind of that person with Me
behind them, overshadowing them,
with My Hands upon them—My
Hands laid upon them to bless and
to heal. See me enveloping them,
enfolding them, shining through
them in all the Power of My Glori-
fied Presence, and Keep your mind
fixed upon this picture until the
image of the loved one fades away

]:[, in Whose Image you were

and only I am left.

So you will realize that the one
you love has been taken up into
My Heart, and that all is well with
him or her; that My perfect Will
is NOW being done and will be
brought into manifestation as sure-
ly and inevitably as day follows
night.

“Fear not, little flock, for it is the
Father’s good pleasure to give you
the Kingdom.” And My Kingdom
is the abundance of all Good.

My mission on earth was to ab-
sorb all the sins and troubles of
the world—all sickness and sorrow,
all lack and limitation—into My-
self and so transform them into a
wmighty stream of redemptive power.

Come then with Me into the
Silence and feed upon Me in your
heart with faith and thanksgiving.

QI felt as if I were emerging as a silkworm does from the cocoon,
as if a new butterfly of me were coming out of my own body.

Kagawa—*‘Happy River”

Allan A. Hunter

13 APPY River” is the lit-
\Hl eral translation of Dr.
Toyohiko Kagawa's last

name.

It is amazingly apt. The current
pouring through him has been gain-
ing momentum and volume these
past 62 years.

He is President of the Consum-
ers Cooperatives Federation of
Japan, of the Farmers’ Association
of Japan, and of the National Nu-
trition Board. He is active on com-
missions dealing with prison re-
form and juvenile delinquency. He
has initiated and helps maintain
not only medical, credit, producers
and consumers cooperatives but
kindergartens for children of work-
ing mothers, an ex-prisoners’ home,
and an employment agency for
girls. Six of the settlement houses
he built up in the largest cities
were destroyed by our B-29 bomb-
ing raids, but the work is con-
tinuing. He is also a founder and
leader of the International Peace
Association.

Several periodicals owe their
existence to Dr. Kagawa. When he
was arrested a few months before
the last war was over and taken
to the headquarters of the Army

police for days of cross-examina-
tion from 8:00 A.M. till 10:00

P.M., he was ordered at night to
write out the contents of his books
and pamphlets. No easy task!
There were 113. Twenty-five of
these were volumes of fiction
stories including the famous
“Crossing the Death Line” which
is largely the story of his own life.
This book in one edition sold
400,000 copies.

His farmer gospel schools are
training centers for promising
young villagers so that they can
help people economically and spir-
itually. The churches he has de-
veloped make the Christian Church
sing with good works. If you join
his Kingdom of God movement
you have to read such solid books
as The Imitation of Christ as well
as the Gospels and you are required
to do menial labor in behalf of the
poor and live a disciplined life of
prayer.

Dr. Kagawa’s method of preach-
ing is unique. Often he draws pic-
tures for the audience and he makes
liberal use of scientific illustrations
and of sociological statistics.

In 1931 when he was in Los
Angeles, his physician, Dr. Hirata,
said that every organ except his
brain was ailing and that it would
be surprising if he lived more than
five years. Dr. Kagawa’s answer

7
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is to be too busy for the germs to
catch up with him. For example,
from July, 1947, to December,
1949, in his “Three Million Souls
for Christ” campaign he went 180
nights without lying down in bed,
sitting up in trains so crowded
that fellow passengers would walk
on his shoulders. Through his
preaching approximately 200,000
cards were signed by Japanese,
many of them young people, stating
their willingness to be disciples of
Jesus.

Half of the month Dr. Kagawa
preaches. The other half he devotes
to social service. His integration
of the inner and outer life we see
in these incidents. During the Big
Strike in 1921 when 18,000 labor-
ers were marching down a street
on their way to destroy the famous
Kawasaki Dock Yard in Kobe, he
did a typical thing. Hearing of what
was about to happen unless he
acted quickly he closed his church
service, jumped into a rickshaw
and rushed to the bottom of the
street in the effort to persuade the
strikers to change their mind. Al-
most a regiment of soldiers was
ready at the Dockyard, together
with police armed with sabres.

