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e Releiogne —Clear Horizons—

The “Spirit of Christmas” is in the air as this is being written. There fa . . L Volume 13, No. 3
expectancy, hope, happiness and an inner glow that makes little things take on & Thirteenth Year Winter, 1952-53 ’
dignity that has been overlooked for too long. A year has almost flown by, and
while there are moments when one looks back and wishes that something had been
done differently, there are also moments when one looks back with satisfaction. ; e T
Above all, there is the eagerness for a new beginning and changing the calendar @ “Fear not! Good tidings! Great joy!

provides us with a convenient line that we can point at and say, “That was the ! “We Saw His Star and Are Come”

old, and here is the new.” This is an exciting season; it is “the land of beginni

]

again;” it is a holy time; only God could bring it about. A Merry Christmas
a Happy New Year! In the words of Tiny Tim, “God bless us EVERY ONE!” Ralph Spaulding Cushman
Ralph Spaulding Cushman (p. 1), Methodist Bishop of Minnesota, North :
and South Dakota for so many years, was retired this fall. His numerous books of OMANCE! Never a more like unto me.” And Isaiah had
poems and devotions have made his name known and looked for among those seeking roi . 1 cried in a later hour of darkness,
spiritual depth and sensitivity. Those who know him are convinced that his romantic story than this! © B s
retirement” merely means a change of jobs. He is now living in the Carolinas . ... . Turn your imagination loose For unto us a child is born, unto
For a nation so young, India has assumed an important place in international affairs. i y Wise M us a Son is given, and the govern-
Perhaps her spiritual heritage is making itself felt in practical politics. Glenn on the journey of the Wise Men. hall E bic: ehoelds
Clark’s (p. 13) message to India is very appropriate . . . . . The article on the Imagine the moving of God’s Spirit ment shall be upon his 8 !
Air Force Chaplain (p. 39) will interest you, for here is a spiritual guide who e AL  the starting on: the and his name shall be called Won-
functions when life is often stripped to its bare essentials . . ... Vye are very pleased in their hearts; the star g derful. Counsellor, The Mighty
with this issue of the magazine. Such articles as “Conquer Anger Through Prayer” quest, the hazards of the journey, g 22 th
(p. 4), “Meet Your Clouds With a Song” (p. 11), “Durable Satisfactions of Life” their experiences in Judea at the God, the everlasting Father, e
(p. 19), and “How the Psychologist Uses Prayer” (p. 42) make us want to read the e e fmall Prince of Peace.”
entire issue all over again. Court of King Herod, an nally Th T Kanieiive
George V. McCausland (p. 45) always comes up with a new slant on that is the finding of the Child—and the e wor as chang ry
tci)xﬂelcssi-I Geo:;fne di:a associalte minister dof thek]Method‘iistﬁChurcﬁl. Cuy%‘hoga Fs{'l]:. joy of victory' much since the commgdof the!l
io. He is called upon a lot for outside speaking, and if you have a Friday night 1 - H i e fundamenta
open and need a good speaker, write to him. He has been an inspiration at the But the romance which they ex- Chnst‘ Chﬁ?’.but th ! sl o
amps Farthest Out. perienced had a solid basis in the need is st 'just as real as it wa
We know you will be very interested in Miles Clark’s (p. 60) column on need of the world. “The whole when the Wise Men started on their
President-Elect Eisenhower.

world lay lost in darkness and quest for a world Saviour fr?m
sin.” Those Wise Men had been Heaven. God save us professing

i i i Christians in America from cele-
CLEAR HORIZONS MAGAZIN E Aifen, I dome, AT, Oon e L brating Christmas as mere selfish-

