Clear Horizons

S NG
—all 0
e

(Complete Contents on Back Cover) 25(_

A DEPARTMENT OF PEACE .
Glenn Clark

MAN‘S GREATEST SECRET WEAPON . . . 10
Kenny Baker

SPIRITUAI. AND MENTAL SMOG
Starr Daily

GOODWII.I. THOUGHTS CAN H'AL YOU . . 21

Grenville Kleiser

PRAYER IS TO HELP US REMEN * . . . 37
Allan A. Hunter '

THERE IS AN ANSWER . ., .
Agnes Sanford

Poems - Meditations - Articles - Bodk Reviews




As We Go To Press

As you read the article by Glenn Clark (page 1) about a department of peace.
give a prayer for the success of his mission in Hawaii where he will be as you read
Dr. Clark is the leader of a group, along with the Roland Browns, that lefr for
Hawaii in late March. They were joined by a Hawaiian group for a Camp Farthest Out
and a tour of the islands. . . . Thomas Roach (page 7) gives an interesting account of
an experiment that meant a great deal to those who attended Camps Farthest Out last
summer. We have had many reports from those who participated in this program, and
all of them have claimed much good from it. Try it yourself sometime. God speaks
through us, and can use us to speak to ourselves some months in the future. . . . We
came across the article by William L. Stidger (page 13) sometime back and filed
it for future use. Dr. Stidger passed on to heaven last year. He is remembered by
ministers all over the country as their friend and counselor. He always carried in
his pocket candy life-savers to give to children. One young minister remembers him
as the man who came to preach in his father’s church in Nebraska. The life-savers did
the trick of remembering. The life-savers were not a trick, but rather an indication

of a genuine friendship for everyone that was the mark of the man himself. . . . Starr
Daily (page 18) has a real good article that you will want to read. We would like
to have more from Starr. . . . That grand old man, Grenville Kleiser (page 21),

always writes something we can get hold of and use in our daily lives. He speaks from
experience and because of it his words ring true. . . . You will be glad to know more
about the Children’s Federation in the report by Agnes Curtis (page 23). When she
wrote asking us if we would be interested in seeing something on this organization,
we thought it a good opportunity to get an account of Christianity at work, regardless
of the name we give it. . . . Let's hope and pray that the story by Art Foster (page 27)
does not come true. It is up to each individual whether or not it does. . . . Some
readers have written in asking for more by Allan A. Hunter (page 37) of Los Angeles.
There is no request that we are more glad to fulfill. We want more of him, too. Allan
has written a remarkably good foreword to the new book, to be published May 15,
Love, The Law of Life. He interprets Kagawa in this book as few have done. There
are springs within Allan Hunter that feed his pen. . . . Agnes Sanford (page 49)
comes up with a good article. It is the message she has been giving to the country
lately. Her latest book, Oh Watchman!, is a good book you won't want to miss
reading. It costs $2.75 and is worth every penny of it.
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( To house our Department of Peace we purchased

a building in Washington.

A Department of Peace
Glenn Clark

a War Department to which
they turn when the Depart-
ment of State reports that a war
is imminent. When “finis” is writ-
ten on the period of war—what
then! There is no Department of
Peace. Perhaps this is why his-
torical analysts report that America
has never lost a war but it has
never won a peace.
This makes it clear to all lovers
of peace that if we want war to
end, the next step for our Govern-

THESE United States have

ment to take 1s to establish a De-
partment of Peace. The duties of

such a department would be, first,
to build a national foreign policy
based on justice, friendliness and
good will; and second, in case of

ment and knowing that one act is
worth a thousand words when the
act is in accord with the will of
God, a group of us have decided to
set up a model Department of
Peace and in a small way let the
world see what a power such an
instrument could be for good.

A hundred years before the Ten-
nessee Valley Authority was estab-
lished and the great work under-
taken that brought prosperity to
the citizens of many states, Colonel
Lay of Birmingham, Alabama, got
a conception of the prosperity that
could be brought to his native state
if its water power going to waste
could be properly harnessed by the
building of an immense dam. He
spent a quarter of a century lobby-

war to plan in advance aAd put ing with the Government officials

into_effect a peace that would be
fair, equable and Iasting._a
Knowing the long period of time
that would be required to persuade
a sufficient number of our law-
makers to bring about such an in-
novation in our national govern-

in Washington and only near the
end of his life did he think of turn-
ing to private capital to bring his
dream to pass.

With wars and rumors of wars
impending all around us we can-
not afford to wait a quarter of a
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century to have our dreams come
true. So without waiting for a reluc-
tant Congress to act upon this sug-
gestion, a great gathering of peo-
ple meeting in Washington with
Frank Laubach and me decided to
profit by the experience of Colonel
Lay and try to enlist the private
capital of interested individuals
(not the capital that is stored in
banks but the capital that is stored
in human hearts) and establish a
Department of Peace right away.

