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As We Go To Preds

We have very good news for all our readers as we go to press. Four new contributing
editors have been added to the staff. They are MarcuerrTTE HARMON Bro, ALLAN
Huwter, Kermir Orsen and AcNes Sanrorp. These are four stars of the spiritual
life you must admit.

Mrs. Bro is the versatile author of When Children Ask, Everyday a Prayer, More
Than We Are, and Sarah. We had the privilege of hearing Mrs. Bro in Minneapolis
last fall and can assure you that for humor, inspiration and thoughts that make you
sit on the edge of your chair, she has few equals. Allan Hunter is the minister of
Mount Hollywood Congregational Church in Hollywood, California; the author of
Say Yes To The Light and The Audacity of Faith among others; and a leader of youth
and prayer groups throughout the country. Kermit Olsen is minister of Third Avenue
Baptist Church in Dayton, Ohio, as well as being the author of First Steps in Prayer.
Agnes Sanford is the popular author of The Healing Light, summer camp leader and
lecturer. Her articles and talks on the healing power of Jesus Christ and her absolute
faith in the power of prayer are wonderful.

You will find something about the plans of these new editors in the department
“News of Our Editors,” with the exception of Mrs. Bro. At the last minute we have
the following information on Mrs. Bro and her plans for the next few months. Mrs.
Bro’s husband left in January for Korea to be Cultural Attache under the State
Department, and she expects to join him in May. Their job will be the promotion of
all cultural and educational interests in South Korea. The Koreans are very loyal
to the church and their churches are 94% self-sufficient. One of their biggest joys will be
to cooperate with the churches in Korea. Until she leaves this country, Mrs. Bro is
staying with her parents in Cable, Wisconsin, and fulfilling some commitments with
the typewriter. We hope to have Mrs. Bro appearing in the columns of Clear Horizons
very shortly.

With the loyalty and support of all our readers and the guidance of our board of
contributing editors, our prayer is that Clear Horizons will more and more be of service
in the Kingdom of Heaven on earth.
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(I The truth is not pleasant always but in the last analysis

it should be a joyous experience,

The Truth Shall Make You Free

Austin Pardue

HE art of becoming still so

'l that God will possess our

subconscious minds, our
bodies, our nerves, our glands, and
our blood stream, is the most heal-
ing force one can know. But first
the short circuits of fear, hate, re-
sentment, and greed, must be faced.
When they are forgiven, we will
meet this all powerful Presence.
Then we will no longer have any-
thing to fear or to hate. We will
have all there is in the universe
within us. Yet, we can only have
God insofar as He has us. The
great phrase of the ancient Book
of Common Prayer says, “That He
may evermore dwell in us, and we
in Him.”

Once we have realized the power
of the Presence of God, we will
find that the problems of life have
vanished ; the illnesses have be-
come unimportant ; the disappoint-
ments have dissolved. During the
last war, before I came to Pitts-
burgh, I was Dean of the Episcopal
Cathedral in Buffalo. It was a

downtown church and I was doing
a late evening broadcast. One night
after I finished my broadcast, I
was leaving on a midnight train
for New York and when I got home
and was ready to go to the station,
I realized that I had left my note-
book in the pulpit in the Cathedral.
On our way to the station we
stopped off at St. Paul’s. Every-
thing was black as pitch, outside
and inside. I unlocked the great
Cathedral door and fumbled my
way into the nave and down the
center aisle. As the Bible says,
“How great was that darkness.”
It was too complicated to get into
the pulpit in the dark, so I fumbled
my way further to the large box of
light switches. I found the master
switch and threw it. Instantaneous-
ly the Cathedral was full of light.
The darkness disappeared. I
walked up into the pulpit, found
my notes, and that was that.

The point is this. What became
of the blackness in the Cathedral
when I threw on the switch? I
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don’t know what became of it. You
see it wasn’t an entity in itself so
much as it was the absence of light.
In the blackness of the Cathedral
I could have fallen over pews,
tripped over cushions, fallen up
stone stairs, if I hadn’t had light.
The light meant that there was no
more darkness. That’s what hap-
pens to you and to me when we are
in the Presence of God. The black-
ness of the problems of life dis-
appear and the light changes every-
thing. You remember what St.
John’s Gospel said, “He is that
light that lighteth every man that
cometh into the world.” That is
why we go into the silence ; to come
close to the presence of God.

The presence of light means the
presence of truth. I have been
studying Gandhi of late and to me
he is the most thrilling character of
our generation. He was a Hindu,
but he received his entire inspira-
tion from the Sermon on the
Mount. As I study his life, I think
that he was more Christ-like than
any Christian I have ever met.
The heart of his philosophy was
based on two words which are also
the heart of the Sermon on the
Mount: Love and Truth. To him
they were almost synonymous
terms. The Bible says that the
truth shall make you free and
Gandhi believed that literally.