that God would send new hope and

1671 Grand Avenue Saint Paul 5, Minnesota new life to all the needy of the {gess and l:ne:)e .hiltarity,A‘;'!}z: 1::111
; ; ; world. Imagine the thrill that these lions in the Urient, in Alrica,
GLENN CLARK, Editor Norman K. Erriorr, Managing Editor . e Men’g’ oxporicnced as they even in America are in ne_ed 5t
}Ilucumr; Hanugn LBRo, RAL?! guummﬁ Cusmuré, SnnnTD.qu, ALLAN knelt before the Christ Child in God’s salvation in Jesus Christ.
uNTER, Frank C. Lauvsacm, J. Rurus OSELEY, STELLA TEeRrRILL MANN, 3 . .
Kemmir OrseN, Avustin Parove, NorMaAN ViNceEnt PeaLk, WiNFRED RHOADES, Bethlehem. Especially i the fmment .filumag
Acnes SanroRo j But the fact is that the romance need for God’s Saviour evidence
Entered as second class matter September 18, 19040, at the Post Office at St. Paul, Minn., had begun long before the first in those countnffs where Commun-
IO Grea Avetme, Hh PO'S a1 T TRRh e Christmas Day. The prophets had ism has Km&ld }iff; greateit ?{’Pof‘
ipti i i istfully tunity. And that opportunity 1s
PTION RATES: 1- ub ti 1.00 each (Foreiga foretold it. Even Moses, wis . ]
52%82%1;1 2-year subscripﬁons?e;;.oa eas:::{llp(l"?:rséigi 82.55;. 3-y(ea: sub- looking down across the future, had,  the need in the heartslof fmen l;md in
scriptions, $2.50 (Foreign $3.25). Single copies, $.25 each. said, “God will raise up a prophet the lives of all people for the up-
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lift which only God can give. There
is restlessness everywhere today—
especially among the depressed peo-
ple of the Orient, who have never
had a chance. I saw this need first-
hand a few years ago in Shanghai,
in the Philippines, in Sumatra, and
Malaya. There is an awakening
among the peoples of the earth. They
are not going to continue down-
trodden, bereft of the good things
of this world which God has made.
These down-trodden people were
created in the image of God. They
are not going to stay forever sat-
isfied with starvation and depres-
sion and life on a mere animal
standard of living.

When Jesus Christ met his dis-
ciples on the Galilean hilltop, he not
only said, “All authority is given
me in heaven and on earth,” but
he commissioned them to go and
teach all nations, and we have
failed. I mean not only have we
failed, but our fathers and mothers
failed. Not only Roman Catholic-
ism in the Philippines, but Protes-
tantism in America has failed.
There would be no communism in
this world today if the Church had
been true to the Great Commission
of Jesus Christ.

John Wesley put it vividly when
he said, “Christianity has in itself
the elements of its own destruction.”
And then he went on to say that
when a man is converted new
powers develop within him. He
has the power to be a success in
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business and in money making. But
unless he keeps his money making
powers consecrated to Christ, soon-
er or later they become a curse.

The “joy to the world” is the
angel’s promise to the shepherds on
the hilltop. It was not the joy of
accumulated wealth and prosperity
to be used selfishly. It was to be
used for the saving of all men
everywhere.

“Fear not, for behold I bring
you good tidings of great joy!” Is
there any message that mil-
lions of wretched and hungry peo-
ple throughout the world would be
more eager to hear at this Christ-
mas Season than this? “Fear Not!”
“Good tidings!” “Great joy!”

But how can this great joy over-
spread our world while the threat
of war hangs heavy everywhere?
Evidently the most urgent need at
this Christmas Season is that we
pray and work for world peace on
earth.

The atomic scientists are warn-
ing us, “It is the last hour before
midnight.” They insist that atomic
bombs can now be made cheaply
and in large number, and will be-
come more destructive. They add
that there is no military defense
against atomic bombs and none is
to be expected. Just recently the
president of a great university adds
his word that our life upon this
planet is in peril. The next five
years, he warns, will probably tell
the story.
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The emergency committee of
atomic scientists sum up the situa-
tion in these words: “All signs in-
dicate that we are failing to meet the
challenge. People throughout the
world want peace as never before.
Yet nations prepare feverishly for
war.” Then they add, “We must
contrive to live together in peace
even at the cost of great material
sacrifice; the alternative is the
death of our society.” As we ap-
proach what may be the last hoqr
before midnight the challenge is
plain before us. What will be our
response? ;

There are various answers to this
emergency question. The military
minded say we must prepare for
war. Huge appropriations are urged
upon the American people but .the
scientists say, “Preparedness against
atomic war is futile, and if attempt-
ed will ruin the structure of our
social order.” And a prominent
military man has recently said,
“Those who assert that the United
States or the Soviet Union or any
nation can avert war today by pre-
paring for it are either blind to the
facts or bent on aggression.”
Another answer is that there is no
solution to this problem except in-
ternational control of atomic energy,
and a workable world organization.

But how are you going to get
the workable world organization?

*

How can we educate and change the
minds and hearts of men so that
nations will work together? The
only answer I can see is that given
in the Christmas Story, “Suddenly
there was with the angel a multitude
of the Heavenly Host praising God
and saying, “Glory to God in the
highest and on earth peace, good
will towards men.”

It is evident that peace on earth
and good will to men and praise to
God are everlastingly tied up to-
gether. A great Englishman said
during the first World War, “We
might as well try Christianity.
Everything else has failed.” And
someone else said, “Christianity has
not been tried and found wanting;
it has been found difficult and not
tried.” Now is the time to search
our hearts and study anew the social
and economic implication of the
Gospel of Christ, both for individ-
uals and for nations. God did not
send his Son to bring joy and pros-
perity to a few of us. It is a new
world that He had in mind, for
every man everywhere.