In three large congregations in
Washington in the opening days of
the New Year of 1951 we decided
to hold our own Congress because
the other Congress was bewildered.
There, in a great downtown church,
we decided to establish our own
Department of Peace and in the
words of Frank Laubach, “declare
a War of Astonishing Kindness
and plan an assault of unselfish
deeds upon the world.”

One of our first undertakings
was to establish a Spiritual Em-
bassy in our own Capital City. To
house our Department of Peace
we purchased a building in Wash-
ington where people of all faiths
and all denominations can come
and pray for our government or
arrange to meet with their senators
and representatives at stated times.
In this capacious building the lead-
ers of the Washington prayer
groups and others interested in
prayer will meet once a month in
a School of Prayer. Every day that
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Congress meets there will be some-
one in the gallery of both Senate
and House for their deliberations
to be guided of God. Each Con-
gressman and Senator will also
have a number of people especially
appointed to concentrate in prayer
for him. In innumerable ways this
Spiritual Embassy Building will be
made the center for focusing the
prayers of all the praying groups
of the nation upon the President
and the leaders of Congress and the
various departments of govern-
ment. From it will be issued each
month a News Sheet for Those
Who Pray.

The Department of War carries
on its functions by means of an
Infantry Force, an Artillery Force
and an Air Force. In place of the
Air Force our Department of Peace
will be supported by a Prayer
Force; in place of an Artillery
Force we shall have a Corps of
Message Bringers; while the foot
Infantry Force will be made up of
earnest sincere Christian “foot
soldiers” who are doing God’s
work in their homes, factories or
wherever they happen to be.

One of the under-secretaries of
the Department of Peace will su-
pervise the establishing of Prayer
Groups all over the nation and will
keep in touch with them as far as
possible so they may be enlisted at
a moment’s notice to go into im-
mediate action at any time of crisis.
One important branch of this
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Prayer Force consists of the army
of shut-ins, veterans in hospitals
and people in old folks homes who
have plenty of leisure. These will
form one of the most vital battalions
to pray with power for the peace
of the world that can be found. We
feel that these untapped reserves
when properly marshalled and
brought into action might turn the
tide of destiny toward peace.
Another under-secretary will
keep track of the movement of the
Message Bringers so that they will
not all bombard the same town at
the same time. By bringing these
flying squadrons into action at the
right time and the right place, city
after city will be taken over by the
forces of peace. At this point our
Department is singularly well-
equipped. We have a well-trained
battalion of spiritual veterans with
especial gifts for awakening folks
to the deepening of the spiritual
life, available to invade any terri-
tory wherever the need calls. Pre-
ceded by a barrage of prayer from
hidden prayer nests all over the
nation, these veteran campaigners
can march into any city, coming in
waves one after another until all its
strategic centers are taken. Then
in departing they can leave as a
garrison a thriving Christ for
Others Group capable of holding
all the ground that was gained, and
mopping up the areas where more
work is needed. These city strong-
holds of Prayer furnish the landing

fields for the Messengers of Light
to get footholds in the cities and
recruiting grounds of old and
young for the camps and training
schools.

As one important function of the
War Department is to work out
plans for cooperating with allies
abroad for the winning of wars, our
Department of Peace is cooperat-
ing with spiritual leaders in foreign
lands for the winning of peace. An
internationally known travel bureau
is giving its full time recruiting
four or five Religious Odyssey
Tours for us to foreign lands where
spiritual retreats with Christian
groups will be interspersed between
periods of sight-seeing thus build-
ing bridges for international un-
derstanding and cooperation and
friendship on the highest levels.

As the War Department has
training camps for training their
recruits, our Department of Peace
is already conducting between
twenty and thirty training camps
carefully distributed in every sec-
tion of the country throughout the
months of spring, summer and fall
where people can be trained in the
disciplines and release to be found
in the spiritual life and where they
can learn to pray with power.

As the War Department has a
West Point as a year-round insti-
tution for the training of officers,
the Peace Department has also
acquired a “Spiritual West Point”
for the training of spiritual leaders.
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West Point on the Hudson has no
more beautiful setting than our
Koinonia College, located in one
of the most beautiful areas just out-
side Baltimore.

Lest people get the notion that
this concentration on the power of
prayer and the power of love is
some scatter-brained escapist phi-
losophy of impractical dreamers,
we are undergirding this entire
Department of Peace with the
soundest foundations of scientific
research. One of the most famous
Universities of America undertook
a few years ago to prove beyond the
question of doubt the reality of
telepathy and the scientific laws
underlying it. The scientists in this
great university in this particular
department are now working hand
in hand with our Department of
Peace in exploring and determin-
ing the significance and reality of
prayer and the great fundamental
laws by which it works. Our train-
ing camps that deal with prayer will
serve as their field laboratories for
experimentation and field research.
Having discovered, for instance,
the law by which the Hopi Indians
are always able to bring rain
through prayer, we are now ex-

b
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ploring how the methods of Jesus
when properly employed by a
sufficient number of dedicated peo-
ple might bring peace to the world
through prayer.