Dean Moor of our Cathedral
here, and I, stood one night at mid-
night with several other clergy on
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the main line of a great railroad
system and watched the fast trains
go through on their way to New
York. It almost raises your hair and
you hold your breath when these
great powerful diesels, with car af-
ter car of streamliners, come down
the track and then thunder past
you and on out of sight into the
blackness of the night. Can you
imagine what might happen if a
wheel came off one of those diesels
as it whizzed down the track over
100 miles an hour with hundreds
of people being carried behind it ?
The truth shall keep them free and
alive. They test every car of every
train as it pulls into the station so
you travel without fear.

Apply this to any department of
life you want. The truth is not
pleasant always but in the last
analysis it should be a joyous ex-
perience. Supposing you, at the
present time, are in the wrong job.
Supposing you just don’t fit in
your work. If your boss is the right
kind of a man he will be kindly
and understanding and have your
best interests at heart, and call you
in and talk it over with you. He'll
do anything possible to see if he
can’t find ways and means whereby
you can get a job that will be more
to your liking. Now if you don’t
get the right kind of a job, you
will hurt yourself and your family ;
you will become discouraged and
everything will turn out wrong. If
you get the job at which you like
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to work, you will be a success and
everybody will be happy. One of
the best things that ever happened
in my life was to face the truth
about an early job that I had, be-
cause I wasn't equipped or_ﬁtted
to do it. If I had stayed at it and
hadn’t gone into the Ministry, I
would probably be a very disap-
pointed and disillusioned man to-
day. The truth shall make you
free.

Sometimes people live beyond
their means and won’t face the truth
about their finances. They just take
the bills and stack them in the back
of a drawer and think that some
day they are going to get them out
of there and go over them. They
keep on buying things on time and
accumulating debts, then what hap-
pens? The truth has to be facefi.
Otherwise, the worry of them ‘w111
drop down in your subconscious
mind and it will be terrible. Occa-
sionally you can’t do anything about
it because you have a sick member
of the family. Well, then some
agency ought to be of help to you.
Then you ought to go to a social
agency and talk it over and see if
they can’t find ways and means of
giving you assistance. Don’t be too
proud. That is an entirely d:ﬂ'erc_:nt
thing; the accumulation of bills
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which result from illness and
trouble. That is not in the same
category as the accumulation of
bills that mean that you have been
living beyond your means. In either
case, face the truth, and do some-
thing about it. Only the truth shall
make you free.

And, finally, having faced the
truth about every walk of life, you
will begin to know what it means
to have joy. No man can have joy
until he has faced the truth about
himself and his outward circum-
stances. So you see, the practice of
the presence of God—the very fact
that you allow Him to be with you
and to pour the light of his pene-
trating power through every nook
and cranny of your thinking, and
of your acting, means that soon you
are going to be free from those
things that cause you to worry
yourself into your grave. One of
the reasons people do not like the
presence of God is because they
have to face reality. My friends,
the sooner you face it, the sooner
you will be free. Otherwise, you
are a slave to the dictatorship of
evil forces which absorbs and pos-
sesses your subconscious. So sit
quietly, seek the Presence, and
know the whole joy of the freedom
of life.

g %

i ds of Christ,
er would fully and feelingly understand the wor
musxvgloc?:avor to conform his life wholly to the life of Christ.

—Thomas a Kempis.



{ He wondered to himself how it would feel to be twenty-two again,
to have convictions and live by them.

Dishwasher Wanied!

By Lida Lisle Molloy

ETER chalked up one on his
Pmental blackboard. Mission

practically completed! He
had promised himself a trip to the
nearest Red Cross blood bank as
soon as he changed into civvies.
The blood-donating business was
about over and here he was,
stretched out on a sheet-draped
cot, presumably recuperating from
what Fuss-Budget called “Shock.”

“Shock, eh?” Peter grinned. He
wondered what Fuss-Budget would
would have said about the time the
medical corpsman had doped out
a tranfusion for the Towa youngster
with the half-severed jugular. The
medic had vowed the mosquitoes
were getting more blood than the
marine.”

He looked at his watch. Five
more minutes. If only he had a
pencil he’d do a sketch of Fuss-
Budget from memory. Three min-
utes to go. He ought to be out
right now hunting Wellington
Forbes of Universal Advertising,
Inc. That was number two on the
list of things to be done. Peter
Quinlan, Civilian, had to have a
job.

