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As We Go to Press

Prayer is one of the most popular subjects in life, and Glenn Clark
(p. 56) comes up with an excellent article that will be sure to hold your
attention. We all want our prayers answered, and this is the subject of
his article on prayer. In early January Glenn Clark is beginning a world
tour. He would appreciate your prayers for the success of this venture in
faith as he circles the globe to bring to the rest of the world the message
of faith and love, and to lay the foundations for world-wide Camps Farthest
Out. God bless you Glenn!

Sometimes in the midst of confusion and disharmony we wonder what
became of the Star of Bethlehem, and Ralph W. Sockman (p. 1) tells us
that that star still shines! That is good news indeed. . . . One of the most
common complaints you hear from people is, “I don’t know how to curb
my anger, and it saps my spiritual strength.” We bring you one of the
classics on that subject by Jeremy Taylor (p. 5), a bishop of the 17th cen-
tury . . . Agnes Sanford (p. 13) knows that the river of life is not some-
thing that comes to us whether we will or not, but we must go to It, if we
would be refreshed and find increased health and joy in living . . . Hilda
Clark Fairchild (p 18) comes up with a penetrating article that touches
the roots of the spiritual life. Everyone, it seems, is worshipping at the
shrine of success, but in reality few have really identified what success
consists of and are worshipping false gods and idols. . . How you say
“Good Morning” can mean the difference between a wonderful day and
a drab day, and Hallette McPhail-McClellan (p. 19) tells you how to go
about changing your entire day for the good . .. Grenville Kleiser (p. 37)
writes about twelve rules for happiness, and it would be difficult to find
a more interesting subject for each one of us ... Many of us have wished
we could go along with Frank C. Laubach (p. 43) on his world trips to
bring literacy and Christ to the masses of the world. In his present article
he gives us a “Frank Laubach view” of what he sees and lets us in on
what thoughts come into his mind.
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@ The hearts of men turn to Christmas,
birds go south at the call of winter.

just as

The Star Still Shines

Ralph W.

] 10R A SECOND or two let us
close our eyes and allow the
artist within us to paint a
mental picture of the first Christ-
mas.
A little gray town on the crest of
a hill . . . households asleep except
perhaps for an occasional watcher
beside a bed of pain . . . an inn
crowded with guests now grown
quiet . . . a stable for the beasts
of burden . . . on this night a hu-
man burden bearer housed there
also—a woman heavy with child
. a carpenter anxiously waiting
while love endures the travail of
birth . . . then a boy is born . . .
and there’s “a baby’s low cry.”
Across on another hill is heard
the plaintive bleat of a lamb . . . a
shepherd hears and comes to help
. . . then the air seems electric with
something else . . . the shepherds
look up listening . . . is it a dream,
this news, “Unto you is born this
day in the City of David a Saviour

Sockman

who is Christ the Lord”? . . . the
shepherds mystified say, “Let us go
even unto Bethlehem and see this
thing that is come to pass” . . .
they go with haste . . . they find a
manger and a mother and “a baby’s

low cry.”
Across the hills a road leads to
Bethlehem . . . three strange figures

slip silently through the night . . .
stars luminous in the Syrian sky—
one strangely brighter than the
others . . . the three mysterious trav-
elers, who have been called “wise
men” but who this night are baffled,
gaze at the star and are guided by
it . . . they, too, come to Bethlehem
and find a manger, a mother, a new-
born boy—"“a baby’s low cry.”
Now turn to the Christmas scene
of 1952. Again there are people like
Joseph and Mary going up to be
taxed, for wars and their aftermath
have laid heavy burdens on the
backs of men. Again there are
anxious eyes like those of the shep-

From The Christian Advocate Dec. 25, 1952. Copyright by General Features Corp.
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herds scanning the skies for signs
of peace. But still wise men are fol-
lowing a star.

A Christmas appeal came to my
desk during the war asking aid for
some underprivileged children in
our city’s slums. On the card was
the smiling face of a poorly clothed
lad and these words “Nuthin’ can
stop Christmas.”

Well, “nuthin” can stop Christ-
mas. The hearts of men turn to
Christmas just as birds go south at
the call of winter. The migrating
instinct, the homing instinet, stirs
within us at Christmas time. It is
the season when our spirits feel the
urge back toward the things that
are pure and lovely.