Set us afire, Lord,

Stir us, we pray,

While the world perishes
We go our way
Purposeless, passionless
Day after day.

Set us afire, Lord,

Stir us, we pray.

L I 4

Faith is a bird that feels the light, and sings when the dawn is still dark.

—Tagore



@ Give all sources of anger over to God.

Conquer Anger

Through Prayer

Bishop Jeremy Taylor
(1613-1667)

RAYER is the great remedy

against anger; for it must

suppose it in some degree
removed before we pray, and then
it is more likely it will be finished
when the prayer is done. We must
lay aside the act of anger as a pre-
paratory to prayer; and the curing
the habit will be the effect and bles-
sing of prayer; so that if a man to
cure his anger resolves to address
himself to God in prayer, it is first
necessary that by his own observa-
tion and diligence he lay the anger
aside, before his prayer can be fit to
be presented; and when we so pray
and so endeavor, we have all the
blessings of prayer which God hath
promised it, to be our security for
success.

If anger arises in thy breast, in-
stantly seal up thy lips, and let it
not go forth; for like fire, when it
wants vent it will suppress itself.
It is good in a fever to have a tender
and a smooth tongue; but it is bet-
ter that it be so in anger; for if it
be rough and distempered, there it
is an ill sign, but here it is an ill
cause. Angry passion is a fire, and
angry words are like breath to fan
them; together they are like steel

From “Freedom, Love and Truth,” Wm.

and flint, sending out fire by mutual
collision. Some men will discourse
themselves into passion, and if their
neighbors be enkindled too, to-
gether they flame with rage and
violence.

Humility is the most excellent
natural cure for anger in the world;
for he that by daily considering his
own infirmities and failings makes
the error of his neighbor or servant
to be his own case, and remembers
that he daily needs God’s pardon
and his brother’s charity, will not
be apt to rage at the levities or
misfortunes or indescretions of an-
other, greater than which he con-
siders that is very frequently and
more inexcusably guilty of.

Consider the example of the ever
blessed Jesus, who suffered all the
contradictions of sinners, and re-
ceived all affronts and reproaches
of malicious, rash, and foolish per-
sons, and yet in all of them was as
dispassionate and gentle as the
morning sun in autumn; and in this
also He propoundeth Himself imi-
table to us. For if innocence itself
did suffer so great injuries and dis-
graces, it is no great matter for us
quietly to receive all the calamities

Ralph Inge. Pub. Hale, Cushman & Flint.

Boston, Mass. (An Anthology of the Christian Life).
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of fortune, and indiscretion of ser-
vants and mistakes of friends and
unkindnesses of kindred and rude-
nesses of enemies; since we have
deserved those and worse, even hell
itself . . .

Remove from thyself all provo-
cations and incentives to anger,
especially, first, games of chance
and great wager. Secondly, in not
heaping up with an ambitious or
curious prodigality any very cur-
jous or choice utensils, because
those very many accidents which
happen in the spoiling or loss of
these rarities are an irresistible
cause of violent anger. Thirdly, do
not entertain or suffer talebearers;
for they abuse our ears first, and
then our credulity, and then steal
our patience, and it may for a lie;
and if it be true, the matter is not
considerable; or if it may be, yet it
is pardonable. And we may always
escape with patience at one of these
outlets; either by not hearing slan-
ders, or by not believing them, or by
not regarding the thing, or by for-
giving the person. Fourthly, to this
purpose it may serve well, if we
choose as much as we can to live
with peaceable persons, for that
prevents the occasions of confusion,
and if we live with prudent persons,
they will not easily occasion our
disturbance. But because these
things are not in many men’s
power, therefore I propound this
rather as a felicity than as a rem-
edy or a duty, and an act of pre-

vention rather than of cure.

Be not inquisitive into the affairs
of other men, nor the faults of thy
servants, nor the mistakes of thy
friends; but what is offered to you
use according to the former rules;
but do not thou go out to gather
sticks to kindle a fire to burn thine
own house. And add this—If my
friend said or did well in that for
which I am angry, I am in the fault,
not he; but if he did amiss, he is in
misery, not I; for either he was de-
ceived, or he was malicious; and
either of them both is all one with
a miserable person, and that is an
object of pity, not of anger.

Use all reasonable discourses to
excuse the faults of others; consid-
ering that there are many circum-
stances of time, of person, of ac-
cident, of inadvertency, of infre-
quency, of aptness to amend, of
sorrow for doing it; and it is well
that we take any good in exchange
for the evil that is done or suffered.

