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As We Go To Press

As this issue of Clear Horizons goes to press, the anticipation of the coming
Christmas season hangs in the air. There is expectancy and already the joy of the holy
season is beginning to show in the faces and the plans of our friends. Expectancy and
joy are the two conditions that so often enable our Heavenly Father and our Lord
Jesus Christ to come in and abide with us and bring to birth in us His Holy Spirit.
We of the staff hope this winter season, with the holy time right in the middle of it,
will bring to birth in the manger of your "heart the gift of God you most need and desire,

Glen Clark (page 1) has been gone from home and the office so much this year,
and there seems to be no chance of any change in the future as he is in more and more
demand all the time. Glenn's latest book, God's Reach, has just been published.

We are happy to welcome into the family of our contributing editors, Stella
Terrill Mann of Pasadena, California. Mrs. Mann is well known as the author of
How To Change Your Life Through Prayer and How To Change Your Life Through
Love, Mrs. Mann attended and spoke at the Southern California Camp Farthest Out
last summer and all reports, without dissent, are glowing accounts of how much she
contributed. She is an excellent speaker. Welcome, Mrs. Mann, and God continue to
bless you richly!

It is the plan of the home staff to have the schedule of The Camps Farthest
Out mailed around the middle of January. If you have some friends who are not on
our mailing list who ought to get the announcement, send their names to Mrs. Glen
Stowe who is in complete charge of the camp plans and publicity. Announcements
will reach you in a different and more attractive package this year, and we know you
will like it and thank Mrs. Glen Stowe (we call her “Judy” in the office). This
coming summer will be a period of more camps than ever before, and lo and behold
we have reports that two of them are filled already. Be sure and make your summer
plans a bit earlier this year, your plans to attend a Camp Farthest Out.

This office had heard reports about Mamerta Block long before the article on her
by Alice Keith (page 13) came to us. It would be nice to see this story receive
wider distribution. . . . Rufus Jones (page 47) has grown in stature in the minds
of men since his death and you will like to live with him once more.
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(I Instead of looking up into the sky with love and joy we are
looking down into the eust with hate and despair.

Look Toward the Sky

Glenn Clark

AN was made after the
M image and likeness of
God, according to the

first chapter of Genesis ; but accord-
ing to the second chapter he was
made of the dust of the earth. The
entire history of mankind has been
a pendulum swing between those
two viewpoints. Man has alternate-
ly gazed downward toward the
dust of the earth and upward to-
ward the skies of heaven.

Man was first placed in a para-
dise where as long as his eye was
single and he placed all his trust in
God all he needed to do was to keep
his eye on the sky and live in a
timeless, spaceless paradise of bliss ;
but when he turned his gaze upon
the earth and obeyed the voice of
that which crept in its dust he found
himself eating of the tree of knowl-
edge of good and evil, and the
prison house of time and space de-
scending upon him. The entire his-
tory of man has been the story of
his attempts to recapture the bliss
and glory of that spaceless and
timeless Garden of Eden from

which long ago he was banished.

One of the most fascinating of all
studies is to trace how the very
inventions of man’s hands have
alternately confined him to the
bondage of time and space, and
almost immediately afterwards lib-
erated him to the unobstructed uni-
verse of infinity and eternity.

The first epoch-making inven-
tion of mankind was the clock
which for the first time in history
broke eternity up into hours and
minutes and seconds of time. The
next earth shaking production of
man’s hand was the map which
brought infinity into the confines of
space. With these two instruments
in his hand man’s power over this
earth grew apace, but God’s power
over man grew less and less.

When man began to chafe under
this tyranny of time and space he
turned to two doorways of escape
—one was the doorway of war and
one the doorway of religion. Both
the army and the monastery were
retreats from life, and, strange to
say, in their retreat they had many
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things in common. The chief posi-
tive thing they had in common was
that both opened doorways to
power—the monastery offered op-
portunity for conquest of self; the
army for the conquest of others.

Neither of these “escapes” suc-
ceeded in restoring infinity and
eternity to the common man for
both were regimented in uniforms,
drill and discipline. The Macedon-
ian Phalanx made men machines,
and to a certain extent so did the
monastery bells. The first large
scale demand for standardized
goods was for uniforms for priests
and soldiers. The Pope and the
Marshal both wielded dictatorship
control. It remained for the inven-
tion of the printing press to set
men free from bondage to the nar-
row confines of time and space into
which the clock and map had
plunged them.

Out of the printing press came
two great discoveries that for a
while almost brought mankind back
to the gates of paradise. One was
the discovery of self; the other was
the discovery of the world.