It is said that when the time
comes for birds to migrate, even
creatures born within a cage feel
the strange flutter through their
wings. So we feel the call of Christ-
mas back to the homeland of the
soul. And that is what Bethlehem
represents.

We still follow the star because
the One born at Bethlehem has a
wisdom beyond our wisdom. When
we speak of wisdom, we must dis-
tinguish it from mere knowledge.

Some time ago, in my presence, a
father and son were discussing some
current social and scientific ques-
tions. The son, a university stu-
dent, was filled with fresh infor-
mation. He had his facts at his
finger tips.

His father was less well equipped
with the latest writings. But he did
have some things his son lacked—
an insight born of experience, a
judgment begotten by long weigh-
ing of facts, a mellowness of mind
developed by ripening years. Their
discussion was an admirable demon-
stration of the difference between
knowledge and wisdom.

Knowledge is seeing things; wis-
dom is seeing through them to their
meanings. Knowledge is having the
facts; wisdom is knowing how to
handle them. Knowledge may be
acquired from books; wisdom is
gained from living. As Cowper put
it:

Knowledge is proud that he has
learned so much;

Wisdom is humble that he knows
no more.

This distinction between knowl-
edge and wisdom must be kept in
mind when we think of Jesus. Jesus
did not display the technical knowl-
edge that we have today. He may
not have known the principles by
which planes can fly through the
air, nor the methods by which
radio messages can be sent over
seas. But when it comes to wisdom,
He is the Master of the ages before
whom the wise men still bow.

We try to get away from his wis-
dom often enough, God knows.
When the teachings of Jesus look
hard to us, we try every expedient
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to get around them. But after ex-
ploring the detours, men come back
saying what Simon Peter said, when
Jesus asked him if he were going to
leave along with the crowd which
was deserting our Lord. Peter re-
plied, “To whom shall we go? Thou
hast the words of eternal life.”

Youth may laugh at Jesus’ prin-
ciples as too prudish and puritan-
ical, and try to hide from him un-
der running laughter, but like Fran-
cis Thompson they find him follow-
ing after and saying, “All things be-
tray thee who betrayed me.” And
so they do.

When we are false to him, we
cannot be at peace with ourselves.
Business scorns the teachings of
Galilee’s penniless carpenter as im-
practical, but after reckless selfish-
ness ruins itself with a depression;
the chastened market place lifts its
eyes to see that service rather than
self-interest is the foundation stone
of enduring trade.

Governments ignore the Teacher
of Galilee and a Nietzsche asserts
that the principles of Jesus would
make slaves of any nation which
essayed to follow them. But Neitz-
sche died in a madhouse and the
Germany which followed him and
his teachings ended in rubble.

Yet wise men still follow His star,
for they see His wisdom is beynod
wisdom. And it is beyond onr wis-
dom bceause His power is beyond
our power. i

Old and familiar is the saying,
“Knowledge is power.” But that is
not always and strictly true. Men
may know the right and do the
wrong. Men may know themselves
and not be themselves.

Is it really progress to put ma-
chines into the hands of men, if we
have to multiply also the machine
guns with which to kill men? Is it
really progress to shoot skyward on
ever faster elevators, if our morals
drop Hellward at the same time?
Is it really progress to be able to
broadcasts our words around the
world, if the broadcasts make for
enmity rather than brotherhood?

If we are to progress, we must de-
velop manpower able to manage and
master our horsepower.

And it is manpower which Christ
came to give. He had it in himself.
He was master of himself in every
situation. When he was hailed by
the crowd as king, he did not lose
his head. When he was cursed by
the crowd as an imposter, he did
not lose his nerve. When he was
fawned upon by flatterers, he did
not soften his principles. When he
was spat upon by the mob, he did
not harden his heart.

And that power which he mani-
fested over himself he was able to
impart to others. He looked into the
eyes of a Magdalene and gave her
the mastery of her passions. He
dined with a dishonest Zacchaeus
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and the grafting publican gave up
his ill-gotten gains. He laid his
hands on a shifting and irresolute
Simon and transformed him into
Peter the Rock.

And the still more amazing pow-
er of Jesus is that he is able to im-
part that character-strength of his
to men across the centuries who
never saw him in the flesh. He is
still the comrade who puts courage
into persons facing danger, conso-
lation into those who suffer and
strength into those who are tempted.