In contentions be always passive,
never active; upon the defensive,
not the assaulting part; and then
also give a gentle answer, receiving
the furies and indiscretions of the
other like a stone into a bed of moss
and soft compliance; and you shall
find it sit down quickly; whereas
anger and violence make the con-
tention loud and long and injurious
to both parties.

If anger arises suddenly and vio-
lently, first restrain it with consid-
eration, and then let it end in a
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hearty prayer for him that did the latter quite kills it, and makes
real or seeming injury. The former amends for its monstrous and in-
of the two stops its growth, and the voluntary birth.

CE T

He Borrowed
June Eddingfield

The Baby Christ lay in a borrowed manger,

A Man, He had no place to lay His head.

On borrowed beast He rode into the city.

In borrowed room He blessed the wine and bread.

He knelt alone in prayer in borrowed garden,
And here He was betrayed, our Lord divine.

Between two cruel thieves they crucified Him.
He had no sin, He borrowed yours and mine.

Lo L L

The Mind Must Say
Ruth M. Parks

The mind must say, “I do believe;
Help Thou my unbelief,”
Before the spirit can- dispel
Its dissipated grief.

The mind must say, “Our God forgives,
And has forgiven me,”

Before the heart can venture forth
In warm felicity.

No complicated synthesis
Creates such mind-control,

But just the will to hear His thought
And let it guide the soul.

@ Hope has always been the theme of my song.

Messenger of Hope

Alexander Seymour

T has been often said that, “Pray-
er is the key of Heaven; Faith
unlocks the door.” The thought

conveyed in the preceding state-
ment is worthy of careful consider-
ation—especially in the life of the
illustrious character, Frances Jane
Crosby, better known, perhaps, as
Fanny Crosby. For even as a child,
she knelt at an opened window one
moonlight night, and uttered these
simple, but sincere words, “Dear
Lord, please show me how I can
learn like other children?” Con-
sidering her accomplishments, it can
be stated that in due time her prayer
was answered. Moreover, having ob-
tained the desires of her heart, she
shared her knowledge and gave her
talents liberally; as a result, the
world has been blest; for her sweet,
comforting voice still sings in more
than eight thousand religious poems
and songs.

Fanny Crosby was born a healthy
baby in Southeast Putnam County,
New York, on March 24, 1820. But
while only a few weeks old, she
became ill; and before regaining
complete health, her eyesight was
totally lost. Despite such a handi-
cap, however, she began in early
life to reveal those qualities that
determine success. For at the age

of eight, she composed the follow-
ing lines:

“QOh, what happy soul I am!

Although I cannot see,

I am resolved that in this world

Contented I will be.

How many blessings I enjoy,

That other people don’t!

To weep and sigh because I am
blind,

I cannot, and I won’t.”

Fanny Crosby’s religious training
began at home—by her mother, and
grandmother. The sightless child
was taught many lessons from the
Bible concerning Jesus. During the
same time she was given informa-
tion about the sun, moon, colors,
description of birds, trees, and ani-
mals.

At the age of eight Fanny, with
her mother, moved to Ridgefield,
Conn., and remained there almost
seven years. During that period few
if any schools had been established
for the training of the blind. One
such school was being formed in
New York City. Thus, on March 3,
1835, just before attaining the age
of fifteen, Fanny left her mother
and grandmother to enter the “New
York Institute for the Blind.” Of
course, that event proved sad to the
child and her mother; however, the

7
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courageous little Fanny said while
getting ready for the trip, “Much as
I love you, mother, I am willing to
make any sacrifice, if by doing
it I will get an education.” Thus,
when Fanny’s friends found that she
was grief-stricken, they decided
to take her back home. On learning
of their plans, however, Fanny made
it clear that she was willing to go
through with whatever was best for
her life work. Accordingly, she re-
mained at the Institute; and even
before completing her course, a
teacher of music in the same school
had composed music to words she
had written. And the song was sung
when the Corner Stone of the In-
stitute was laid in 1837.

As a student, Fanny was apt in
all subjects. Besides, she developed
a cheerful view. And she was so
determined to make use of every
opportunity, that the Superintendent
of the School, Dr. John D. Ross,
gave her a great deal of encourage-
ment. Among her studies were
music and philosophy. And it re-
quired no extra efforts for her to
learn how to play the piano and
organ.

In 1847, Fanny became a teacher
in the school from which she had
graduated. The subjects she taught
were English, grammar, rhetoric,
Roman and American history. Dur-
ing vacation months, most of her
time was used in writing poems
and songs, many of which were set
to music by Dr. George F. Root,

who was a teacher of music at the
“Institute for the Blind.”