The printed page of Homer and
Virgil, of Heroditas and Gibbon,
of Genesis and Isaiah carried one
way back thousands of years in time,
and stories of the Crusades, Colum-
bus and Marco Polo carried readers
thousands of miles away in space.
The printing press brought the
Renaissance through the redis-
covery of the literature of Greece,
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and the Reformation through the
re-discovery of the Bible.

The printing press made printed
coins possible, also ledgers and with
them bookkeeping and banking.
The coin of capitalism reduced time
and space into a form that could
be carried in one’s pockets. When
abused, coin could lead to dictator-
ship through the simple formula:
Time is money; money is power ;
power controls the world. Through
money and industrialism the white
races were able to conquer and ex-
ploit  the dark races all over the
world. Thus the press as a space
saver, a time saver, a labor saver
became a life saver to industrialism.

But the printing press through
creating the library, the laboratory,
and the university did more to
liberate than to bind. Hardly was
man beginning to feel the freedom
from time and space which the
Renaissance and Reformation,
made possible by the printing press,
had brought into the world when
another earth shaking invention
clamped him back into the bondage
from which he thought he had
escaped and that was the steam en-
gine.

As the clock ushered in the first
great age—the quill pen age, the
steam engine ushered in the second
great age, the steel pen age. As the
first age derived its power from
wind and water which turned the
windmill and the mill wheel, the
second age derived its power from

coal and iron that produced and
operated the furnaces and turbines.
While the steam engine released
wealth as never before, the wealth
was siphoned into the hands of a
controlling minority and for mil-
lions of workers the age of regimen-
tation began. Not only did the fac-
tories pollute the air and the water
but also the worker. It is an in-
teresting paradox that it was when
man commenced to be looked upon
as a mere means to an end in in-
dustry that Emmanuel Kant in the
seclusion of his study was startling
the universities by his “categorical
Imperative.” Treat every individ-
ual as an end in himself and never
as a means only.”

Through this regimentation, coal
was being mined, iron was being
mined, and alas, man was also being
mined. But when regimentation
was at its height making man
through the steam engine ever more
deeply a space-bound and time-
bound creature, another invention
was born that introduced another
form of regimentation which liber-
ated man from time and space—
and that was the orchestra. As
other forms of regimentation, such
as the army and the factory shut
eternity and infinity out through
the monotonous vibration of jar-
ring machinery, marching feet and
exploding guns, this new form of
regimentation was restoring the
eternal, infinite values expressed in
creative harmony and rhythm.
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Through the clock and the print-
ing press capitalism was made pos-
sible. Through the steam engine it
was permantly fixed upon the civil-
ized world. For our own nation
during its first century as a nation,
1790-1890, it was the most perfect
invention that could have been de-
vised by man. The one weak link in
capitalism is the recurring periods
of unemployment brought about
by the inability to distribute the
products of industry at the same
rate they are being produced. But
during this century whenever the
factories shut down all the unem-
ployed had to do was to climb into
a covered wagon and seek free
lands in the new frontiers.

“These land pioneers,” writes
Lewis Mumford, “in satisfying
their own spiritual needs by colon-
izing less inhabited areas provided
raw materials and opened new mar-
kets for satisfying the spiritual de-
sires of manufacturers to serve.
During this period capitalism was
a creative, spiritual force because
it served as a means for the inner
impulses of society to balance per-
fectly. Rarely has there been a
social situation which has proven
so satisfactory to so many differ-
ent types of personality and. so
many varieties of human effort.
with the closing of the frontiers,
this perfect allocation of parts was
completely dislocated.”

But with the invention of electri-
city and the coming in of electron-
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ics and synthetics there was ushered
in the most world shaking age
of all — the fountain pen age.
Workers the world over, began to
rebel against the suppressions and
repressions of the steel pen age
that regimented them into creatures
of time and space. Finding no es-
cape from regimentation they be-
gan to turn regimentation to serve
their own ends by regimenting
themselves into labor unions. Not
satisfied with that, in countries
where the regimentation of capital-
ism had been especially binding
they regimented themselves into
socialism. Where the exploitation
had been worst of all men turned
for escape to the severest of all
forms of regimentation—commun-
ism. When these various forms of
economic regimentation began to
clash the inevitable result was war
~—the most terrible form of regi-
mentation there is.

Today we have reached the apex
of regimentation: In our economic
system gigantic trusts, gigantic
labor unions, we find ourselves sur-
rounded by chain stores, chain
banks, and last but not least gigan-
tic income taxes. In our entertain-
ment we are regimented before
comic strips, cinema block booking,
television programs, and mass ath-
letics. Even our vices are being
regimented for us through gam-
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bling and night club drinking.

Right now when we are on the
threshold of the newest age of all,
where all our needs may be met by
atomic energy; time and space are
actually crumbling before radio,
television and the jet planes.