Our day is dazzled by the display
of physical power. The earth echoes
to the tread of mighty armies. The
air throbs with the roar of giant
factories. As we behold the stepped-
up production of our great country,
who would set a limit to the indus-
trial potentiality of America?

And yet withal, do we not have a
curious feeling of helplessness? As
individuals we are at the mercy of
mighty forces which commandeer
our property, call away our sons
and kill our brothers.

The Christ looks frail when we
first behold him, both in his manger
at birth and on his cross at death.
But his was a power beyond our
power, because it was based on a
love beyond our love, as well as on
a wisdom beyond our wisdom.

Maxim Gorky tells of addressing
an audience of Russian peasants on
the advantages of modern science
and inventions. At the end a peas-
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ant said to him: “Yes, we are taught
to fly in the air like birds and to
swim in the water like fishes, but
how to live on the earth we don’t
know.”

The world has become a neigh-
borhood, and unless we can become
more neighborly our vaunted civil-
ization is doomed. And how is that
brotherhood to be begotten? We
cannot count on temperamental
good nature or sentimental good
will. We cannot legislate men into
love. We cannot conquer them into
kindly feelings.

We can become brothers of men
only as we see them as sons of
God. Christ taught that. We can be-
come brotherly only as we sensitize
our sympathies to understand the
backgrounds of men. Christ taught
that. We can become brotherly only
as we rise above the prejudices of
race and color, the barriers of na-
tion and class. Christ taught that.
We can become brotherly only as
we are generous to forgive even as
we need forgiveness. Christ taught
that.

We can have “peace on earth”
only to “men of good will.” That
was the song at Christ’s birth. That
was the gospel which rose with his
resurrection.

In Christ there is no East or West,
In Him no South or North;

But one great fellowship of Love,
Throughout the whole wide earth.

@ Humlity is the most excellent
natural cure for anger.

Conquer Anger

Through Prayer

Jeremy Taylor
(1613-1667)

RAYER IS THE great rem-

edy against anger; for it

must suppose it in some de-
gree 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 preparatory to prayer; and
the curing the habit will be the
effect and blessing 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 observation and dili-
gence he lay the anger aside, be-
fore 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 ten-
der and a smooth tongue; but it
is better 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

From Freedom, Love and Truth, by Wm.

breath to fan them; together they
are like steel and flint, sending out
fire by mutual collision. Some men
will discourse themselves into pas-
sion, and if their neighbors be en-
kindled too, together 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 in-
discretions of another, greater than
which he considers that he 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 imit-
able to us. For if innocence itself
did suffer so great injuries and dis-

Ralph Inge, Pub. Hale, Cushman & Flint,

Boston, Mass. (An Anthology of the Christian Life)
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graces, it is no great matter for us
quietly to receive all the calamities
of fortune, and indiscretion of ser-
vants, and mistakes of friends, and
unkindness of kindred, and rude-
nesses of enemies; since we have
deserved those and worse, even hell
itself .

Remove from thyself all provoca-
tions_and._ incentives. to_anger, es-
pecially, first, games of chance and
great wager. Secondly, in not_heap-
ing up with an ambitious or curious
prodigality any very curious or
choice utensils, because those very
many accidents which happen in the
spoiling or loss of these rarities are
an irresistible cause of violent ang-
er. Thirdly, do not entertain or suf-
fer 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 slanders, or by not believ-
ing them, or by not regarding the
thing, or by forgiving the person.
Fourthly, to this purpose it may
serve well, if we choose as much as
we can to live with peaceable per-
sons, for that prevents the occasions
of confusion, and if we live with
prudent persons, they will not easily
occasion our disturbance.” But be-
cause these things are not in many
men’s power, therefore I propound

this rather as a felicity than as a
remedy or a duty, and an act of pre-
vention rather than that 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
deceived, or he was malicious; and
either of them or both is all one
with a miserable person, and that
is an object of pity, not of anger.

Use all reasonable discourses to
exciise the faults of others; consid-
ering that there are many circum-
stances of time, of person, of acci-
dent, 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 activé; 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.

([ Great things grow out of countless little

things that seem 20 unimportant.