From 1847 through 1850, when
one of the greatest revival tides was
flooding England and the United
States, Fanny Crosby attended some
of the meetings held in this country.
On the night of Nov. 20, 1850, after
the minister had made his plea,
Miss Crosby remained undecided in
her seat. But when a well blended
chorus sang out,

“Alas! and did my Savior bleed,

And did my Savior die?—" the
true light of God’s great glory be-
gan to shine as never before, in the
soul of the sightless young woman.
And when the singers touched on
these words,

“Here, Lord I give myself away,

“Tis all that I can do,” Miss Cros-

"by’s tender heart opened and ad-

mitted the “True Light of the
World,” Jesus Christ. Thus, from
that date, if not before then, she was
instrumental in the saving of mil-
lions of souls through her songs.
Moreover, her songs have given
comfort to a host of mothers, rela-
tives, and friends. As examples,
some years ago, the Sunday School
Societies, through a system of vot-
ing, learned that the most favorite
song with boys and girls is, “There’s
a Friend for little children above
the bright blue sky;” and a close
second choice is, “Safe in the Arms
of Jesus,” the last number being
one of Miss Crosbhy’s. And it is

said to be somewhat of a universal
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lullaby, in that a vast number of
mothers have used the words to lull
their babies into dreamland. Mean-
time, when some loved one departs
for eternity, the words, “Safe in the
Arms of Jesus,” are often sung to
console the bereaved ones. Another
great song by the same writer is,

“All the way my Savior leads me,

What have I to ask besides?”
etc. Other widely known songs are,
“Rescue the Perishing,” “Saved By
Grace,” “Close to Thee,” “Near The
Cross,” and more. Miss Crosby
wrote “Rescue the Perishing” in the
form of a plea, after she had visited
the slums of New York City. Al-
though blind, her Christ-filled heart
went out to those unfortunate peo-
ple whose conditions were horrible.

Like most writers whose produc-
tions are many, a large number of
Miss Crosby’s songs did not have
her name. However, in a collection
of 888 sacred songs and solos, she
has seventy-six Redemption Songs
and fifty hymns. Moreover, her
songs are found in all evangelical
books. In this connection, when
Dr. D. L. Moody and Ira D. Sankey
visited Great Britain in 1874, one
of the best-liked songs used ex-
tensively was, “Pass me not, O
gentle Savior,” which is one of Miss
Crosby’s songs.

After eleven years of teaching,
Miss Crosby resided in New York
City and continued writing songs
for “Biglow,” an outstanding pub-
lishing concern, which accepted

more than fifty-five hundred dif-
ferent manuscripts of hers. Most
of them were published, but all did
not become famous.

Miss Crosby was seventy-one
years old when she wrote, “Some
day the silver cord will break.” One
of her statements at that time was,
“No Christian should ever fear—
for the same grace that teaches us
how to live will teach us how to
die.” And when some of her friends
wanted to know if she loved chil-
dren, the sweet singer replied with
these lines:

“Love the children! I can never
Never pass them in the street,
But my very pulse awaking
Thrills with love to all I meet.

I have heard the children sing-

ing,

When my heart was lone and
sad;

I have heard them in the dis-
tance,

And their music makes me glad.”

Since Miss Crosby’s father made
his passing before she was a year
old, she had no informal talk with
him; nor had she heard anything
of importance spoken of him,
which she could remember. She
learned, however, that he was an
educated man, who had much to do
with the founding of one of the
country’s leading institutions of
learning. But because of her talent
and ability, Miss Crosby was privil-
eged in meeting many outstanding
people of her time—especially great
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men. Among them were composers
W. J. Kirkpatrick, Wm. B. Brad-
bury, Geo. C. Stebbins, Wm. F.
Sherwin, W. H. Duane, John R.
Clements, and Miss E. E. Hewitt.
Moreover, she was presented to
every President of the United States
during her day. Her meeting with
President Cleveland developed to
such a degree that on her 83rd
birthday she received a letter from
him. Two years later—in 1905—
when her birthday was publicly

recognized, President Cleveland
wrote her again. Both letters were
published.

Having arrived at the age of
ninety, in October 1912, many of
Miss Crosby’s friends sought state-
ments regarding her faith and out-
look. A few of them read, “Hope
has always been the theme of my
song—I have sought each day to
be one of God’s unselfish souls. My
simple trust in God’s goodness has
never failed me during these many
years, since I learned the lesson of
‘Trust and Obey.” Faith supplies
me with good gifts from my Father’s
hand. Three things I have always
watched are: my taste, my temper,

L3
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and my tongue.” The renowned
singer also declared at that time,
“My love for the Bible and its
sacred truth is stronger and more
precious at ninety than at nineteen.”

It may be mentioned that while
still a young woman, Miss Crosby
became the wife of Alexander van
Alstyne, who was a blind musician,
and an organist of one of New
York’s churches. A baby girl was
born from the union, but its life
was short.