But, alas, these great inventions
which should be liberating us from
time and space are threatening to
destroy all that is precious within
the confines of time and space.

The greatest paradox in the his-
tory of man is that at the wvery
moment God has furnished the in-
struments in the most lavish abund-
ance, and opened wide the doors
that open on infinity and eternity,
instead of looking up into the sky
with love and joy, we are looking
down into the dust with hate and
despair. The radio that could broad-
cast faith and love is used to spread
discord and fear; the airplane that
could spread messages of goodwill
are used to drop bombs that de-
stroy; atomic energy that could
turn the world into a heaven on
earth is threatening to turn the
world into a cauldron of hell.

We have tried every device the
mind of man could invent, and we
find ourselves physically and moral-
ly bankrupt, and as a nation we
still refuse to use the most power-
ful forces God has given us—Love
and Prayer.*

*How these forces may be used, to solve all of our problems can be found in
Glenn Clark’s new book just off the press: God's Reach, Macalester Park Pub.

Co., $2.50.

(. What of all abandoned churches drowsing along the

countryside from Maine to California?

The Abandoned Church that Came to Life

Where the Spirit Returned
Betty Rood

S THERE a ghost in your
]I community —a haunting re-
minder of better days?

Less than three years ago The
Little Church in the Pines was just
a blot on the landscape. Today it
is the life pulse of a small group
of Christian families who worship
in the quiet atmosphere of lofty
mountains.

On a Sunday morning in the
summer of 1948 the single road
winding through the tiny settlement
of Salina, Colorado, was animated
by the laughter of children on their
way to the school house. They were
going to attend Sunday School.
Two mothers, teachers of the small
group, accompanied them. They
stopped a moment to rest, for the
grade is abrupt at this place; and
while they paused for breath, their
eyes came to focus on the little old
church in front of them, its weath-
ered clapboards, broken windows
and rotting steps a desecration of
a former self and a sad contrast to
the sublime beauty of surrounding
hills and trees and the delft blue
sky above.

Said Mary Morgan to her com-
panion, “Isn’t it queer how you see
a thing every day, yet really never

see it at all? I mean that old church.
Look, Laura, the spire rises out of
all that neglect and decay and seems
almost to touch Heaven, itself.”

“I've thought of it, too,” replied
Laura Curtright. “It seems a shame
to pass up a real church on Sun-
day morning to go to a school house.
Dances Saturday nights; worship
Sunday morning. Somehow, it
seems to me we need a dedicated
place.”

The women on the road had
voiced a sentiment inherent in the
hearts of religious peoples through-
out the ages. Even the Israelites, in
their wanderings through the wil-
derness, must needs have a “dedi-
cated place” and the Ark of the
Covenant was constructed with in-
finite care.

The families of miners who
settled on Gold Run Creek to take
yellow treasure from the hillsides,
felt the same need; and accord-
ingly banded together to build the
church at Salina about the year of
1900.

However, with the passing of
boom days, families moved from
Salina and of necessity the church
was abandoned.

Perhaps we cannot say that the
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spirit of any church is ever destroy-
ed. Perhaps, here on a sunny hill-
side in the quiet of that Sunday
morning, the spirit lingered, prob-
ing the heart of the passer-by, dar-
ing to suggest a rebirth, hoping to
again live within the four walls of
the little old church, yet knowing
that only by invitation of mortal
man could the soul return to the
structure.

A few families talked things over
that summer of 1948, decided they
wanted a community church and
that it was quite possible to restore
the church building to usable con-
dition. They located the owner,
made a deal for several hundred
dollars and dug into their jeans
for the price without benefit of pie
socials or bazaars. Of course, it
pinched for there is not one person
in the group with money to spare;
yet the satisfaction has been im-
measurable.

It was but a short time till
enough repairs were made so that
Sunday School was held in the
“new” church instead of the school
house. It was a proud day when the
bell was replaced in the tower and
its chimes rang out on the quiet
mountain air to call the community
to worship. In the following months
the work continued as the spirit
grew. The old wainscoted walls
were scrubbed and refinished to a
soft luster. The tall windows were
draped artistically to frame the

view of God’s handiwork. New ce-
ment steps replaced the rotted,
wooden ones. A neat signboard out-
side proclaims to all who pass that
here is a living church. Truly, in
its glistening, fresh paint it looks as
impressive as an elderly, dignified
lady carefully groomed to attend
services.

Much of this work was done
after the dedication service which
occurred October 31, 1948. With
the aid of a missionary pastor of
the Presbyterian church in Boulder,
the elders drew up a most simple
charter for the fourteen members
who joined that day. It is an inter-
esting sidelight that six denomina-
tions were represented in this
group, yet it is named simply, “The
Little Church in the Pines.” Its
creed is as simple—one brother-
hood in Christ Jesus.