“Here’s a little something for
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that all-gone feeling,” the girl in
white said.

Coffee! The smell was exciting.
Peter had almost forgotten that
coffee could taste like anything
other than ashes, mud, or kerosene.
He swung his feet to the floor.

“Your first visit to the blood
bank, Mr. Quinlin?”

Peter nodded slightly, involved
with the business of coffee. He
ignored a nagging inner reminder
that his nod wasn’t telling the
whole truth. For Peter Quinlin,
Civilian, it was a first trip to the
blood bank. G. I. Pete was some-
body else. Involuntarily his mind
ticked off a list of names: Hol-
landia, Tinian, Manilia, Okinawa.
He wondered if someday he would
be able to forget the reason for the
urgency that had forced him to
haunt every Army hospital from
New Guinea to the Philippines,
offering to donate blood for fellows
who had to have it. Bloodhound his
company had called him. But they
hadn’t been around the unloading
docks in Hollandia when the
colonel from the hospital came for
the plasma he had been promised
and found only a mountain of
boxes—five hundred boxes of whis-
key for the officers’ club!It was
as much for the colonel as it was
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for the guys in bandages that he
had been rolling up his sleeve for
the transfusion needle ever since.

“That’s what comes with choos-
ing ancestors having rock-ribbed
New England consciences,” he
thought ruefully.

“Swell coffee, nurse,” he said.

Then the sketch portfolio was
under his arm, and Peter Quinlin
was just another civilian looking
for a job.

Peter hoped there would not be
much looking involved. Major En-
ders was to see to that. Since he
was knee-high, Peter had done a
good bit of drawing and after he
entered the Army his talent began
to pay off. He had had a series of
cartoons in Yank Down Under,
and six months ago a pic magazine
had given him a four-page spread
—sketches he had done while hang-
ing around hospitals.

Before he left for the States the
Major, who had been an executive
in an advertising firm, had called
him into the front office. He said
Peter had a flair for the dramatic
and would he consider a job with
Universal Advertising when he
was through as sergeant in the in-
fantry. Would he!

That was where Peter was going,
portfolio under his arm. He was
to see Wellington Forbes, art edi-
tor of the concern. After that, pre-
sumably, he would be sitting down
at the drawing board and conjuring

up placid babies and pretty ladies
for soap and perfume ads.

1108 Lexington. This was the
place. With a fine tingle of antici-
pation he swung through the re-
volving door and pushed a button
beside a long row of elevators.
Three minutes later a model recep-
tionist was saying, “Mr. Forbes
will see you. The door to your
left, please.”

Nothing was said about work
when Peter went into the inner
office. Instead, Mr. Forbes glanced
through the sketches in the port-
folio and talked about his exper-
iences in the last war. He lingered
longest over the black-and-white
of the huge Negro, head bandaged,
carrying a wounded white young-
ster pickaback.

“Well, Quinlin,” he remarked at
last, “there’s a desk waiting for
you whenever you're ready to dig
in.”

The salary he named sounded
stupendous to an ex-sergeant.
Peter blinked. It meant he could
bring Mom and Dad to town and
settle them in an apartment. He
could even figure on money for
instructions in oils at the Art In-
stitute.

“Would tomorrow morning be
all right?” he asked.

“Make it the first of the week,”
Forbes suggested. “Have a little
fun.”

Peter was collecting his sketches
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when Forbes swung toward him,
a sheaf of papers in his hand.

“By the way, we're working on
a magnificiently expensive new ac-
count.”

Copy sheets swirled across the
shining desk in a pattern of color.
Peter bent over them his face sud-
denly tensed. At the bottom of each
page was a delicate gilt crown and,
in black English lettering, the slo-
gan he had seen on the docks of
Hollandia and also a doctor’s face
turning pinched and gray because
of proudly decorated boxes.

“Big boom during the war,”
Forbes was explaining. “Their
sales manager is boosting a gigan-
tic expansion program. They’re
angling for the ex-serviceman’s
trade.”

Peter interrupted. “I can’t take
it'"

“What's this?” A flash of real
bewilderment crossed the execu-
tive’s face.

“The job, sir. I can’t take it.”

Easy does it. Peter could almost
hear Forbes saying to himself.
Another case of war jitters. Kid
comes home all keyer up ; gets him-
self a job and finds he’s not quite
ready for it.

“Well, now,” he was saying
carefully, “if it’s more time you
want to get organized—”

“No, Mr. Forbes,” Peter went
on. “It’s this.” He motioned to-
ward the liquor advertising dis-
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play across the desk. “I’'m not try-
ing to be dramatic, really. It’s just
that once I saw this stuff make the
difference between life and death
for hundreds of Marines, and I
guess I don’t forget easily. Thanks,
sir. You’ve been swell.”