As the War Department has its
staff of publicity and propaganda
our Department of Peace is well-
equipped for the distribution of
literature of the spirit. A nationally
known publishing house, publish-
ing a quarterly magazine dedicated
to this work, has a large force busy
filling the thousands of orders com-
ing in each week from all over the
country for books on prayer and
the deepening of the spiritual life.
Over half its profits go to the un-
derwriting of this movement.

When this Department of Peace
has established itself a little longer
and proven to the leaders of the na-
tion what such activities could do
for peace the government may wish
to assume some of the responsibility
of carrying on a similar program
but on a much larger style.
Through national and individual
efforts walking hand in hand we
can then feel assured that perma-
nent peace shall actually come to
this world.

b

Every man must believe more than he can prove if he is going to
live with the spirit of victory in his heart.

{ May the light that shone from His sepulchre light

the world this Easter morning.

Roll the Stone Away

Hagzel Pickett

cometh Mary Magdalene

early, when it was yet dark,
unto the sepulchre and seeth the
stone taken away from the sepul-
chre.

Down through the centuries the
story of this woman’s love and de-
votion comes to us. In the eerie
light of dawn, when the world
seems strange and a bit frightening,
came this one for whom so much
had been forgiven, whose life had
taken on such purity that she was
given this high honor of first greet-
ing the risen Lord. She came and
the heavy stone that had sealed the
door of the tomb, had been rolled
away.

Mary Magdalene was startled,
perhaps afraid. She ran to tell
Peter and John, turning first to
those whom Jesus had loved. So
they came also and beheld the grave
clothes, folded and in order, but
their understanding was not en-
lightened, so they “went away
again unto their own home.” How
often we turn in our darkness, to
the human friends, thinking “Sure-
ly they will know where they have
taken my Lord.” But they do not
know that no sepulchre on earth,
however strong the door of stone,

THE FIRST day of the week

could long contain the Light of the
World.

Weeping and desolate in her
grief, the woman stayed near the
tomb. She would look once more
for by now the sun had risen and
there was more light in the place.
And as she looked again she saw
two angels in white, one at the head
and one at the feet of the place
where Jesus had lain. They asked
her why she wept and she replied :
“Because they have taken away my
Lord and I know not where they
have laid him.” The disciples had
failed her and now, not even these
angels could give her back her
Lord.

How like Mary Magdalene are
we today, when we in the early
dawn of our understanding, come
seeking and turn first to human un-
derstanding and discover its limita-
tion, the stone door so sturdily
blocking the door of the place we
believe our Lord to be. Progressing
a little way beyond we may find
that the door has been rolled away,
but we find the angels there, a
teacher or a group of spiritually
enlightened souls, who are humble
and sincere, and who try to tell us
where we may find the radiant
Christ we are seeking. And this ex-
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perience is good for at least they
know that He has been there and
they bid us cease our weeping. Per-
haps they have seen Him, too, and
their garments are white with His
radiance. But we cannot borrow
their garments. We must find Him
for ourselves.

Then, so the story goes, Mary
Magdalene “turned herself back,”
and saw Jesus standing, and did not
know that it was Jesus. All she
had to do was to turn around, to
enter the place of His Presence,
within her own heart. No more
stooping down to look into the
empty sepulchre, for when she
turned herself back, the Master
called her by name and her eyes
were opened and she beheld her
Lord.

As she turned to Him then He
told her of His ascension which was
coming, when He would “ascend
unto My Father and your Father,
and to My God and your God.”
What a wonderful message! He
must go away but He gives the
Father to us and us to the Father.
Not just His Father, apart, exclu-
sive, stern, forbidding and inacces-
sible. But My Father and your
Father, My God and your God. He
was going away but He would send
another Comforter, the Holy Spirit,
to abide with them all, and there is
no doubt in my mind but that Mary
Magdalene was in the upper room
when the fire fell upon the assem-
bled followers of Jesus.
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And now we come to the empty
tomb of our present day need, in
darkness and chaos of a heart-
broken world. The thick slab of
stone blocks our way, the barrier
of hate and greed and selfishness.
How can the stone be rolled away ?
How can the Christ come forth?
The stone has been rolled into a
slot and no human-built machinery
can move it. Certainly not an atom
bomb. But wait! No one sees the
power that works behind that door
for it is the power of infinite Love
and Light against which can be no
other force. Could we ourselves re-
move the stone, we would not find
Him there. Only as we “turn our-
selves back,” do we find our radiant
Lord, the risen Christ. Only as we
give His Love and Light and Truth
to all do we know His indwelling
Presence and the meaning of this
Easter morning.