“As the strikers came toward me
it was an awful pressure like that
of a mountain river,” Dr. Kagawa
recalls. “When the first row of men
reached where I was standing I
looked straight into the eyes of each

one, praying ‘Let there be peace.
My prayer was answered, for they
were checked. So I was at peace in
my own soul. After that suddenly
I knew I was with God.” He was
clapped into jail but that did not
cramp him. While there, on toilet
paper, he wrote some poems which
you can now read in SONGS
FROM THE SLUMS.

The second incident was in 1940
when because of his protest against
the Japanese war in China and his
emphasis on peace he was thrown
into a military prison for eighteen
days. The mosquitoes were a prob-
lem. He solved it by putting his
coat over his head leaving only the
nose exposed and covering his
hands. Sitting cross legged with his
back to the wall he had “a good
time just sitting quiet.” For two
days he never laid down. “I just
sat there meditating, my backbone
stiff, the body not slopped over but
erect. During the next 48 hours—
perhaps that was the length of time
—1I had ectasy, as if I were in the
womb of God. Yes, that is a strange
expression. But that is exactly how
it was. The soldiers came into the
room and said ‘Lie down!" But I
did not lie down. I preferred to sit
up, and meditate. I came in dis-
appointed not about myself and my
personal situation but about civili-
zation and what was going to hap-
pen to the world. Then I heard a
voice saying to me ‘Jesus is raised.

1950

The body of the resurrection is
embodied in you.” I felt as if T were
emerging as a silkworm does from
the cocoon, as if a new butterfly of
me were coming out of my own
body. From that moment I stopped
weeping about the destruction of
civilization. I felt the new power
of Christ dwelling in me.”

The following year Dr. Kagawa
preached in many cities in this
country in behalf of the full Chris-
tian life that is deeply personal and
at the same time widely social. Up-
on his return he threw himself into
trying to prevent the war. When it
broke, he voluntarily went into ex-
ile. With his own hands he kept
care of fifteen or so tubercular pa-
tients in Teshima Island in the In-
land Sea. Ordered out by the
marines, he worked as a farmer at
a Farmer’s Gospel School near
Kobe. He was not allowed to
preach extensively. He could, how-
ever, pray without ceasing.

Several months before the war
was over, fanatical nationalists be-
came enraged over American
broadcasts implying that when Ja-
pan was conquered and the new
Japanese Republic established, Ka-
gawa would be the President. As
the war fever mounted, there was a
noisy demand : “Assassinate Kaga-
wa!” Friends in the Social Wel-
fare Department of the govern-
ment persuaded him to hide in the
forest a hundred miles or so north

KAGAWA—“HAPPY RIVER” 9

of Tokyo. All this time his wife,
Haruko, kept the caterpillar house
going on the outskirts of Tokyo.
The home of his secretary, Rev.
K. Ogwa, a short distance away
was destroyed by our incendiary
bombs. Dr. Kagawa's own house
was not hit.

Before many of our soldiers had
landed in Japan, Kagawa was in-
itiating a “National Repentance
Society.” His reply when it was
suggested that he become premier
of Japan was “Throughout the land
I go to preach.” He did, however,
assist Premier Higashi Kuni as ad-
visor.

He does not speak of hardship
but admits that before the war was
over he had to do with mulberry
leaves mixed with barley or soya
bean meal. No audience can resist
breaking out laughing when he
mimics himself struggling to chew
and swallow that “daily bread.”

The leading newspaper of Tokyo
refers to him as “The Apostle of
Emancipation.” He used to be
known as “The St. Francis of
Japan.” It is because he is the
channel for so much deep personal
religion expressed in far-reaching
collective movements that the
World Council of Churches has
sponsored his recent preaching
tour in Norway where in Bergen
20,000 heard him July 7 (in Nur-
emberg in April, 1,500 Germans
stood outside trying to hear the
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man whom the National Council of
Churches in Germany looked to for
inspiration). Dr. Kagawa is heart
and soul an ecumenical man. That
is why the Federal Council of
Churches is back of him in this
country.