How can harmony come among
people of various denominational
backgrounds? The answer seems to
come from the fact that it is a rural
church for rural people.

Another factor, surely, that
makes the spirit of good fellowship,
is the helping hand the members
have reached out to others from the
very start of the organization. The
women formed a Dorcas Society
and immediately identified them-
selves with a mission school for
Indians in the Southwest. One
would think the little Indian babies
who received the layettes and blank-
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ets made during the monthly meet-
ings were flesh of their flesh so
lovingly are the stitches made.
Never were toys chosen more hap-
pily nor cookies more gayly deco-
rated than those that have filled
Christmas boxes for these same
little Indians. The idea arose for a
portable organ to be used in the
Indian school last Christmas; and
down went hands into purses again,
coming up with the necessary
$175.00. It is a surprising fact that
all activities are carried on with
free will offerings and tithes.

The church has no resident pas-
tor but often a minister comes from
Boulder, bringing a blessing and
taking one away. Even after all the
past years, the Sunday School
Union continues its good work in
the community, sending workers
for the Daily Vacation Bible School
and sometimes to hold special eve-
ning meetings. Quite often a con-
secrated Bible student occupies the
pulpit and gives an inspiring ser-
mon. Each Wednesday evening a
Bible study is held, with different
members leading the discussion
from week to week.

What of all the abandoned
churches drowsing along the coun-
tryside from Maine to California?
Are they senile, having outlived

oA

their usefulness? Or is there a need
for their revival and rededication?
Might there be those within their
shadows who would welcome a
chance to meet with other rural
folk, but who would feel ill at ease
in a near-by city church? Pos-
sibly the distance is too great to
travel after chores are done in the
morning.

For centuries Christianity and
Freedom have walked hand in hand
throughout the length and breadth
of America. How fitting it would
be to make the country church a liv-
ing testimony of the ideals of its own
particular community.

In this day of struggle with
powers that oppose Christianity;
that belittle the individual and seek
to abolish the freedom of people to
choose their own way of life, in
this critical time, could many live
rural churches stand as a unique
defense against the enemy?

If there is a ghost church in your
neighborhood pause a moment the
next time you pass by—and listen.
You may hear the stir of corn leaves
in a nearby field. You may hear the
swish of a playful breeze in the
trees. Or it might be the soft sigh
of a spirit, daring to hope for a re-
birth; for an opportunity to be
one again with the decadent church.

o &

There is nothing so strong or safe in an emergency of life as the

simple truth.—Charles Dickens



( Even the humble task of getting the garbage ready for disposal

is an opportunity to stretch the soul.

Soul-Stretching

Eva L. Spangler

Pray without ceasing. 1 Thes. 5:17
(A Game for Developing Spiritual Muscles)

T SEEMS there are health
]I studios on every hand these

days, urging folks to build the
body beautiful, develop the muscles,
get rid of excess fat, etc. Each time
I see their advertisements I won-
der what would happen to the
people in this wonderful land of
ours, if they would suddenly real-
ize that the thing they are striving
for is the spiritual counterpart.
Their advertisements then would
read, “Build the Soul Beautiful,”
“Get Rid of Pharisee Fat,” “De-
velop the Sinews of Faith.” Alice
Kraft, who leads the C.F.O. camp-
ers in Creative Rhythms, has found
the answer to actively combining
the two.

However, there are those of us
who have not time in daily living to
include these exercises, or who by
their own nature do not prefer to
use them, and it is for this class I
write, for I am one of them.

Did not our Lord say, “Seek
ye first the Kingdom of God, and
his righteousness; and ALL these
things SHALL be added unto
you?” (Capital letters of course
are mine.) It was this instruction
which started me seeking after the

spiritual counterparts in my every-
day life and surroundings, and
helped me in developing my “Soul-
Stretching” exercises.

The idea is not new. I received
great inspiration from THE
PRACTICE OF THE PRES-
CENCE, by Brother Lawrence;
LETTERS BY A MODERN
MYSTIC, by Dr. Frank Laubach,
and MOST of all by GAME
WITH MINUTES, also by Lau-
bach. But necessity is the mother
of invention, and because I am the
mother of three little ones and have
not the time I would like to have
for quiet meditation, I had to work
out a way to meditate while work-
ing, much the same as did Klara
Munkres in her lovely kitchen of
of prayer, which starts:

Lord of all pots and pans and things,
since I've not time to be

A saint by doing lovely things or

watching late with Thee
Or dreaming in the dawn light or
storming Heaven’s gates

Make me a saint by getting meals

and washing up the plates.
Those of you who find yourselves
in like position I am sure will like
this soul stretching game and will
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develop many more of your own
exercises to fit your needs.