And when and if He has return-
ed, it will be only as we give Him
and His love to all the world, may
we serve Him as He goes about
establishing the Father’s Kingdom
here on earth. Then shall we find
our place in His plan, our joy in
His joy, our peace in His peace,
our healing in His health, our good
in His goodness, our perfect every-
thing in His perfection and His All
in the all of us. May the Light
which shone from His sepulchre
light the world this Easter morn-

ing.

( I had never written a letter to God before.

I Wrote a Letter to God

Thomas H. Roach

AST summer I went to The
| Camp Farthest Out with a
tremendous personal prob-
lem, one that is best described in
the words of the psalmist, “All
thy waves and billows are gone
over me.” Since the outcome was
most gratifying to me and a num-
ber of friends who shared the prob-
lem with me, I now add my testi-
mony to the great number of people
here and there whose faith has
been verified in experience.
During the all-night prayer
meeting on Sunday night, we had
been given cards with the sugges-
tion that we make known our re-
quests to God in writing, personal
letter style, and on the back of the
card we were to write the kind of
a response that we thought God
would make to us. Here is the let-
ter as I wrote it:

“Our Father in Heaven,

“Thou knowest of my great con-
cern these days. The prayers of
friends have lightened my burden,
and now I have the assurance that
the problem will be worked out in
thine own time and thine own way.
I thank thee with my whole heart.”

The response that ‘“‘came
through” was as follows:

“M~y son Tom,
“Thou art mine. I have loved

thee with an everlasting love. I
know all about your problem, and
it grieves me deeply.

“I have a plan for you, and you
can trust me to work it out. Accord-
ing to thy faith, so be it unto thee.

“The answer to your prayers and
those of your friends will not be
long forthcoming. I may surprise

Yo “Your loving Heavenly

Father.”

I had never written a letter to
God before. The idea gripped me;
and when a full realization of what
I had written on the back of the
card captured by imagination, the
effect was overwhelming. Emo-
tionally wrought up as I was al-
ready, I broke down and wept. “I
have loved thee with an everlast-
ing love . . . You can trust me to
work it out.”

We put our letters in envelopes,
addressed them back to us, and de-
posited them just inside the altar,
where we knelt in prayer before
returning to our pews. The letters
would be mailed to us five or six
weeks later.

Upon returning home I tried
another idea that had been sug-
gested at camp. When Jesus wept
over Jerusalem, he used the meta-
phor of a hen and her little chick-

7
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ens. “How often would I have
gathered thy children together, as
a hen doth gather her brood under
her wings, and ye would not!” A
similar figure is found in the 91st
Psalm. “He shall cover thee with
his feathers, and under his wings
shalt thou trust.” The suggestion
was that we cut out thirteen paper
“eggs” and on each write a prayer,
a prayer for anything that we
wanted God to do, and deposit them
between the pages of a Bible at
either or both places mentioned
above, at the 13th chapter of Luke
or the 91st Psalm. This would be
a token of our faith in God. As
the little chickens take refuge un-
der the feathers of the hen, so we
can safely trust our Heavenly
Father. I wrote out a prayer simi-
lar to the one that I had written
in the letter to God and deposited
it in my Bible.

At camp we were reminded of
what every poultry raiser is sup-
posed to know, that eggs hatch
after an incubation period of
twenty-one days. It was suggested
that we open the same Bible after
that period and check the result. I
marked my calendar and deposited
the Bible in the bookcase, using
another Bible for my daily devo-
tions.

A few weeks later I received the
letter written at camp. As it hap-
pened, it was postmarked the same
day that I had marked on my cal-
endar, September 21. Since my
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prayers were unanswered, how-
ever, I did not have the heart to
open it, but laid it aside to await
the outcome. Nor did I open the
Bible that had been deposited in
the bookcase.

From all outward appearances
the situation remained as hopeless
as ever. Not a ray of hope pene-
trated my gloom, although my faith
was unshaken that some time . . .
in God’s good time . . . the prob-
lem would be worked out.

A few nights later I had one of
the most rewarding experiences of
devotional reading in my life. With
blue pencil in hand I scanned the
book of Psalms, marking those
passages which fitted my mood . . .
cries of distress in tinje of trouble
and especially those passages which
breathed a spirit of faith and trust.
I was actually amazed at the num-
ber of such passages. “The Lord
is my shepherd, I shall not want.”
“No good thing will he withhold
from them that walk uprightly.”
“Commit thy way unto the Lord;
trust also in him, and he shall bring
it to pass.” “Cast thy burden on the
Lord, and he shall sustain thee.”
And dozens of other passages that
seemed to fit my need.

Then I knelt to pray. It was
mostly a prayer of thanksgiving;
for in the light of these passages
I had no reason to doubt or to feel
any anxiety whatever. I felt deeply
that the praying task had been
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done; now I could await the out-
come.