Once he shared his rice bowl and
tiny six by nine foot room in the
slums with a gangster who demand-
ed money for liquor. Kagawa re-
fused. In anger the guest knocked
out four of his host’s front teeth.
“The dentist,” he now grins, “put
in Japanese teeth. They don’t pro-
nounce English words exactly.
That is why I say I belong to the
Presbyterian damnation.”

For nearly fourteen years, Kaga-
wa as a young man lived in the
slums of Kobe surrounded with
murderers, prostitutes, pickpockets,
chronic beggers, unwanted chil-
dren, deserted old folks. In 1931
in the Mt. Hollywood Congrega-
tional Church he told some of the
story. “My real experience of re-
ligion came when I entered the
Kobe slums, Everything in the
slums was ugly: the people, the
houses, the clothes, the streets—
everything was ugly and full of dis-
ease. If I had not carried God in-
side me, I should not have been
able to stay. But because I believed
in God, and in the Holy Spirit, I

b

had a different view of life, and I
assure you that I enjoyed living in
the slums. With active love and the
love-motive, every moment was full
of joy. Because I felt that the Holy
Spirit of the Heavenly Father was
living inside me, I was not afraid
of anything—not of the many 're-
peated threats from pistols, swords,
ruffians, nor even from the infec-
tious diseases which infested the
slums. My job was to help these
people. I had free access to their
homes, and so knew even more
about them than did the doctors.
For me prayer is very real. If you
pray with selfishness it will never
be answered, but prayer for the
sake of God and for the love of
your fellowmen will surely be an-
swered. A gambler, dying, said to
me that he was going back to his
Heavenly Father. Then for the
first time, like a flash, I was con-
vinced that any man, even the most
depraved, is able to grasp the idea
of Jesus Christ, “When I die,” said
this man, ‘Christ will receive me to
God.” That poor man, his body
shot through with disease, got the
assurance of the immortality of the

soul and of being forgiven his sins,

and the disgrace of the past.”

Increasingly Kagawa has found
that God reveals Himself in the
will that loves.

S

Beauty is an inner vitality, breaking through the flesh.—Rodin.

( Let us sow the compassion and good cheer of Christ who is our peace.

A Litany of Repentance and Dedication *

MINISTER: In the blazing light of Thy presence, Father, we Thy chil-
dren face our plight and our responsibility. Within our hands we now
grasp power that can shatter and unloose the very binding force Thou
hast hidden in the heart of things.

CONGREGATION : Before it is too late, awaken and enlighten us.
MINISTER: For our reliance upon weapons of death rather than upon

the power of Love and Truth; for the suspicion, enmity and craven fear
which are in our hearts,

CONGREGATION: We pray for Thy forgiveness.

MINISTER: From blindness to the issues of good and evil in our day;
from silence when one ought to speak; from acquiescence when we could
stand as in Thy strength,

CONGREGATION: Through such temptations, lead us, Lord.

MINISTER: Lest we serve Death not Life; lest we defy Thee, whose
nature we are here to share; lest we destroy Thy image in men who walk

with us upon the earth;
CONGREGATION: Deliver us, Lord.

MINISTER: For gratitude to those who came before, and for service
to those who will come after; for grace to follow our Master in humility
and with His will for good toward all, in spite of the darkness of the
present hour,

CONGREGATION : We beseech Thee, O God.

MINISTER: Lord, make us an instrument of Thy peace. Where there
is hatred,

CONGREGATION : Let us sow love.

MINISTER: Where there is hunger,
CONGREGATION : Let us sow our daily bread.
MINISTER: Where there is injury,
CONGREGATION: Let us sow pardon.
MINISTER: Where there is doubt,
CONGREGATION: Let us sow faith.
MINISTER: Where there is guilt,

CONGREGATION: Let us sow the compassion and good cheer of Christ
who is our peace.

#This Litany was used at a Communion Service led by Kagawa in Mt. Hollywood
Congregational Church, Los Angeles, California. Allan Hunter is the minister there.
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( Complete surrender, utter trust, and love great enough to put Him first at all times.