He was at the door when Mr.
Forbes spoke again.

“What shall T tell Major Enders,
Quinlin?”

Peter turned. “Maybe I do owe
you more of an explanation. It
probably won’t make sense to any-
one but me. About three years ago
I saw a doctor crying on a Hol-
landia dock because the plasma the
office of supply promised turned
out to be five hundred cases of this
whiskey for the officers’ club.

“An unfortunate incident, cer-
tainly,” the older man admitted.

“That’s just it.” Peter’s voice
hardened. “There are an unhealthy
lot of unfortunate incidents con-
nected with the stuff: like the
soldiers who raided a truck convoy
headed for the jungle to get at the
medical alcohol; like that mission
I saw desecrated by Americans
who’d been sampling native liquor;
like my best friend who spent a
couple of days celebrating in the
night spots of San Diego and woke
up to find himself with a perma-
nent headache in the form of an
allotment wife. As far as I’'m con-
cerned, the stuff’s no good. I won’t
help sell it.”
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All the trite, obvious things the
art eritor was thinking were never
said. He liked the young man. He
wanted to keep him. He wanted
to tell Peter Quinlin that a man’s
private views need not interfere
with his business. There was some-
thing, however, about the strong
young honesty of Peter’s face that
kept him silent. He wondered to
himself how it would feel to be
twenty-two again, to have convic-
tions and live by them.

“Well,” he held out his hand,
“nice to have met you, Peter
Quiote Quinlin,”

Peter’s grin was lopsided. He

shifted the portfolio to the other
arm.
“Thanks for listening, sir,” grip-
ping the older man’s hand. “If you
ever need a first-class windmill
tilter—"

With a half salute he was gone.
Behind him, Mr. Forbes sat for a
long half hour looking out the win-
dow.

Peter’s fervor for his decision
lasted only as far as the revolving
door of 1108 Lexington. By that
time he was a deflated as an old
football.

“All right, so you had to be a
hero!” he jibed at himself. “What
are you going to do now for a job?
I’ss bet this town needs another
Class B pencil pusher like it needs
a typhiin.”

He was out-of-doors by this

time and halfway down the block.
Horatio Alger to the contrary, he
knew it didn‘t always pay, finan-
cially, to do the decent, honorable
thing. There was Dad with his bum
leg. Couldn’t sell insurance any
more. Mom needed an operation.
Reluctantly he began to put aside
the thought of lessons in oil. He
felt confused and more than a little
sorry for himself.

Flash! the sign loomed up before
him, blunt and matter-of-fact, in
the flapjack window of a corner
restaurant. “Dishwasher wanted.
No experience mecessary.”

Peter’s sense of humor took the
situation in hand. He had washed
dishes for his board during his two
years at the university. He had
K.P.'d in some of the best Army
kitchens in the world. He'd try now
for something in his line at one of
the big dailies or in the advertising
division of the department store. If
no one wanted Quinlin and his
pencil, he could always come back
to the flapjack window and the
sign. His long experience should
make ham a valuable man at any
sink !

“Thanks, Doc,” he said, mentally
saluting the gray-faced colonel on
the docks of Hollandia. “Thanks
to you, I may be the world’s first
sketch artist with dishpan hands!”

Peter Quinlin, Civilian, was
whistling as he turned the corner.



( She had a chance to finish the work started by her son,
who lost his life shortly after he entered the ministry.

Faith Chapel — The Children’s Church

Barbara Rogers Blizard

AK RIDGE, Tennessee,
contains many wonders,
but its most inspirational

sight can be seen only on Sunday
afternoons.

Clusters of youngsters, holding
tightly to their Bibles, climb the
little knoll to their own special
church.

The idea began with a need. A
need peculiar to some sections of
this bubbling community. Churches
in the youthful city of Oak Ridge,
back in 1946, were sparse and in
some areas, residents found it diffi-
cult to attend services.

It was in such a neighborhood
that Mrs. D. B. Samuel, wife of a
plant worker, grieved over the un-
reached children. She did more
than that. She herded about twenty
of them into her living room, open-
ed her Bible and taught them to
pray.

The children liked the informal
atmosphere of Mrs. Samuel’s
house. To those who attended adult
services, it was different. It was a
service directed to them person-
ally. They were not merely specta-
tors, required to sit quietly in their
seats without wiggling. This “be-
longing” helped open their little
minds and hearts to the Bible
messages Mrs. Samuel poured out.
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Parents were grateful for Mrs.
Samuel’s work and encouraged
children to attend her classes.
Word spread, and soon the young-
sters overflowed Mrs. Samuel’s liv-
ing room into her kitchen and bed-
room. Her husband taught one
roomful, her daughter taught an-
other.