Just two days later the answer
came. The break was like a burst
of sunshine on a cloudy day. My
gratitude was immeasurable, and
I shared the glad news with friends.
The greatest prayer battle of my
life had been won. “Bless the Lord,
O my soul; and all that is within
me, bless his holy name.”

A few hours later I removed the
paper “eggs” from the Bible and
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opened the letter addressed to God.
I could read these prayers in a
happier mood now. I deposited the
letter in my inside coat pocket,
close to my heart, where I have
carried it ever since. I know that
what I wrote is true . . . “I have
loved thee with an everlasting
love.” God will never let us down.
His goodness stands approved,
Unchanged from day to day;

Lll drop my burden at his feet,
And bear a song away.*

*Hymn, “How Gentle God’s Commands,” by Phillip Doddridge.

b

b

b

Underlying Realities which were Clear to Jesus*

Love your enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless those
who curse you, pray for those who abuse you.

Be merciful, even as your Father is merciful.

First take the log out of your own eye, and then you will see clearly
to take out the speck that is in your brother’s eye.

If you forgive men their trespasses, your heavenly Father also will
forgive you; but if you do not forgive men their trespasses, neither will
your Father forgive your trespasses.

Now, Questions for You To Brood Over

Suppose I believe that a nation is committing suicide to the de-
gree that it violates the law of mutuality, what is my patriotic duty?
Should I try, really try, to get all governments especially my own

to, obey that spiritual law?

Must I not serve fellow countrymen and fellow citizens of this
planet, by doing all I can to fulfill the law, myself?

That this may happen, for whose sake am I to consecrate myself? ’/
For the sake of Americans only, or is it that Russian children and

Koreans also may have life?

Cannot God pour through men on both sides of the present struggle |/
the same kind of redemptive energy He once poured through Christ?

*Used in Kagawa’s service at Mt. Hollywood Congregational Church, on August

8rd, 1950.



( May we awake from our fears and look to our secret weapon,
for the wider it is proclaimed the sooner shall we be free.

Man’s Greatest Secret Weapon
Kenny Baker

T MUST have been sometime
][ between midnight and morn-
ing, there wasn’t a sound, not
a movement of any kind, when I
suddenly found myself sitting bolt
upright in bed, wide awake, a sense
of well-being, happiness and joy
flooding my consciousness like a
brilliant light. Gone were the fears
and anxieties, the torments and
dreads which had been plaguing
me, hounding me for months,
hanging around my neck like
mighty millstones, dragging me
down into the morass of darkness,
indecision and frustration. Gone
were the terrible uncertainties oc-
casioned by the conflicts and
changes I knew were going on in
our world today.
It seemed there had never been
a time when my radio, my daily
newspaper, motion picture, book
or magazine had not been pound-
ing into my thought the approach,
with express-train speed, of the
destructive hurricane called Red
Russia, the catastrophic calamity
of Communism which would engulf
and destroy my world, my civiliza-
tion, my way of living. A way of
life that was being lived in accord-
ance with law based upon justice,
equality and freedom for all.

10

Gone from my thought was the
hypnotic effect produced by the
reams of facts and figures recount-
ing Russian superiority in terms
of men and machines, gone were
the mesmeric influences produced
by maps and drawings which out-
lined the enormous expanse of the
earth’s surface that makes up the
USSR, gone were the graphs
which indicated with startling clar-
ity the tremendous weight of
natural resources lying untapped,
unused within the boundaries of
the Soviet, resources that needed
but the rough hand of the bar-
barian to hurl them with destruc-
tive force and indiscriminate pur-
pose into the tottering walls of
weak, destitute and disunited
Europe. A Europe whose tumble
would take with her as she fell
the democracy of the world.

My government and public offi-
cials had stood trembling and un-
certain, blown here and there by
the winds of Red propaganda which
had come sweeping across- the
oceans, helped on their way by the
flood of the foreign correspondents’
endless waves of communication
and news broadcasts.

Experts in all the fields of hu-
man endeavor had declared our
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vulnerability, our lack of prepared-
ness to meet this destructive on-
slaught, and who was I to doubt
their studied and considered de-
liberations. Often had these experts
lamented the lack of a secret
weapon, a mighty instrument of
great force which we alone could
possess and use to the saving of
our people and allies. But with
the development of our weapons
of warfare the enemy has seemed
to equal and even supersede us in
both quality and quantity. We had
spent billions in the development
of super bombs, guns and air-
power, climaxed by the perfection
of the atom bomb, only to find that
Russia too had attained equality
with an atom bomb of her own.
And so the confusion and waves of
mounting consternation went on. If
we only had a weapon, a super-
secret weapon, a superior force,
anything, that would protect us
against the threat of domination
and destruction, but no one seemed
to have the answer; possibilities,
maybe, but nothing definite. And
then it came to me, in the middle
of the night, out of my troubled
sleep, as if in answer to prayer, a
prayer being uttered by the
thoughts and held deep in the
hearts of millions—we do have a
secret weapon, the greatest secret
weapon the world has ever known
or will ever know, a weapon that
our enemy will never possess, one
of which he is well aware but can

never use. It is so mighty, so all-
embracing as to forever dissipate
the world’s anxiety and deep-root-
ed fear of the Red horde. It has
been used before to repel the
heathen, to defend the homeland
and never has it failed. God is the
greatest secret weapon man can
ever possess.