Little Things

Florance Bagley Larson

HERE IS AN old legend

’l which says that in the begin-
ning when God created the

world He gave every living thing an
angel to bless and guard it. There
was an angel for man, one for the
birds of the air, one for the beasts
of the forest, for the trees, and the
flowers. Every living thing, even the
common grass, had its angel. But
the angel of the common grass was
not pleased with his commission.
He was peevish and jealous because
God had given to him only the com-
mon grass while the other angels
had beautiful, dancing flowers, tall
swaying trees, brilliantly colored
birds, and all things beautiful. Hu-
miliated and full of envy he strut-
ted about the streets of heaven glow-
ering and saying emphatically,
“The old, homely grass can just
grow by itself, I will not take care
of it.” So the season passed—the
leaves of the trees shrivelled and
fell off, the flowers died because the
grass held no dew, the deer in the
forest and the cattle in the fields
died because there was no grass to
eat. In time one after the other of
the angels threw themselves at the
feet of the Lord God and begged
His aid. At last Man himself came
and cried, “O Lord God, take me

away too, for my beautiful world
is dead!” Then the Lord God turned
His eyes upon the angel of the com-
mon grass and asked, “Was it a
great thing or a small thing I asked
thee to do?” In shame the angel of
the common grass fell at the Lord
God’s feet and asked His forgive-
ness for he saw now the unsuspected
greatness of his seemingly lowly
task.

How like the angel of the com.
mon grass we are. How often we
fuss and weep over the little things
God asks us to do. We feel we are
capable of far grander things than
the drudgery of daily, small tasks.
How easily we forget that Jesus
said, “If ye are faithful in the lit-
tle things . . . ” Jesus knew that
there were no little things — that
great things always grow out of the
shoals of countless little things that
seem so unimportant as we pass
them by. Could the cup of water
exist without the drop? Jesus said
the cup of water was important! In
our hearts we remember Jesus far
more for His countless little human
kindnesses than we do for all the
miracles He performed.

Therve are three little things all of
us can do whose power can never
be accurately measured. Have you,

7



8 CLEAR HORIZONS Winter

for instance, ever watched the magic
of a smile or a laugh in the midst
of a group of strangers? It is the
universal language of all mankind
and nearly always brings a re-
sponse. Did you ever try walking
down the street and smiling at
every one who looked your way? It
is a game that will warm as well
as tickle your heart. Sometimes the
stranger will look startled and you
chuckle within yourself knowing
that he wonders if you are a bit
“tetched”. Given time, however,
there always comes the moment
when spirit meets spirit and you
find an instant and radiant re-
sponse. Then your heart is strange-
ly warmed. How truly someone
spoke when he said that the world
is a mirror reflecting back to us the
face that we present to the world.
If we smile and laugh we find that
the world is a cheery, delightful
place. If we frown and are cross,
the world frowns right back at us.
We find nothing in this world that
we do not first of all find within
our own hearts. A smile costs so
little; it can be given away so
quickly but its memory may last
forever. Part of the power of Jesus,
I am sure, was the power of His
haunting smile and cheery laughter.

Christ and Paul taught us that
“joy” is a duty as well as a privi-
lege. Over and over appear the
words “rejoice ye”. Neither Christ
nor Paul promised us life without

sorrow and heartache but they show
us that these can so stretch our
souls that our spaces for joy be-
come greater. Part of the meaning
of “rejoice” 1 am sure is “to sing”
—singing in the rain as well as in
the sunshine. Singing was the “hall-
mark” of the early Christian Church
as it literally sang its way into
men’s hearts. It was the secret of
their victorious living as it can be
our secret too. Out of respect for
our friends we may refrain from
singing aloud but we can “make
melody in our hearts unto the Lord”
even if it is only a whistle or the
joyous dancing of our hearts. Others
can tell by our faces and our eyes
whether or not we are singing on
the inside. Do you remember how
the song of Pippa as she went along
the road brought shame to a pair
of guilty lovers, stopped a man from
committing murder, and caused a
worldly bishop to pause in his
worldliness? Like Pippa the power
of our song may be hidden from
us but we never know when it may
help another or simply brighten the
room about us.

And then there are kind words!
They are the music of the world.
Never count them as trifles! Words
can be mighty weapons; they can
sting like a serpent; or snap like
the crack of a whip about the heart
or be as bright as angel’s wings.
They cost so little and yet they
can make the weak stronger and
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the sad braver. Never is a kind
word wasted; never is it spoken in
vain. Often it is not even the word
but the tone quality of the voice
that loosens the bonds of an ach-

ing heart. Heartaches are so care-
fully hidden these days that we
often walk and talk with our neigh-
bor without even guessing the burd-
ens he bears. Kind, loving words,
working like the hand of God, may
ease the secret tensions of many an
aching heart.