The children became thoroughly
absorbed. They studied their Sun-
day School lessons faithfully, mem-
orized hymns and called the house,
“Our Sunday School House.”

Mrs. Samuel didn’t ask her flock
to what faith they belonged. She
knew they represented many faiths,
but they were welcomed simply as
Christians. The Bible was great
enough to serve them all, and it did.
But more than that, the first seeds
of religious harmony were thus
sown in fertile young minds.

When the class outgrew her
house, Mrs. Samuel envisioned a
church. With churches already at
a premium, it seemed only a
miracle could turn this wish into
reality ; however, Mrs. Samuel had
faith plus determination.

First she discovered she needed
a church sponsor. So, she went to
her pastor who immediately recog-
nized the importance of Mrs. Sam-
uel’s work to the community and
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recommended the group to his
church. The church approved afflia-
lustion and bought two 16 x 16
surplus hutments from a local con-
tractor for the children.

By now, news of the venture had
swept across town and considerable
interest was being shown by the
townspeople. The two buildings
were hauled to an attractive knoll
and neighbors went to work with
carpenter tools, paint and hearts
full of enthusiasm. Soon there
emerged a single edifice bright and
shining as the faces of the children
who pointed to it and said proudly,
“Our Church.”

The children and Mrs. Samuel
decided to call it “Faith Chapel”
because faith that it could be done
had blazed the way to its erection.

But now the youngsters had only
an empty chapel-——no chairs, no
altar and no money. In childish
faith they prayed while Mrs. Sam-
uel set forth to dig up the necessary
items. A high school manual train-
ing instructor was contacted and
offered to build the altar at no cost.
A piano company generously pro-
vided an organ. An interested
couple donated a picture, drapes
and altar cloth.

A merchant was asked his price
on window sashes and when told it
was for the children’s church an-
swered simply, “There is no price.
It’s for the children.”

Finally on Mother’s Day of 1949,
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the little church was dedicated. Mr.
Samuel was appointed superinten-
dent, the sponsoring church pro-
vided a pastor, and Mrs. Samuel
remained in her capacity as pro-
gram director.

By now the original twenty
youngsters had swelled into ninety
and the community had benefitted
ninety-fold.

Parents in particular benefitted.
They expected a better understand-
ing of the Bible from their children,
but they found more. Youngsters
were more cooperative in their
homes—kinder to their playmates.

Partly this resulted from the
“Good Deeds Club” instigated by
Mrs. Samuel as a down-to-earth
application of her teachings.

This extra-curricular club en-
couraged youngsters to do at least
one good deed a day in their homes
and among neighbors. The children
take great pleasure in reporting
their acts of kindness. Actually
they are learning the joy of serving
others.

This and similar activities are
typical of Mrs. Samuel’s mode of
teaching and accounts largely for
the success of the children’s church.
The Bible is interpreted for them
at their level. Its application to
their daily life is made clear and
workable.

Already Faith Chapel has ex-
tended a hand abroad. The chil-
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dren are kept aware of the fine
work done by foreign missions
through their original sponsoring
pastor, Rev. R. F. Lundy, who
answered a mission call to China
and is presently studying the
language at Yale University.

This greatly stimulates the
youngsters’ interest in China mis-
sions and on one Sunday a month,
collections for the day are sent to
China. It's a small gesture but an
important one to receptive minds
of tomorrow’s leaders.

In addition, the children are col-
lecting discarded greeting cards
and other materials which Chinese
children will work into wvarious

S
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crafts. As a final tribute to China’s
missions the youngsters include a
Chinese version of “Jesus Loves
Me,” in their hymn repetoire and
sound realistic enough to be wear-
ing long-tailed kimonas.

When Mrs. Samuel is asked, as
she often is, what moved her to ac-
complish this near miracle, her first
answer is, “It was an opportunity
to serve my Lord and of course,
the children.” But, in addition, if
you know her well, she will admit
another opportunity. A chance to
finish the work started by her son,
Rev. Jack Joyeux, who lost his life
shortly after he entered the
ministry.

P!

The Faith of Spring
Edith Tatum

The cold came down on icy wings
And in my garden, budding things
Gave up the hope of future blooms
And sank into deep, snowy tombs.

Then came the sun, with gentle rain . . .
I saw them slowly rise again,

The faith of ancient springs so strong
They could not be imprisoned long.

‘Why cannot we deny grief’s blight,

Put forth hope’s buds with keen delight,

And blossom forth in loveliness
To heal earth’s sorrow and distress !