Is there anything greater than
Omnipotence? Is there anything
more potent than the power which
has conceived and brought into
being our universe? No! And he
that acknowledges God, acknowl-
edges His omnipotence and omni-
presence, is protected and sustain-
ed in the face of all threats of de-
struction and subjugation. But he
that rejects God, he that turns from
the Father, is destroyed and
brought to desolation. Is it any
wonder that I awakened from sleep
with such joy and elation, with
such a conviction as this ringing
in my ears? My heart beat fast with
relief and expectancy at this real-
ization that the free world does
possess the greatest secret weapon
of all time and eternity, a weapon
which our foe has rejected and
ignored, which he can never use
for its use by him would destroy
the evil within him. And man, in
his time of need, has but to turn to
God in prayer with faith and un-
derstanding to receive His protec-
tion, His love and His guidance.

With a sincere prayer of thanks-
giving I closed my eyes and slept
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untroubled, dreamless, comforted,
determined to share on the morrow
with others this wondrous knowl-
edge which is man’s birthright,
man’s inheritance, man’s armor,
sufficient to meet every need, every
demand he makes upon it. There
can be no doubt, no uncertainty, as
to the efficacy of this secret weapon.
History is filled with recurring ac-
counts of God’s ability to protect
His own—from the crossing of the
Red Sea by the children of Israel
down to the divinely inspired and
supremely successful landing at
Inchon with the subsequent capture
of Seoul and the destruction of the
North Korean army. Nor should
we ever forget the successful with-
drawal and rescue on the beaches
of Dunkirk, for the evidence that
divine power was present there
cannot be denied. A miracle took
place before the eyes of all men that
day, as a result of prayer, when the
tattered, battle-weary British sol-
diers and their allies were removed
to the safety of England by means
of literally thousands of small craft
manned by men acting through a
power not their own and with a
will and determination that was
supported by divine Providence.
Many more instances of God’s
ability and desire to help man
could be recounted but it is not

$
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necessary to tell of them now for
each of us knows instinctively the
truth with which I speak. No one
has to tell us for deep down in our
hearts we already know and are
aware of God’s presence and His
will to save and bless us. And how
do we use this secret weapon? This
mighty force for good? How do
we call upon God to help us in this
time of need? That we know, too,
for each one, every man, woman
and child, knows how to pray, how
to commune with God. It is in-
stinctive within us and this right,
this privilege to pray, can never be
deprived us, nor taken from us. We
each in our own individual way can
pray to God for help, and help we
will receive, for God has never let
man down. He has never been too
busy or disinterested or weary to
bring about the safety and salvation
of them that love Him and call
upon Him for help.

May we, therefore, awake from
our fears and apprehensions, our
frantic struggles, and look to God,
our secret weapon, which shall be
a secret no longer, for the more it
is known, the wider it is pro-
claimed, the greater will be the
effect and the sooner will we be
free. Let us use our secret weapon
now! And thank God, for God,
man’s greatest secret weapon.

N

“Anyone who kindles the fires of intolerance and hate, is building
a fire under his own house.” —Harold E. Stassen

( “Mother, I think God must have cried himself to sleep
last night, don't you?”

“Bring Me Your Tears”
William L. Stidger

deep and almost inexpressible sym-
pathy in those simple lines.

SEISMOGRAPHIC sense
A of sympathy is at the heart

of every man and woman
who has a right to call himself or
herself Christian. Jesus had that
sense of sympathy. The most dra-
matic illustration of it is found in
the Lazarus story when Jesus
came in from his weary wander-
ings one day and discovered that
Lazarus was supposedly dead.
There is considerable discussion
and dispute over that dramatic
Oriental story as to the so-called
miracle of raising a man from
the dead. To.me the greater
miracle in that story is the miracle
of the sympathy of Jesus for his
sorrowing friends, Martha and
Mary. The New Testament writer
in John 11:33 puts it this way:
“When Jesus therefore saw her
weeping, . . . he groaned in the
spirit, and was troubled.” Then im-
mediately follows the shortest text
in the Bible—“Jesus wept.” If
there ever was an unforgettable ex-
pression of sympathy, it is in those
two verses: “He groaned in the
spirit, and was troubled” and
“Jesus wept.” We can hear a sob,
feel a heartache, get a sense of

My friend, the late Edwin Mark-
ham, the great American poet, once
told me that his f ite of all the

poems he had ever written was
called “Bring Me Your Tears.”