A Parable of The Kingdom

Vivian

NCE there was a little girl
O to whom God was very
real. He talked to her and
she could feel the wonder and glory
of His Presence. But as she grew
older she became infected with the
doubts, fears, prejudices, and in-
difference of her elders. For years
she wandered through the desert
places seeking peace for the soul.
Though she attended church and
was accounted a good member
still her heart remained a stranger
there and her soul was very home-
sick for dimly remembered joys.

Then one day in a distant city
she met one who lived in another
world it seemed, for he had a peace
and joy seldom found in men. And
she longed to know the secret, too.
On returning home, through a
little child, she was led to a church,
and though she was a total
stranger to the members, still she
felt no strangeness there. The
homesickness vanished like dew in
the sun and she heard the voice of
God whisper, “Here you’ve always
belonged ; here you'll find the an-
swer to your quest.” Each service
seemed to lift her a little nearer the
goal; each sermon seemed to fill
her deepest need. As the minister
spoke it seemed another spoke, too ;
a voice of loving compassion that
yearned o’er sinful men; a voice
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remembered from long ago; the
voice of God. Then she knew that
he too knew the secret entrance
into the land of reborn men. So
she went to Him and learned of
Him the secret: complete surren-
der, utter trust, and love great
enough to put Him first at all
times. Then she too walked in the
light.

And though the path was strange
and she stumbled often, still the
minister always lifted, guided and
inspired her. And she came to know
the depth, height, and breadth of
his soul and the Great Beauty hid-
den there. And she went her way
rejoicing for she knew she had had
the rare privilege of knowing one
who was a very faithful likeness of
the Son of God, Jesus Christ.

“If ye love me keep my com-
mandments.”

“Whatsoever ye shall ask the
Father in my name, He will give it
you.”

“Except ye be converted, and
become as little children, ye shall
not enter into the Kingdom of
Heaven.”

“Strive to enter in at the strait
gate.”

And note: “The gift of God is
eternal life through Jesus Christ
our Lord.”

([ Here Christ’s teaching of love for all men

everywhere would take strong root.

The Rainbow Farthest Out

Lois Christy Tewell

HERE was a rainbow arch-

Il ing the Church of the Cross-

roads in Honolulu when I
turned for a last glimpse of that
lovely spot. In the church, for the
past three days, Glenn Clark and
Roland Brown had been sharing
their experiences in the power of
prayer with an eager group of
Americans of varied racial strains,
and I had had the good fortune to
be one of them.

Now the time for the flight of
the plane that was to carry me back
to the Mainland was at hand. T was
a little sad to be leaving.

The warm Hawaiian sunshine
glowed on the cream colored
church as it nestled in its setting
of coconut palms, hibiscus shrubs,
and exotic flowers. Beyond the
church, the deep-cut sides of the
mountain range up which Hono-
lulu’s newer residential section
climbs were veiled by a sudden
tropical rain, making a misty back-
drop against which the maroon
colored columns of the circular ter-
race of the church appeared part
of the multicolored rainbow.

I thought of God’s promise to
Noah and his seed after him that
never again would all flesh be cut
off by the waters of the flood. God
had said, “I do set my bow in the

cloud, and it shall be a covenant
between me and the earth.”

I thought of the covenant that
Glenn Clark and Roland Brown
had made to bring to Hawaii their
messages on love and prayer—that
through prayer never again would
flesh be cut off by the flood of war.

I thought of Glenn Clark telling
his audience, “We have come to
these beautiful islands where the
first dastardly blow of the Pacific
war was struck to help to pull out
by the roots the poisoned fangs of
hate and fear and race prejudice
that lead to war.”

He had said, “We are here to
talk about the only power that can
do this: prayer. Prayer that rises
from the hearts of men who obey
Christ's two greatest command-
ments that you love God with all
your hearts and your neighbor as
yourselves.” The homely stories
which Glenn used to carry his
meanings into the consciousness of
his audience, and his incomparable
interpretation of the spiritual
depths of the Parable of the Prodi-
gal Son were more potent than the
most elaborate sermons.