([ It is not a question of “Lo here! or Lo there!"” but the clear recognition

of the God-given power within ourselves.

Peace Comes From Within
Mary Eliot Mower

OT long ago I heard a lady

I \-] say that she had sought

health by coming to a
milder climate only to find that
every winter she still suffered from
arthritis and despondency. Her
mother had told her in her younger
days of the great redwood trees, of
the strength and might they ex-
pressed (perhaps after long and
hard struggles), so she determined
to go in her car to see them and
seek courage to face another winter
which, she feared, might bring a
return of the painful trouble. Alas!
she did not gain the poise and
serenity from the marvelous giant
trees that she had hoped to.

The telling of this effort to find
strength and courage from some-
thing in the outer brought clearly
to mind the fact that it is not a
question of “Lo here! or Lo there!”
but the clear recognition of the
God-given power within ourselves
that enables us to quiet the fear of
possible pain and to endeavor to
eliminate it from our consciousness.
Until we have found inner peace
and poise and power we cannot ex-
perience the full appreciation of
grandeur and beauty and feel our-
selves a part of it. Kahlil Gibran
expresses the feeling in this way, as
Almustafa speaks to his followers
in the Garden of The Prophet,

“Yet I would have you know that
we are the breath and the fragrance
of God. We are God in leaf, in
flower and oftentimes in fruit.”
Fortunate are the rare souls who
experience even a flash of this cos-
mic consciousness, or to put it more
simply, who make all expressions
of beauty and grandeur their own
through awareness of life in every-
thing and through sensitive evalu-
ation. This kind of possession is
possible to all without material
price but it sometimes requires a
long time of searching for realities
and a true desire for culture in its
best sense.

We have all had the experience
of viewing the same scene two dif-
ferent times with utterly different
responses, which proves how de-
pendent are our enjoyment and in-
spiration upon our own state of
mind and emotions. We react more
harmoniously to everything from
a symmetrical vase in a shop win-
dow to a gorgeous sunset when our
mentality is in tune. We can even
develop the “have consciousness”
if we learn to revel in the artistic
without the selfish craving for ac-
tual possession. Charles A. Lind-
bergh writes in his most stirring
book, “Of Flight and Life,” “How
false material values are, how
trivial human problems! Simply to

11
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appreciate is more important than
any material accomplishment of
man.”

So when fear or discord in mind
or body threaten to manifest them-
selves let us not say, if I were here
or there I might be healed. Let us
know that time and place have
little to do with inner peace but that

Spring

inner peace has everything to do
with the gaining of inspiration and
stimulation from outer things.

“The kingdom of God cometh
not with observation, neither shall
they say, Lo here! or Lo there! for,
behold, the kingdom of God is with-
in you.” (Luke XVII, 20, 21.)

$ % %

Compassion
Carrie C. Taylor

“When He saw the multitudes
He was moved with compassion ;
They fainted, and were scattered abroad as sheep,
As sheep, having no shepherd.”

His, is the same compassion today,

But through us alone

Our Lord’s tender care and compassion
For the multitudes must be shown.

By our gifts must they be healed,
Our compassion must be their shield ;
By sharing our loaf must they be fed,
Lovingly, tenderly, must they be led,
For our dear land is a stranger land ;
So much they do not understand.

He, whose name and sign we bear
Calls upon us now to share :—
Healing, for the hurt that war has bred ;
Loaves, that the hungry may be fed ;
To open the door to our way-side inn,
And bid the war-torn travelers in.
“As unto the least, it is unto Me.”
He had compassion on them. Have We?

( The successful solution of their situations lay in their faith,
and that is where you will get the answer.

How to Make Your Dreams Come True

Dr. Norman Vincent Peale

OST of us have great
M dreams, great ideals, and
great hopes. There is one

never-failing source of power which
is always available to help us real-
ize these goals.

The mystery is why so few peo-
ple use it so seldom, And why, hav-
ing used and proved its potency,
they forget, and have to learn all
over again the one keystone that
never fails.

One day recently, in quick suc-
cession, I conferred with three per-
sons who had deep problems. The
first, a man about sixty, had lost a
position of responsibility which he
had held for many years. He was
totally unprepared to search in the
open employment market for a
position.

The second case was of a woman
who had discovered the infidelity
of her husband, admitted by him.
She was dazed, bewildered, op-
pressed, her whole future was in
jeopardy. The third was that of a
man who faced one of the most in-
tricate and difficult problems ever
laid before me for counseling. If he
decided one way he might be right,
if he decided the other way he
might be right, and if he made a

mistake, it would affect his family
in ramified ways that were disas-
trous.