He often read it to me as we sat
by our wood fires:

I dare not ask your very all,

I only ask a part.

Bring me when dancers leave the
hall

Your aching heart.

“Give other friends your lighted
face,
The laughter of the years;
I come to crave a greater grace:
Bring me—jyour tears!”

That is the heart of what I want

to say in this sermon: that Jesus

a rtha

as, indeed, he said to all people,
“Bring me your tears!” The poets
understand this type of sympathy.

Oscar Wilde once said :
“If a friend of mine gave a party>

and did not invite me to it, I should
not mind a bit, but if a friend of

From The Upper Room Pulpit, 1908 Grand Avenue, Nashville 4, Tenn. Used

by permission.

13



14 CLEAR HORIZONS

allow me to share it, I should feel
it most bitterly. If he shut the doors
of the house of mourning against
me, I would go back again and
again and again, and beg to be ad-
mitted so that I might share in
what I was entitled to share, his
sorrow and suffering.”

Kahlil Gibran once said: “You

n forget those with whom you
ave laughed, but you can never
forget those with whom you have
wept.”

Edna St. Vincent Millay, in

“Refascence,” says it in two lifies :

“All suffering mine, mine its rod,

Mine pity like the pity of G

I wish to discuss this theme un-
der two heads: its personal, inti-
mate everyday application ; and its
application to far-away people,
places, and races ; its “Unto-all-the-
world” application.

L
First, to its personal and inti-
mate application: I have said to
my theological boys down the years
that the ﬁ_lﬁt_mqmsme_oi_a_tmly-
great preacher is to have in his

(-nine had sorrow and refused to
1

heart something which says with-
out _words to his people his city,

and his church, ring me your
_tears.” If he has that sense of sym-

pathy, his pe people will soon discover
it. Even if he is not an eloquent
preacher, a great executive, or a
skilful businessman, he can stay in
any church in America as long as

Spring

he wishes and have a successful
ministry. What I mean by that is
that the same sense of sympathy
for individuals that Jesus had in
the story of the death of Lazarus
is the burning, blazing white hot
focus of success in the ministry, in
living, and in the heart of Jesus
himself.

Jesus had a selsmographlc sense

cially for those who were suffering
in body or spirit.
All you have to do to prove that

to yourself is to watch Jesus in his—

dealings with human beings—the
women at the well of Jacoh; the
women taken in adultery; the rich
young man who came to him in the

night with a troubled conscience

and an eager, but not eager enough,
desire to ease his soul of its con-
viction and its unrest; the blind

man; the woman with an issue of
blood; the mothers who brough;

their little children to him.

have proof of his sensitivity as he

spoke to the thief on the cross;
words to John, “Behold thy

mother”; and his words to his
mother; “Behold thy son”; aye,
even his sympathy for those who
killed him on the cross, “Father,

forgive them for they know not
what they do.”

Jesus had a seismographic sense

of sympathy for individuals who ™

were suffering as a result of physi-
cal illnesses or spiritual unrest and
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for those who had lost loved ones,
as illustrated in the Lazarus text:
“When Jesus therefore saw her
weeping, . . . he groaned in the
spirit and was troubled.” “Jesus
wept.”

One can hardly repeat those
words without having a lump in
his own throat, an ache in his own
heart.

A little girl once gave a defini-
tion of sxmgathy in these words:
IIS !1 E L] s
] l ”

No philosopher, preacher, or

t has ever gi tter defini-

poet has ever given a better defir
tion of sympathy that that child

gave. That was exactly what Jesus

had in his heart for every indi-
vidual he met on the way of life
in his day. That, to me, is the first
characteristic of a true Christian;
that he would have it in his heart
to say to people who are in trouble,
“Bring me your tears.” That, in-
deed, is the greatest privilege that a
Christian has in being a Christ-like
person.

I saw a glorious illustration of
that sympathy a few years ago
when Dr. Edwin Booth, one of my
associates in Boston University
School of Theology lost his first-
born son, Bray Booth, in the inva-
sion of the Ruhr during World

War II. Bray was a_paratrooper

and was sent in on the first day to

drop behind the German lines. He
was killed.

To express his sympathy, Pro-
fessor C. M. McConnell, a long-
time friend of Dr. Booth’s, went
to the latter’s home. After spend-
ing an hour there, Dr. McConnell
took Dr. Booth’s hand and said:
“Now we'll all have to huddle to-
gether Tike cattle in a storm!” Dr.
McConnell was referring to an old
boyhood memory of cattle huddling
together in a storm for self-protec-
tion, and expressed exactly what
needed to be said at that time.