In keeping with her message of
hope, on Feb. 11, 1915 Miss Crosby
penned a letter to a friend who had
recently lost a daughter. Among
other timely statements, a few
stanzas of “Safe in the Arms of
Jesus” were also included. On the
following night, that same friend
learned—through divine contact,
apparently—that her beloved com-
fortor and singer had fallen ill.
And shortly afterwards, Miss Crosby
was wafted peacefully and glori-
ously into the loving arms of Him
for whom she had done a most
remarkable work—and to whom she
had been called for meritorious re-
wards.

L3

The goal of human attainment is not just a leap, not just a
lifting of oneself by his inside bootstraps. It is dependent an on
Act of Divine Grace. Man, by his interior powers, climbs to a
certain height, when suddenly there is a double act—the above
and below meet. It is a mutual and reciprocal correspondence.
It is a Bethel without ladders or angels. There is both an eleva-
tion and a Coming. In any case, it is Blessedness.—Rufus Jones.

@ No matter what the test, He is always just beyond the clouds.

Meet Your Clouds With a Song

Elizabeth Williams Sudlow

OME years ago when the late
Sir Harry Lauder was on one
of his “farewell” concert tours
in the United States, a reporter in-
terviewed him on the subject of
song and the way in which the great
singer seemed to meet every trouble
with a song. Sir Harry had been
born a miner; nothing very cheer-
ful about singing in the depths of
a coal mine, and yet as a boy he
sang himself to the top of the shaft.
His fellow workers loved his rich
voice and it brought indescribable
cheer to them as they toiled away
below the sunshine and amidst the
clouds of coal dust. He was meet-
ing every cloud with a song.

After he left the coal mines and
became a concert singer and was
knighted by the King, his splendid
voice continued to bring cheer
wherever it was heard. On this
particular concert tour as he was
interviewed by this reporter, the
two talked of religion. Rather, it
was not the reporter who talked,
but Sir Harry. Said he, “I’ve had
some hard knocks myself as I went
through life.” The reporter inter-
rupted to say.

“I realize that, Mr. Lauder, and
I have often quoted you as saying
after the loss of your son during

the Great War, ‘When I lost my
laddie it seemed that I had lost all.
It was then that I had to make a
choice between DRINK and God,
and I chose God’.”

“Quite true” affirmed Sir Harry,
“but since that time I lost my wife.
Ah, she was a bonny woman! Life
has had more than shadows. There
have been clouds, and blackness—
worse than the old coal mine. But

I'VE MET EVERY CLOUD WITH
A SONG!”

The reporter, who had himself
recently experienced some very
“hard knocks” said “But, Mr. Lau-
der, some of us feel there is no use
to sing. God has gone back on us;
that’s why we’re getting all the hard
knocks.”

“No, no,” said Sir Harry, “don’t
you think it. God never goes back
on anybody. No matter what the
test, He is always just beyond the
clouds and if ye wait long enough
ye'll see the silver lining of His
presence.”

The reporter broke in with “You
must be a Presbyterian, Mr. Lau-
der!”

“Ah, that I am and have always
been. God is sovereign and above all.
He is constantly watching over us

11
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and caring for us. Everything that
He does is for the best and He
never fails anybody who seeks him.
Sometimes we think that he doesn’t
give us a square deal and we blame
our hard knocks on Him, but after
it’s all over we usually find out that
the trouble has been with us.
“Sometimes my boys with the
show come back of the scenes and
say ‘It’s a rotten audience. They’re
all dead.’ I say to them, ‘Are you
sure it isn’t you who is to blame?’
When the show is a flop it’s usually
our own fault. We're all playing un-
der God’s canopy of life. He’s

e
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watching us from the wings. Some-
times things don’t go right and we
blame the rest of the world. But
God puts up his finger of warning
and admonishes us to look to our-
selves first.”

It sounds like preaching, doesn’t
it? But those who were in constant
contact with Sir Harry in his work
were used to such daily talks. Their
opinion of the man was that he was
“FINE.” His advice will help every-
one to “MEET YOUR CLOUDS
WITH A SMILE.”

From disaster, hardship, and de-
feat we can sing along with Him.

L O

My Peace I Give Unto You
Doris Wilder

The Great Physician heals our bodies’ pains:

Know, then, that he can make our minds’ ills cease,
For He is, too, The Great Psychiatrist,

Who can restore our faith, our hope, our peace!

L3
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Acceptance
Estelle Mason Clisby

God has been mending broken hearts for years,
If only we can see Him through our tears.

We must embrace His will with grateful heart;
Rebellion only tears our lives apart.