The wisdom of these people is
that they came to the right place.
They came to the Church, the
source and center of their faith. In
coming here they were not coming
to a man, they were coming to
someone who stands in their
thought as a representative of God.
They realized, however dimly, that
the successful solution of their situ-
ations lay in their faith, and that
is where you will get the answer.

The secret of meeting any crisis
or of achieving any worthwhile
goal is a profound, childlike, sin-
cere faith in the fact that Almighty
God is with you. If you get that,
nothing at any time can defeat you.

Study the New Testament, and
scattered through it like nuggets of
gold you will find little simple for-
mula which may be appliel in
given situations.

When an emergency comes up
turn to this passage in Matthew
18:19-20, “If two of you shall agree
on earth as touching anything that
they shall ask, it shall be done for
them of My Father which is in
Heaven. For where two or three

*Prentice-Hall ($2.75, Copies may be ordered through Guideposts, Pawling,
New York. Article reprinted from Guideposts, $1.50 a year.

13



14 CLEAR HORIZONS

are gathered together in My Name,
there am I in the midst of them.”

In a crisis, decide on a good spir-
itual friend to whom you can go.
Ask him not so much for advice,
but to pray with you . . . to join his
prayers with yours on the basis that
where two are gathered God is also
present. It is forming a combine, it
is a three-way spiritual partnership.

Just why this is so I am not sure
that I know, but we know this spir-
itual technique works and power-
fully too.

A business man who is a trustee
of a certain university told me of
an eminent professor who ‘“began
to slip.” His deterioration was re-
marked upon by both students and
colleagues alike.

The Executive Committee of the
Board of Trustees granted him a
year’s leave of absence to rebuild
himself. They voted him a stipend
by which he could go abroad and
study. He said he only wanted six
months to go off to the country. He
was going to work with his hands,
he said.

He went to the country and took
with him one book and only one.
He took the Bible. He read this
Book for six months ; he read noth-
ing else. He meditated on what he
read. He committed many, many
passages to memory. He lived with
God for six months. He cut down
trees and plowed the earth and
communed with nature and the

Spring

God behind nature.

At the end of six months he re-
turned to the university. Shortly
thereafter the President said, “We
have a new man among us; he has
been remade. A miracle took place
for this professor has become a per-
son of compelling power.”

This sort of thing has been hap-
pening through nineteen hundred
years of history. It is only the
working out of a promise made by
Jesus Christ long ago to His dis-
ciples.

He said just to let God’s Spirit
come into your life, follow the prin-
ciples that He had been teaching
and this power will come upon you.

An astute and outstanding bank-
er in this city once said to me, “If
for two weeks I neglect to read the
Bible, my judgment becomes im-
paired.”

“You mean you read the Bible to
sharpen your judgment?”’ I asked.

He said, “Reading the Bible is
an intellectual and spiritual practice
which gives me perception and in-
sight.”

Our judgment is faulty, our view
and perception become dull, but the
spiritual life sharpens all so you
develop this mystic thing known as
insight, by which you can see into
the essence of things, with intuition,
animation and fresh illumination,
know what to do and how to do it.

In the Bible it says, “The King-
dom of God is within you.” You do
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not need to hunt it from the out-
side, it is within you, just release it.
When we attach ourselves to the
flow of Divine power, we have
power over anything.

It is not necessary to be defeated
by anything in this life if we learn
the secret of attaching our inner

$ %

power to the flow of God's power.
We can then work confidently to-
ward the realization of our hopes
and dreams.

Keep your dreams in tune with
the Highest and know you will be
guided to fulfillment.

&

Praying for Those in Pain and Distress

It is often difficult to pray with utter belief when one is distressed
for another in great pain and trouble. The use of Psalm 23 as an affirma-
tive prayer will help keep one’s mind in that state of perfect peace and
trust so essential while the prayer is being answered.

Replace the words of the first person with the name of the one being
prayed for (except in the line, “I will fear no evil”).

Picture in each verse the individual being led hand in hand by Jesus
—beside the still waters, through the valley of the shadow of pain, fear
and acute need, and end with the picture of his or her arms upraised in

a paean of joy and peace.

Suppose we pray for “Mary” in this way:

The Lord is Mary’s shepherd; she shall not want.

He maketh Mary to lie down in green pastures: he
leadeth Mary beside the still waters.

He restoreth Mary’s soul: he leadeth Mary in the

SUPPLY
GUIDANCE

RENEWAL

paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

Yea, though Mary walks through the valley of the

TRUST

shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art
with Mary; thy rod and thy staff they comfort Mary.