I thought of Roland Brown'’s in-
spired talks on the “secret place of
prayer” and on “agreement in
prayer when two or three are
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gathered together in Christ’s
name.” His illustrations from his
own experiences carried over to
listeners and I saw many faces
light up with new understanding
as they caught the spirit behind his
words,

The young man—a Japanese-
American—who was chairman of
the meeting on the second day will
long be remembered. In substance
he said when he was introducing
Glenn Clark, “Yesterday, these
visitors who have come to us from
the Mainland talked to us of love
and prayer. They told us how it
was necessary to remove all resent-
ment against everybody from our
hearts before we can pray with
power. Last night I could not sleep
because there was one man against
whom I have held a strong resent-
ment for a long time.

“So I rose early this morning
and went to my pastor and told
him of my resentment. Together
we prayed that I might remove the
feeling from my heart. I resolved
to do what Rev. Brown had said
he did. He had prayed faithfully
every day for a month that resent-
ment be wiped from his heart
against a certain man. At the end
of the month Rev. Brown said that
both he and the man he had prayed
for were changed for the better. If
prayer can make both the man I
resent and me better men, it is

wonderful. All day I have felt hap-
py. I hope I can make this man
happy, too.”

I thought of Glenn Clark’s say-
ing, “We must be color blind. Here
on these Pacific Islands where
natural beauty is beyond all telling,
where for many years you have
demonstrated that many races can
live together in harmony, here
Christ’s teaching of love for all men
everywhere should take strong,
healthy root.”

As I left the church Glenn was
speaking of the Camps Farthest
Out on the Mainland. He was pre-
senting his plans for a Camp Far-
thest Out on these U. S. Islands
farthest out in the Pacific.

I was thinking of his words as I
turned and saw the rainbow bend-
ing over the Church of the Cross-
roads where he was still speaking.
What could it be but the Rainbow
Farthest Out set in the cloud to
remind us of new reaches in this
colorful “Paradise of the Pacific”
for new Campers Farthest Out?

And as the great stratocruiser
winged its way at three hundred
miles an hour, twenty-five thou-
sand feet above the blue Pacific,
carrying me to my home on the
Mainland, T too had new reaches
of thought that bore me farther,
farther out than I had ever known
before.

( A contented mind is a hidden treasure,

and trouble findeth it not.

Words of Wisdom

Grenville Kletser

WO hundred years ago, a

II little book, The Economy of

Life, by Robert Dodsley, was
published in London, England. The
following extracts are taken from
it, and are equally applicable today:

Bow down your head unto the
dust, O ye inhabitants of the earth!
Be silent and receive, with rever-
ence, instruction from on high.

Wheresoever the sun doth shine,
wheresoever the wind doth blow,
wheresoever there is an ear to hear,
and a mind to conceive, there let
the precepts of life be known, let
the maxims of truth be honored and
obeyed.

All things proceed from God.
His power is unbounded, his wis-
dom is from eternity, and his good-
ness endureth forever.

The breath of his mouth giveth
life to the world.

He toucheth the stars with his
finger, and they run their course
rejoicing.

Order, and grace, and bounty,
spring from his hand.

The voice of wisdom speaketh
in all his works.

He it is, O man! who hath cre-
ated thee.

Hear then his voice, for it is
gracious ; and he that obeyeth shall
establish his soul in peace.

Commune with thyself, O man!
and consider wherefore thou wast
made.

Proceed not to speak or to act
before thou hast weighed thy
words.

The thoughtless man bridleth
not his tongue ; he speaketh at ran-
dom, and is entangled in the fool-
ishness of his own words.

Hearken unto the voice of Con-
sideration; her words are the
words of wisdom, and her paths
shall lead thee to truth and safety.

The speech of a modest man
giveth lustre to truth. He turneth
away his ear from his own praise,
and believeth it not.

The hand of diligence defeateth
want; prosperity and success are
the industrious man’s attendants.