Try this some so-called Blue
Monday, and see how your spirit
soars :

“Lord, as the dirt and grime is
washed from these clothes, so let
your free flowing Water of Life
cleanse and purify the souls of my
family and myself.” Then if the
Lord does a little agitating while
giving you what you ask, don’t
cry out for Him to stop—the agita-
tor in your washer roughed up the
clothes a bit, but they held to-
gether and so will you.

As you hang clothes on the line
(and keep your line a little high),
ask God to help each one as you
hang up their garment, to help that
one to stretch his soul to Him, even
as you stretch to reach the line.

There are many other household
tasks which require the use of water
and I know you will think of a soul
stretcher for them. Try watering
your house plants sometime with
the Water of Life and fertilizing
them with love—then watch their
growth! Ask God to do the same
for you, and you'll be amazed at
what happens. While working in
the garden ask Him to nourish your
body with the same Life-giving
substance that brings your plants
to full and beautiful maturity, and
be sure to work barefooted so you
can feel it happen. Have your back
bare so the sun shining down will

remind you of the warmth of His
Love. While pulling out the weeds,
ask Him to pull the weeds from
your spiritual life and to make you
as the “Lilies of the Field” with
whom Solomon could not compare.

While ironing, ask the Lord to
iron the wrinkles out of the lives
of the wearers of each garment.
Then extend this blessing to all
who worked to grow the cotton,
make the thread, weave the cloth,
etc., for that garment. As you iron
also remember that different fabrics
need different heats, so do all souls
need more or less discipline accord-
ing to what the Lord is trying to
teach them. Some souls yield to
Him more easily than others, and
if things get pretty hot for you after
applying this soul stretching exer-
cise it’s simply because your par-
ticular “wrinkle” is hard to iron
out. Maybe, too, you're a little dry
of spirit, and need a little more
dampening with the water of for-
giveness, loving-kindness or self-
lessness.

We all have to mend—claim the
promise, “He restoreth my soul,”
for each of those for whom you re-
store clothing. You can substitute
the word your, or their given names
for the word, my.

Cooking a meal? “Man shall not
live by bread alone, but by every
word that proceedeth out of the
mouth of God.” Ask our Father
then to feed the family spiritually
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as you prepare the food for their
bodies, and ask Him that they will
be as willing to partake of this food
of the spirit as they will to eat the
physical food. For we want not the
the souls of our families to suffer
of malnutrition.

Walk, instead of driving to the
grocery. It is very important to
walk, and while you’re about it
THANK God for spiritual legs
than can “run, and not be weary;
walk, and not faint.” As you walk
the familiar way to the store, re-
call the Bible command, “Prepare
ye the way of the Lord, make his
paths straight.” Ask Him what you
can do to make His path into your
life a smoother, straighter one.

Even the humble task of getting
the garbage ready for disposal is
also another opportunity to stretch
the soul. As you put each bit in,
thank the Lord He has the power
to rid you of anything which would
decay and foul your soul. Bad hab-
its, sins of disposition, greed, re-
sentment, selfishness ; these all foul
the spiritual air you breathe even

L3
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as the garbage would foul the air
of your kitchen if you piled it up in
a corner and left it there to decay,
rather than destroying it.

As the children go to school, re-
mind them, “If any of you lack
wisdom, let him ask of God, that
giveth to all men (and children)
liberally,” then pray for that wis-
dom for your family and thank Him
for the promise to supply it as you
endeavor to guide your family along
the path to His Kingdom.

Now don’t think these soul
stretching exercises are offered for
Mothers only. They are for every
busy person who has the idea that
they have not the time for medita-
tion that they would like to have.
I know of folks who “soul-stretch”
as they work in factories and other
places of business; as Dr. Frank
Laubach says in his GAME WITH
MINUTES, it’s really possible to
think of God and something else
at the same time—and it’s fun!

Try this game of seeking the
Great Counterpart, and get a new
lease on Life that will never run out.

L3

For He Notes the Sparrow’s Fall
Mrs. Edna Hull Miller

When I bow in heavy grief—
Deep in temporal night,

This assurance is my stay—
Dark gives way to light.

God outlives all depths of woe—
I’'m precious in His sight !

{{ “He healed the blind man? Why not me?"”

Christ Healed My Eyes

Doreen Hayes

very beginning, that this story

or account, call it what you
will, is true. Also, that I am not
what is called “religious.” I have
a faith in God, and try to the best
of my ability, to practice “Chris-
tianity.” It is to this faith I owe my
sight today, because I am sure I
would have lost the sight of at least
one eye had I not experienced, that
which seems to me to be, a miracle.

Years ago I was all alone, with
two small children to care for, and
to do this I took in sewing.