In resignation to His wish, accepting strife,

We realize that death is just a part of life.

o

L

Teach me to feel another’s woe,
To hide the fault I see;
That mercy I to others show,

That mercy show to me.

—Alexander Pope

€ We would like to bring to you the Love phase of Jesus.

Message to India from Dr. Glenn Clark

a message to India. Sitting in
the United States with all its
abundance and all its blessings, my
voice is travelling across the moun-
tains of India. As you know, you
and I, your race and my race were
once one. They came down out of
the Himalayas, the birthplace of the
world, and your race sat down and
meditated and our nervous, aggres-
sive folks went on West. Even the
language could go back to the be-
ginning and show where we broke
off. There are certain words like
“mother,” “star,” “sky,” that are
the same in your language as in
ours, but when it comes to “water,”
“sea,” they are different—showing
that we broke off before we reached
the ocean. Then we traveled on and
on, always westward; and under the
great Baltic clouds we stayed so
long that our skin got white; and
you sat under the sun and your skin
grew dark. Then we went on grow-
ing more mechanical and material-
istic as we mastered the material
world; and now at last we come to
the Pacific Ocean and stand forth
as the two greatest nations of the
world: India and United States.
Now is the time for us to inter-
change our philosophies and get the
best of both united. We are sending
folks to India to learn how to think

I[T gives me great joy to speak

and to meditate; our psychologies
in our Colleges are like primers for
the old Masters of India. You are
far ahead of us there. Away back
in ancient days you had a philos-
ophy when our ancestors were
carrying clubs, almost like cave
men, in the Northern forests of
Saxony and Burgundy. Now you are
sending folks here to learn the
sciences. A young man who is tak-
ing this message back has come here
to study Chemical Engineering and
we send our folks to India, or
should, to learn how to become
philosophers and how to meditate.
Starr Daily, who is with me in this
gathering, learned how to meditate
from the old Yogi Philosophy. So
now let us just trade; you give us
the best you've got and we will give
you the best we've got and let’s
become partners and forget all the
tensions of the past and become one
again. One in impact; not in com-
pact. You still have the dark skin;
we have the white skin; but our
souls are all white before God. Your
religion is somewhat different from
ours and yet it moves toward the
same Truth. You use different doors,
but we all go back to the same God.
And we would like to bring to you
the Love phase of Jesus.

We admit that your religion opens
up just as much and goes farther

13
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than ours in prayer and meditation
and in some of those other deeper
aspects. We have failed miserably
to live up to the great mandates of
Love. But your Ghandi took the
Sermon on the Mount, and with that
and the Bhagavad-Gita, with those
two alone, he liberated a great na-
tion, one fifth of the human race,
from the most powerful Empire that
ever existed. We are learning from
you, and we want you to learn from
us, and so I close this message I
am giving you with a prayer in
which I use the blessed Name of
Jesus.

L3

Our Heavenly Father: Jesus’ last
prayer was “that ye shall become
one as I and the Father are one.”
My prayer is that we nations shall
become one. And so I am giving
this prayer that through India and
United States (the right hand and
the left hand of the ends of this
earth) may just encompass and
clasp this earth, this little round
globe, in these two loving hands,
and lift it up and give it to Thee,
for Thou art the Power and the
Kingdom and the Glory for ever
and ever. Amen.

L3

Back to Bethlehem
Eva Mehling

When the world was young, and life was new,
Men lived the golden hours through,
In happy care-less freedom;
Then by and by men learned to sigh,
To groan, to fight, to bleed and die, in maddened desperation.

But through the turmoil, and the din, a tiny Baby’s cry stole in,
And men paused in their sinning;
Like a note from a bell of priceless worth
That cry spread over all the earth,
In accents sweetly winning.

Back from the Now to the Far-away
Back to the place where the Baby lay,
Qur hearts today are straying,
Like those of Old, our treasures rare, our gold, our frankincense, or myrrh,
Beside the Baby laying.
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Invitation
Alexander Seymour

Within the quiet of these walls,

As infant morn awakes and calls—

Before one ray of sunlight falls —
Lord, I invite Thee!

Enter my home, likewise my breast,

And fill each to its utmost crest

With love, so that I might attest
That Thou art with me.

Then, all day long, and at its end,

When shadows of tonight descend,

I beg of Thee, dear Lord, to spend
The whole night with me.

L L -

The Pathway Home
Hazel M. Karr

The secret path that leads to God

Must be well-traveled if my feet

Can hope to find it in a night

Of sudden storm. I must repeat

The discipline of mind and heart,

The daily efforts of the will,

Walking the long-familiar way

Of worshipful response until

I turn to it instinctively,

In time of tears or time of songs,

As one who takes the pathway home—
The home-land where the heart belongs.