Hear the words of Prudence,
give heed unto her counsels, and
store them in thy heart: her max-
ims are universal, and all the vir-
tues lean upon her.

A man of a noble spirit disdain-
eth the malice of fortune; his great-
ness of soul is not to be cast down.

Under the pressure of misfor-
tunes, his calmness alleviates their
weight, and his constancy shall sur-
mount them.

To be satisfied with a little is
the greatest wisdom; and he that
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increaseth his riches, increaseth his
cares: but a contented mind is a
hidden treasure, and trouble findeth
it not.

Happy is the man who hath
sown in his breast the seeds of
benevolence; the produce thereof
shall be charity and love,

He promoteth in his neighbor-
hood peace and good-will, and his
name is repeated with praise and
benedictions.

There is but one God, the author,
the creator, the governor of the
world, almighty, eternal, and in-

&

comprehensible.

To the One who is supreme,
most wise and beneficent, and to
him alone belong worship, adora-
tion, thanksgiving, and praise.

The providence of God is over
all his works; he ruleth and direct-
eth with infinite wisdom.

Wonderful he is in all his ways;
his counsels are inscrutable; the
manner of his knowledge trans-
cendeth thy conception.

Bow down thyself in humble and
submissive obedience to his su-
preme direction.

!

Do I Dread ... ?
Lilla Kitto Billings

Do I dread the end as it draws more near ?—

Do we dread the sunlight when soft beams appear?
Or see we the promise of skies made clear,

The breaking through of a heavenly sphere;
Something to make us understand

The powerful working of God’s right hand ?

Then stay we the thoughts that would interfere
And make it hard for the Lord to appear.

S

|

When Faith in God Goes

When faith in God goes, man, the thinker, loses his greatest thought.
When faith in God goes, man, the worker, loses his greatest motive.
When faith in God goes, man, the sinner, loses his greatest help.
When faith in God goes, man, the sufferer, loses his securest refuge.
When faith in God goes, man, the lover, loses his fairest vision.
When faith in God goes, man, the mortal, loses his only hope.
—Harry Emmerson Fosdick, in Epworth Euclid Outlook.

( Both David and Ted became known as the boys who

literally prayed themselves out of jail.

Prayer Experiences in Prison

Vera Vandever

Y introduction to our
parish jail was through
the church. Our local

Council of Church Women was
trying to establish a weekday re-
ligious service, which rotated week-
ly with each participating church.

On the day of my first service I
was admitted to the “bull pen,” a
large, barren inadequate room with
men of all ages and some with long
prison records. Among the inmates
were two boys, one barely nineteen,
the other twenty.

Following our devotional serv-
ice, I talked to them on prayer. I
recited a few of the many stories
that came out during the war of
answers to prayer and also shared
a few of my own personal experi-
ences. In closing I reminded them
of their mother’s prayers and then
—I DARED them to pray.

Five weeks later I conducted
my second service. The officials
had caught a vision of the work and
had arranged benches in a large
hall for our services. It was then
I borrowed an idea of prayer,
which proved to be one of the in-
spirational highlights thereafter. I
employed Dr. Norman Vincent
Peale’s period of “creative silence.”
A full sixty seconds, sometimes

longer of complete silence. Silence
in which the soul seeks the Divine
Presence, which is promised to all
who will, “Be still and know that
I am God.”

A few days later one of the boys,
whom I had met at my first serv-
ice, was sentenced to a federal in-
stitution but before he left he
wrote, “I want to express my ap-
preciation of the services held here
in the jail. I was nearer to God
while here than I have ever been
in my life.”

That card opened up new oppor-
tunities. The warden felt I might
be able to help the morale of the
younger men and boys so he ar-
ranged an appointment with David,
the other youth present at my first
service.

In the course of our conversation
I was to learn that this was David’s
first offense. A bit shyly he told me
that he had been praying.

“When did you start praying?”
I questioned.

“After your first visit here, when
you dared us to pray.”

Of course he wanted a favor. He
asked me to check into his sentence,
which I promised to do on one con-
dition, that he must get over his
bitterness.
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