Thou preparest a table before Mary in the presence JOY
of her enemies: thou anointest Mary’s head with oil;

her cup runneth over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow Mary all
the days of her life: and Mary will dwell in the house

of the Lord forever.
AMEN.

PEACE and
ASSURANCE
forever

and ever.

Contributed by : Miss Marion J. Mansfield



(. We can help God’s will to be done more easily

and save ourselves countless heartaches.

Positive & Negative Force Equals Power

Frank W.

KEY thought in our Sun-
A day School lesson recently

reminded us of a lesson we
learned at school years ago—a les-
son in our study of electricity, our
most useful form of earthly power.
Let’s think about the similarity of
these two lessons for a few
moments.

As many of us remember, there
is a two-way movement of elec-
tricity as we understand it, positive
and negative. Of course, an electri-
cian will quickly remind us that this
is true of alternating current only;
that direct current moves in only
one direction. But that doesn’t de-
stroy this thought. Alternating cur-
rent, the two-way type of power, is
the more commonly used form and
has the most far-reaching influence.
So let’s think about the positive
and negative characteristics of pow-
er.

This understanding of power is
by no means limited to electricity;
far from it. For example, our
friend, the Physical Scientist, will
agree that when he thinks of force
he remembers Isaac Newton’s law
that “For every action there is an
opposite reaction,”—both positive
and negative force, if you will. And
our friend, the Economist, will
agree that economic forces follow
a cyclical pattern—again, positive
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and negative forces. We would con-
tinue, but we believe we have said
enough to illustrate our point; in
hoth the physical world and the
world of human activity, progress
moves forward in a combined posi-
tive and negative pattern.

Let’s continue our line of
thought. This positive and negative
pattern is with us in the spiritual
world, too. For example, the First
Psalm reminds us that “Blessed is
he that walketh not in the way of
the ungodly”—and quickly con-
tinues with the positive conviction
—“But whose delight is in the Law
of the Lord. . . .” If we substitute
the word “successful” or the word
“powerful” or the word “satisfied”
for the word “Blessed,” we get the
thought that “satisfied” (or what-
ever synonym you choose) is the
person who rejects the counsel (ad-
vice) of the ungodly but whose
allegiance to the Law of the Lord
is positive. In other words, the
thought of the First Psalm and
many other Psalms emphasizes the
presence of two opposing forces
and the Power of the Lord as the
successful result getter.

Let’s go a step further in Bibli-
cal thought guidance. Did you ever
count the negative directions in the
Ten Commandments? If you have
not, do it. Then look at the Golden
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Rule. You'll agree, we believe, that
the Golden Rule includes every
thought we get from the Ten Com-
mandments ; and does it in as posi-
tive a manner as was ever uttered.
And it does it in 31 words! Power-
ful force and practical? We who
have tried it know that it works!
The Golden Rule doesn’t replace
the Ten Commandments; it trans-
lates them into our everyday
thoughts and makes the Ten Com-
mandments indelibly positive. The
two thought-leaders complement
each other.

Again, if we go back to our les-
sons in Physics we remember quite
a lot about a condition we know as
harmony. Looking back, we re-
member “harmony” as a condition
of agreement in motion—or, in
other words, a condition of work-
ing together. We can bring that
thought into our ordinary dealings
with our God, our World, our
Country, and our Fellow Man. We
agree right away that God is the

!

Supreme Ruler of the Universe
and that His Will is going to be
done. We can help it to be done
more easily and save ourselves
countless heartaches, however, if
we accomplish harmony with our
Fellow Man, whether our Fellow
Man is our employer, our boss, our
sources of supply, our customers,
our personal neighbors, or our Na-
tional neighbors.

Remember, Jesus Christ didn’t
ask us to love our neighbors as
ourselves ; He #old us to do it.

The job isn’t easy. No job worth
doing is easy. It is a “command per-
formance” though; and if we look
ahead, it’s a winner in terms of
doing a world-saving task (active
peace). It’s a job, too, of building
up friendship among our neighbors,
whoever they are—bosses, em-
ployees, customers, sources of
stock, personal neighbors, political
neighbors, and National neighbors.

Is the job worth doing? We
think so.

b

The Spiritual Glow is a priceless heavenly gift. Horace Bushnell
said: “The soul of improvement is the improvement of the soul.” He
who opens to God the windows of his own soul and permits the heavenly
fires to burn through his own spirit will find the secret of victorious
living. It is beautifully related that when an old Scotch saint lay dying,
his daughter approached his bed and said : “Will I read a chapter to ye,
Father?” “Na, na, lassie,” he said. “The storm’s up noo; I theekit
(thatched) ma house in calm weather.” The storms are raging but God

still lives.—Fred R. Chenault.