- - -

.V‘Vhen you get into a tight place and every thing goes against you
until it seems you cannot hold on a minute longer, never give up then,
for that is just the place and the time that the tide will turn.

—Harriet Beecher Stowe



 Make room, make room, it is life you are crowding out.

There Is No Room

Celia Caroline Cole

lehem there is a spot of ground

upon which once stood the inn
to which Joseph and Mary came at
the end of their wearisome journey,
when Mary was “big with child.”

There they stood outside the door
in the darkness. At last they had
arrived, Mary could lie down in
comfort, Joseph’s anxious heart
could be relieved of the grave re-
sponsibility of Mary on the journey.

And then came the words,
“There is no room.” Perhaps it
was a porter at the gate who told
them so, perhaps it was the keeper
of the inn himself. “No room. No
room.” Like a death knell on their
hearts. Was it Joseph’s expostula-
tion or was it the pattern of destiny
—was it the great, tired body of
Mary or perhaps something there in
her face that made the master of
the inn try to think of what he
could do?

“No space at all left here with all
these taxpayers in town!” . . . “No
small place where I could lie down
just for the night?” . . . “No place.
An empty stall in my stable, but
you couldn’t go there!” . . . “I will
lie there.”

Then the men putting fresh hay
on the floor of the stall, and Mary
placing her things neatly about, as a

]IN THE faraway city of Beth-
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woman must do, and gratefully
lying down.

The inn became a symbol of lack
and loss, and the stable a center of
Light, of deathless story and song.

And still this drama is being en-
acted, over and over and over—the
birth of the Christ into our hearts
and our lives, knocking at our
doors, and we, rushing about con-
cerned with the taxpayers and other
unimportances, calling out (or not
even bothering to call), “There is
no room!”

That, I think, is all that is the
matter with us and our lives and
our world. Absorption in unavail-
ing things, consecration to small
“necessities” and duties and joys,
unawareness that our divinity, that
holy thing, is knocking at the door
of our consciousness asking to be
born into our lives. We busy our-
selves with lesser guests.

And greater is our loss than the
loss of that inn, though it missed
having the Savior of the world born
under its roof.

Whether we know it or not,
whether we are interested or not,
there is within us a gift so priceless,
a power so great, that if everyone
could become aware of it, in the
twinkling of an eye his whole life
would be changed. The world
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would be changed; war would go
out of it, and poverty and fear.
Disease would go out of it, and
envy, lust, hate. It is as if there
were within us a Kingdom of Light
like a lining to our outer form, lying
inactive, impotent because we do
not turn on its power.

But it is there. As surely as you
have life within you, it is there.
Even the scientists, who for so long
have spurned things of the spirit,
are becoming aware of it. Sir James
Jean says, “Science is not yet in
contact with ultimate reality.” Sir
Arthur Eddington says, “The na-
ture of all reality is spiritual.”

We are fully equipped for any-
thing, everything, only we are not
aware of it. And one of the reasons
is that we leave no room for aware-
ness.

Many of you have asked me in
your letters what it is I read, where
I get what understanding I have.
I get it from the same place you
get yours—from within. But I have
learned this: to give it room. I have
given it, alas, neither time nor room
enough; but whatever I have, I
have because I have taken time and
made room for my awareness to
grow.

When 1 am reading a spiritual
book and find myself hurrying, I
put it down and close my eyes and
say, “Why are you hurrying? This
is what time is for! Not for some
engagement but for this — this
learning what you yourself are, your

meaning, your purpose. The knowl-
edge of yourself is the knowledge
of the world inside you and outside
you. And that is the road to aware-
ness and so to God.”

Krishnamurti said, “There is no
one who can give us truth, since
each of us for himself must discern
it.” T send you lists of the books I
read, but what you get from them is
the exact measure of what is inside
you. How much room in your life
do you give for spiritual knowledge
and action?

It doesn’t matter to what organ-
ization you belong. (I belong to
none—you ask me often, and there
is my answer: I belong to none.)
Nor does it matter which philoso-
phies, which inspirational books
you read, which poetry, fiction, or
science. Read the ones that speak to
you most eloquently, that touch you
alive to something high and inspir-
ing. And read nothing from a sense
of duty but because you like it;
otherwise it may be a deterrent
instead of a help. Savor it, absorb
it, take time.

What does matter is that your
inner conviction becomes so impor-
tant to you that it sweeps the un-
essentials out of your life, melts the
hardness and indifference out of
your heart, possesses and steadies
your mind, sends up a cry from the
very center of your being: “Thy
will and Thy will only be done in
me, O God! Shape me to Thy pur-
poses, strip me of all pretense and