On this particular morning, a
bright early summer day, I took my
two youngsters to the beach, to
play, and sat down beside a large
log, which the tide had washed in,
to watch them. There would be no
sewing for me this day, my eyes
hurt, especially the left one. The
most gentle pressure was more
than I could stand, and so I sat and
worried.

Standing tall and beautiful, on
the top of a bank, were two trees,
poplars, which I had always ad-
mired, but this time as I looked up
at them to my dismay they were
blurred and almost blended into
one, then I was afraid, I WAS los-
ing my sight and those two chil-

][ WOULD like to state, at the

dren depending on me!

What was I going to do? I had
no extra money to enable me to see
an eye specialist.

As T sat trying to work out this
new problem, the story of Christ
healing the blind man flashed across
my mind.

Then the stupendous thought—
“HE HEALED THE BLIND
MAN? WHY NOT ME?”

To shut the sunlight from my
aching eyes I had leaned against
the log and cradled my head in my
arms when suddenly it seemed to
me as if two thousand years had
not yet happened and I was kneel-
ing, as that blind man had knelt,
before Christ and He, as then, spat
on the earth and made mud with
His spittle (John 9-6) and put it
across my eyes, then He and His
followers moved on, and I was
alone, still kneeling.

A hand on my shoulder roused
me, and a friend stopped and spoke
of the wonderful weather and other
generalities and went his way. After
he had gone, I watched the children
playing awhile and again I went
back to my thoughts, “What HAD
I been thinking? Ah! yes—my
eyes.”

Once more I raised my eyes to

11
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those two tall trees—and there was
my MIRACLE.

They stood there, clear and dis-
tinct, each leaf shiny and clear cut,
the gentle breeze causing little
green shadows to dance in and out
amongst the branches.

That was fifteen years ago—my
eyes are still strong and clear and
so is my Faith, when my troubles
are too heavy for me to carry alone,
I brush away two thousand years
and always find Christ and always
find the Help I need.

& 3 +*

At This Christmas Time

Life is so generous a giver ; we in judging its gifts by the covering cast
them away as ugly, or heavy, or hard. Remove the covering and you will
find beneath it a living splendor, woven of love, by wisdom, with power.
Welcome it, grasp it, and you touch the angel’s hand that brings it to you.
Everything we call a trial, a sorrow, or a duty, believe me, that angel’s
hand is there; the gift is there, and the wonder of an overshadowing Pres-
ence. Our joys, too. Be not content with them as joys. They, too, conceal
diviner gifts.

Life is so full of meaning, of purpose, so full of beauty—beneath the
covering—that you will find earth but clouds your heaven. Courage, then,
to claim it; that is all! But courage you have, and the knowledge that we
are pilgrims together, wending our way, through unknown country, home.

And so, at this Christmas time, I greet you; not quite as the world
sends greetings, but with profound esteem and the prayer that for you,
now and forever, the day breaks and the shadows flee away.

I have the honor to be your servant, though the least worthy of them.

—Fra Giovanni

“When the heart is set right, the personal life is cultivated.
When the personal life is cultivated, then the family is regulated.
When the family is regulated, the national life is orderly.
And when the national life is orderly, then there is peace in the world.”

—Confucius

([ The incredible tortures she endured left scars on her
tiny body that will always remain with her.

Modern Martyr of the Philippines

Alice Keith

last summer at a “Camp

Farthest Out” in Rhodes
Grove, Pennsylvania. She had come
to the mountains for a brief respite
from the heat of Washington with
her little daughter and her hus-
band, who was a student complet-
ing his college course at the Uni-
versity of Maryland.

Like everyone else, I was imme-
diately struck by her mien and
bearing. It wasn’t her tawny com-
plexion that first attracted my
attention, nor was it her intelligent
brown eyes. I learned later the
cause for a quiet sadness registered
on her face, even when she was
smiling.

Since that time I have heard her
address groups of young people and
seen them held spellbound by the
fire and sincerity of her words. Her
unshakable faith in the power of
truth and in the ultimate triumph
of justice, her utter dependence up-
on Divine guidance and her ma-
ternal love that seems to encom-
pass all creeds and races have an
electrifying effect upon her audi-
ence.

Mamerta de Los Reyes was born
a little over thirty years ago in
Nueva Ecija near the city of Ma-
nila. Her mother died when she

]:[ FIRST met Mamerta Block

was a child and her father was kill-
ed by the Japanese invaders in the
recent war.

In 1938 she married Pedro
Blanco, a brilliant Filipino youth
who had received his college degree
at Columbia University and taken
post graduate studies in political
science at the University of Penn-
sylvania and at Oxford College in
England. She was gay and young
then.

She worked beside her husband
on his publication, the Common-
wealth Advocate, a magazine read
for authoritative information in
countries all over the world.