L3

The great Cathedral of Milan has
a great triple archway. Over the
first arch is carved a rose and be-
neath the rose the words, “All that
pleases is only for a moment.”
Over the third arch is a cross and
the words, “All that troubles is
only for a moment.” Over the great
central archway are these beautiful
words, “That only is important
which is eternal.” Life should not
be measured by its years but by
the beauty we put into it. laughter,
song, and loving words are Eternal.

=

On Christmas Eve

Louise Woodman

Along our way we heard the angels singing

As they had sung on Christmas long ago:

The listening trees and frost tipped grasses heard them
And wakened from their sleep beneath the snow.
With winking lights the city twinkled Christmas

As happy bells were laughing on the air

Until the magic evening touched all people

Who smiled because Christ’s birthday hovered there.
We knew they must have heard the angel voices,
We knew their hearts like ours were thankful, filled
With friendliness and hope for every nation

Who live for unity . .

-

. so guns are stilled.

L3

Gratitude
Gilbert H. Rogers

I thank thee Lord for sermons preached
When by thy spirit led.

And then sometimes I thank thee for
The things I haven’t said.




Q “Thy will be done” is not a sigh of resignation;
but a cry against everything wrong in your life.

Bright is the Will

Celia Caroline Cole

HENEVER I think of
E& ; E%; the patient faces through-
out this world with re-

signed minds and hearts back of
them saying, “I must accept . . .
God’s will be done,” I want to shake
something hard.

Where did we get this idea that
God’s will is something to which
we must be resigned? Why haven’t
we known all along that it is some-
thing to strive for without ceasing,
something to run toward as fast as
we can, calling, “All of it, all of
it! Don’t let my little will get in
the way one single time!” Surely if
there is one thing in all this uni-
verse more glorious than anything
else, it must be God’s will for us.

That glimpse you get of yourself
now and then as the person you
could be, if only you could be
brought up to the highest expres-
sion of yourself, radiant, powerful,
generous, contributing to your
world something beneficial and in-
spiring—that I believe, is a glimpse
of God’s will for you.

The best that you can desire for
yourself is God’s will for you. The
best that you can wish for another
person is God’s will for him .
not some road that you or he must
travel, not some definite thing upon
which your heart is set.

10

No one can outline God’s will
for himself or another, but when
for a moment you find in yourseif
or another something noble and
fine, recognize someone lovable and
delightful, that, I believe, is what
God means you to be. He meant it
when He made man and found His
work good, and surely He means it
still.

In the beginning, man was cre-
ated complete, without shortcom-
ings—if you accept the premise that
God (or, if you will, a beneficent
First Cause) created all that is.
With our free wills we have gath-
ered unto ourselves, in this long
journey that is life, weaknesses,
blind spots, wilfulness, suffering,
sickness, poverty. None of them is
God’s will for us. Surely we can-
not believe that that which is be-
hind the order of the stars and
moon and sun, back of the perfec-
tion of seasons and night and day,
and of the beauty of aspiration in
the soul of man, would so will the
lonely, seeking, troubled life of man.

It simply doesn’t make sense. But
it does make sense that with our
free wills we have brought around
us confusion and trouble, out of
which we must find our way until
we once more contact the will of
God and, by obeying it, redeem our
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lives from our mistakes. Doesn’t
it? Anyway, it does to me.

“Thy will be done” is not a sigh
of resignation but a powerful, chal-
lenging cry against everything that
is wrong in your life. That obvious
duty of yours that you do so faith-
fully but unjoyously—do you think
that is God’s will for you? Look
closely and see whether it isn’t
man’s will. You who are ill, you
who have a crippled child, you
whom death has robbed—do you
accept those things as God’s will?
They are man’s will, man’s ignor-
ance. Call out with all your might
for God’s will to be done and hold
to your desire (that's what your
will is for—not to plan and man-
age, but to keep your desire steady
and true, for desire is a tremendous
lifting force) and see what changes
will come about!

And don’t cry back at me, “He
can’t make the dead return!” He
can! He did! Outside of Jerusalem
one early morning . . . and in the
city of Lazarus, with a doubting
crowd thick around Him. “Greater
things than these shall ye do.” Why
haven’t we done them? Oh, we of
little faith!