That’s what I mean. “Pat” Mc-
Connell took Dr. Booth’s sorrow

ﬁm"rwlhﬁn. He was saying,
ympathy is your pain in my

heart.” He was saying, “Bring me
your tears.” What he said was
poetry and philosophy. It was the
mood of Jesus of whom it was
said long ago: “When Jesus there-
fore saw her weeping, he groaned
in the spirit and was troubled.”
“Jesus wept.”
1

My second application of this
thought is that that same sense of
sympathy must reach out to the
uttermost ends of the earth if it is
truly Christlike. Jesus said, “Go ye
into all the world, and preach the
' | to every creature.” ust
possess the spirit of John Wesley

who said: “The world is my
parish.”

mﬁ Markham once said

to me: “William, one of the marks
of a real Christian is that he does
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not wish for any comfort, n ity,
or privilege for his own rEli%

that he does not wish for and work

| to attain for all the children of the

world. No real Christian can dare

to wish for his own children any-
thing that he does mot wish for

its first citizen. And he has become
its first citizen because of the very
thing I am talking about in this
sermon. He left his Bach, his inter-
national rem
organist, his philos ve
ments, and his European fame, to

every child on earfh—black, brown,
yellow; Jew, Gentile, Mohamme-
dan, Chmese Japanese, Russian.”

And now I go back to that sym-
bol of the seismograph. As any

child knows, the seismograph is an
instrument which catches the vibra-

t@ﬁﬁﬂm
:Sgn/rmgs_ana.y. We have one in
‘Harvard and many mornings I

read in our Boston papers the news
that the Harvard seismograph has
caught the vibrations of an earth-

quake in South America, the—

Philippines, or in far-away Japan

or
| delicate and sensitive that no
dWmm
\the vibration of a disturbance of _
{the earth.

So it is with the Christian heart.

go down into Africa to spend his
life for what he Tooked upon as the
most _forgotten, _underprivileged,
and the neediest peoples of the
earth. And this act has made him
a world-famous man; a simple act
of Christian sympathy for far-away
and needy people.

When the reporters interviewed
him in Boston, he said many
things ; but the most glorious thing
he said was in answer to a report-
er's question: “Can s
something about world affairs, Dr.
Schweitzer?” He smiled and re-
plied: “I know very little about
what you call world affairs, for 1
have been buried with my people
in Africa so long; but T can tell you
something about the Inner World.”
He smiled as he said that and

It hds a seismographic sense of _everybody in that room knew what

sympathy for the sufferings of peo-
ples all over the earth. Because of
that spirit, we have our whole Mis-
sionary Movement, our sense of
responsibility for the peoples of
the whole world.

Modest, almost shy ; humble and

he meant, for he has lived so long
in the world of the Inner Spirit.

I want to close this sermon with
a poem of my own which was in-

spired by a story that Dr. Roy
Smith told during war days of a

hittte girl in England who heard

self-effacing, in this mechanical, ma-
terialistic, war-mongering world,

Dr. Albert Schwei me

of a robot bomb which struck a
hospital and killed sixteen children.
She wept herself to sleep and the
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Spikes in his feet, nails in his hands

next morning said to her mother,
As when his own Son died.

“Mother, I think that God must

h’a’\_';,cnsc,l._hxmsff_to_sleep—% God cried himself to sleep last night;
night, don’t you? He sees much more than we;

He saw ten thousand lonely hills ;
God cried himself to sleep last night, Each hill a Calvary.
His heart was pierced with pain.
He saw ten thousand sons of his

Ot corel S odaes Mkt This is what I mean when I say

e that the true Christian says, “Bring

%ﬁe;rﬁaggcﬁ“g;;ﬁgh;?:ﬁe' and e your tears.” This is what I
He felt each wound when terror struck  mean when I say that “sympathy is

As if it were his own. your pain in my heart.” That is
what the New Testament means
when it says “When Jesus there-
fore saw her weeping, he groaned
in the spirit and was troubled” and
“Jesus wept.”

He saw the tears of all the world,
The bitterness and pain,

And laid himself upon a cross
To die for us again.

He felt a crown of thorns once more,
A spear thrust in his side,

$ % @

What Is Worship?

It is the soul searching for its counterpart.

It is a thirsty land crying out for rain.

It is a candle in the act of being kindled.

It is a drop in quest of the ocean.

It is the voice in the night calling for help.

It is a sheep lost in the wilderness pleading for rescue by the Good
Shepherd.

It is the same sheep nestling in the arms of the Rescuer.

It is the prodigal son, running to his Father.
It is a soul standing in awe before the mystery of the Universe.

It is a poet enthralled by the beauty of a sunrise.

It is a workman pausing a moment to listen to a strain of music.

It is a hungry heart seeking for love.

It is Time flowing into Eternity.

It is my little self engulfed in the Universal.

It is a man climbing the altar stairs to God.

—Duwight Bradley in the Inter-Church Hymnal, published by
Biglow-Main-Excell Co.