She was acting as a reporter in
Bataan when war broke out. Dress-
ed as a boy, she interviewed Gen-
eral Wainwright at one time, much
to his annoyance. When the Gen-
eral was visiting Washington not
long ago she called on him again.
He hesitated for a moment and then
exclaimed, “Oh, you are the little
boy I met in Bataan!”

She was evacuated from Bataan
with others who escaped when the
war broke out, but her husband,
then a Reserve Captain in the U. S.
Armed Forces of the Far East, was
caught in the death march. Al-
though he managed to break away
from the line, he died of cerebral
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malaria after two weeks of suffer-
ing. His men carried his body one
hundred and forty miles to its final
resting place in Tarlac.

Together with about two hun-
dred and seventy men, Mamerta
hid in the marshy portion of Ma-
nila Bay. There she nursed those
who were stricken with malaria.
Many died because no medicine was
available, but those who remained
formed the nucleus of a well-organ-
ized guerilla army of 10,000 men
and women who helped the United
States Government gain a victory
over the Japanese.

Mamerta's two year old son was
being taken care of by his nurse in
the home of a friend, their own
house and their complete business
establishment having been burned
to the ground by the invaders.

Known to her companions as
“Ne Ne,” she began a career as
propagandist, courier and supply
agent, a career which led to her in-
carceration in a dungeon of old
Fort Santiago, built by the Span-
iards in the sixteenth century. She
was sentenced to death and kept
in solitary confinement for about
three months.

The incredible tortures she en-
dured left scars on her tiny body
that will always remain with her.
Each day she was taken out and
beaten with a heavy iron rod and
every other day her feet were tied
to a pulley while her head was
lowered into a tub of water until
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it was evident she was about to
drown. Then she was taken down
and thrown on the floor until she
regained consciousness. Her fingers
were burned by her torturers, but
she refused to tell the whereabouts
of the guerillas.

“Hundreds of Filipinos died in
that prison,” she said, “but not one
squealed.” Her meals consisted of a
daily portion of wormy putrid rice
served in a dirty cocoanut shell, but
she managed to get enough water
to keep alive.

At last, when she could not en-
dure any more suffering, she lapsed
into unconsciousness and the prison
doctor pronounced her dead. The
guard threw her over the wall into
an ambulance taking bodies of tor-
ture victims to the morgue. The
driver, however, detected signs of
life in her and drove her instead to
a hospital. For eighteen hours she
knew nothing of what was hap-
pening. She did not even know
when her baby was removed by a
Caesarian operation. “When I
awoke,” she says, “I heard my baby
crying lustily.”

Her own family had no way of
knowing she was alive until she re-
joined the guerilla band in the
mountains after leaving the hospi-
tal. There she acted as supply
bearer, courier and prayer leader.

She relates a story that she says
is “truly touching.” “One night an
American soldier was brought to us
with a bullet lodged in his thigh.
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We had no way to remove it . . . no
medicine, no hot water, no ‘nothing.’
We knelt down together to pray
and while so doing a thought came
to me, ‘My umbrella reed will do.’
So I took the umbrella reed and re-
moved the bullet.”

“Didn’t you have a light?” she
was asked. “No light,” she replied
and then with an amused little
chuckle, she added, “Now you will
be asking me, ‘Did you have coffee
and ice cream?’”

Mamerta translated and deliver-
ed to other guerillas the messages
received on a stolen radio set, keep-
ing them informed and giving them
courage and during the liberation
she joined Unit 8 of the combat
Philippine Civilian Administration.
She receiver a salary for two weeks,
the only pay she has ever gotten
from the United States government
for her services, even though she
actively cooperated with military
intelligence and was cited for
bravery.

She left the office job to go with
the band of those who were helping
to liberate the children and aged
caught in the cross fire section of
Manila. She crawled through tun-
nels under the walls of the old
Spanish city to help drag civilians
out. Sights she witnessed were too
terrible to describe.

She drove an old jeep, carrying
messages back and forth. And
thereon hangs a tale! It was that

old jeep that introduced her to her
present husband, then a Lieutenant
JG in the Navy. One day her
broken-down car limped into the
field where handsome Lt. Isaac
Block was stationed. A flat tire had
to be fixed. Isaac insisted upon help-
ing Mamerta and he’s been helping
her ever since.

After the war was over, Mamerta
felt her services were needed more
than ever before. There was so
much bad liquor and the American
boys were so “hawmseeck.” She
helped to set up a temporary USO
in Manila. A Spanish lady loaned
her beautiful home and Lannie
Ross, who was a Major in the Spe-
cial Services Division, was her
“boss.” “I didn’t know who Lannie
was then,” she admitted.

In December of 1948, the Philip-
pine Guerillas’ Veterans’ Legion
commissioned Mamerta—now Ma-
merta Block—to go to Washington
and bring their case before the
powers-that-be. She and her hus-
band and their little girl, Aida,
came to the United States, leaving
her two little boys with friends un-
til such time as she could acquire
funds to send for them.

Mamerta’s great concern is for
the unrewarded guerillas, who de-
serve help and for her country-
women, now suffering in poverty,
women whose husbands died fight-
ing for their islands and for the
United States ; but she is even more
concerned over the fact that loyal
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Filipinos who were promised pen-
sions and veteran benefits feel they
have been deserted by the United
States.

“The thousands of Chinese com-
munists descending upon the Philip-
pines are winning people over to
their ideology because of negli-
gence and dishonesty of a few
greedy people in positions of
power,” she insists.

After such a long period of suf-
fering and disillusioning experi-
ences it might naturally be sup-
posed that Mamerta would have
lost faith in the United States she
has always loved and in the God
she has always trusted, but such is
not the case.

“I started in 1935 to campaign
for dominion status of the Philip-
pines,” she explains, “because, even
then, the sinister movement of com-
munism had started. Most of my
people felt very close to America
and held the United States govern-
ment up as a shining example of an
effective democracy. The trouble
with all of us is that we have failed
to put God in our hearts,” she says.
“We drive God away. We want
to grab, grab, grab.

“I was not a good Christian
when I was thrown into prison. In
my suffering I came to know God.
No creed, no church service was
possible. Sometimes my prayer was
only one word . . . ‘God!" It was
His unseen hand that guided me
and brought me to life after T had

been ‘dead’ for eighteen hours.”

Mamerta Block, although still a
young woman, recently had a severe
heart attack and a return of an
arthritic condition resulting from
rheumatic fever and her long period
of starvation.

She has consummate courage, a
strength of spirit and generosity of
soul that meets all obstacles without
trembling, but tears came to her
eyes when she said, “I wish I could
have my two little boys with me. If
I only had the money to send for
them !”

Recently when she was compli-
mented by a radio interviewer for
her spectacular achievements she
replied with sincere humility, “It is
little enough to do for a country
that has done so much for me and
my people.”

There is a pleasant sequel to this
little story. Mamerta’s husband has
completed his course at the Univer-
sity and is now employed by the
United States government.

Both a Baptist and a Presby-
terian church in Washington, D. C.,
are helping her get her two chil-
dren to America through assistance
of navy and army chaplains. Her
husband plans to adopt the boys
when they arrive and America will
be richer by two new young citizens
of fine heredity who will be brought
up in a Christian home.

It was the young people in the
church Abraham Lincoln used to
attend who spontaneously offered
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a gift of several hundred dollars to
help bring Mamerta's children to
her.

As soon as her health is com-

g e

pletely restored she plans to lecture
again on her favorite subject, “The
Brotherhood of Man and the
Fatherhood of God.”

&

Love

Thomas Traherne
(1637-1674)

OVE is so divine and perfect a
| thing that it is worthy to
be the very end and being
of the Deity. It is His goodness
and it is His glory. We therefore
so vastly delight in love, because all
these excellencies and all other
whatsoever lie within it. By loving,
a soul does propagate and magnify
itself. By loving, it does enlarge
and delight itself. By loving, it de-
lighteth others, as by loving, it doth
honour and enrich itself. But above
all, by loving, it does attain itself.
Love also being the end of souls,
which are never perfect till they are
in act what they are in power. They
were made to love, and are dark
and vain and comfortless till they
do it. Till they love they are idle or
misemployed. Till they love they
are desolate, without their objects,
and narrow and little and dishon-
ourable; but when they shine by
love upon all objects, they are ac-
companied with them and enlight-
ened by them. Till we become
therefore all act as God is, we can
never rest nor even be satisfied.
Love is so noble that it enjoyeth

others’ enjoyments, delighting in
giving all unto its object, and in
seeing all given to its object. So
that whoever loveth all mankind,
he enjoyeth all goodness of God to
the whole world ; and endeavoureth
the benefit of kingdoms and ages,
with all whom he is present by love,
which is the best manner of pres-
ence that is possible.

God is present by love alone. By
love alone he is great and glorious.
By love alone he liveth and feeleth
in other persons. By love alone
He enjoyeth all the creatures, by
love alone He is pleasing to Him-
self. By love alone He is rich and
blessed. Oh why dost not thou by
love alone seek to achieve all these,
by love alone attain another self,
by love alone live in others, by love
alone attain thy glory? The soul
is shriveled up and buried in a
grave, that does not love. But that
which does love widely and truly
is the joy and end of all the world,
the king of heaven and the friend
of God, the shining light and temple
of eternity, the brother of Christ
Jesus, and one with the Holy Ghost.