And if you are mindful now of
the Cross, that was never God’s will
—it was man’s. God’s will lifted it
out of failure into deathless power
and glory, so moving the Son of
Man with the will of God that He
could say, “If by my life and my

words I cannot make you remem-
ber what I have told you of your
Father and of you and of life, then
I will make you remember this
way.!,

Surely it is better to die on a
cross and do what you came into
this world to do than to live and
not accomplish it. Cowardly fail-
ure for a whole life is worse than
death for a few hours. Your own
will or the will of man may send
you to some cross, but it cannot
take from you your power to rise.
It is the will of God for you to
rise . . . rise above every obstacle,
as a bird from the dangerous
ground, as a lily from the mud, as
a soul from its tomb. That is the
will, and obey it we must before
we are through.

But even when the will is stern, it
is glorious because no matter how
hard it is for the time being, you
are going in the right direction,
straight toward your blessed des-
tiny—yourself brought up to per-
fection, your life molded into the
life you have been searching for,
a life that will answer your ques-
tions, fill your emptiness, fulfill
your dreams. For behind the will is
omnipresent good. All the unfair-
ness comes from us, from our pow-
er of choice. Every unfair thing we
see has its human antecedents, and
no divine mysterious decree. It is
our willfulness, our ignorance, our
selfish choosing that lays the cross-
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es upon our backs; but again and
again His will takes us up the hill
beyond the cross into resurrection.

All the really bad times I've ever
had in my life I've had because 1
evaded the will of God. Sometimes
because my own will seemed so
much more plausible and some-
times because God’s will wasn’t
clear to me. It never is clear if you
are wanting to go your own way or
if, deep within you, there is some
reservation, “I will go a long way
with you, Lord, but please don’t
ask me to do that particular thing!”
Or perhaps it is just inanition; for
inanition can insulate you from
knowledge of the will of God. I've
had stern and frightening times try-
ing to do the will for me, but never
sunless, shameful times. They have
always come because I was apathetic
or followed my own will. .

Those of you who have seen the
motion picture Lost Horizon have
seen this truth superbly objectified.
In the midst of imperfection we see
this clear beauty, a man brought
to his destiny on wings, thrillingly,
with good companions. Then later,
in spite of the fact that he has
glimpsed this high purpose for him
and the sanity and beauty of it,
doubt enters. And his small, dear
affection for his brother rather than
his love for God and Humanity;
his little power to know, his rea-
son, his knowledge instead of that
limitless purity of intuitive, inner

knowing; his little groping will in-
stead of God’s will for him, take
him away from his destiny back
into the familiar unsatisfying world
of men and mortals.

But he has known the will and
can no longer bear the mad, blind
world he has come back to nor the
memory of his failure to obey. So
alone, blinded by the brilliance of
snow, terrified by the vastness, with
intolerable suffering but with the
splendor of purpose within his soul,
he struggles back toward his des-
tiny, over mountain fasinesses,
through storm and starvation, on
past madness, past death, on, on
until the sound of temple bells tells
him that once again man has been
lifted out of failure into the glori-
ous will of God.

It is not far from you—the will
for you. It is not hidden away. It
is the deep aspiration in you to be
free, to be beautiful, to be happy,
to be led and controlled by all that
is best in you.

It is the desire to ascend in every
way, until you, too, hear the temple
bells guiding you back to greatness
and beauty of life that were planned
for you from the beginning by One
who looked upon all that He had
made, and said, “It is good.”

“Eye hath not seen, nor ear
heard, neither have entered into the
heart of man, the things which God
hath prepared for them that love
Him.”

[ God's river of life is an actual energy which flows
down to us according to the law of faith.

River of Life

Agnes Sanford

'l ONG AGO a wise man said
“There is a river, the
streams whereof shall make

glad the city of God.” This is the
stream of the Spirit, the flow of the
life of God, the flow of the very
Water of Life. Jesus Christ said
that He came in order to release
for us more of this life abundant,
and that whosoever drank of Him
would never thirst. And the final
picture of the Bible is the picture
of the River of Life flowing through
the streets of the New Jerusalem:
the new order of life that shall be
established upon this earth.

Yet here we are, two thousand
years later, perishing for the lack
of this very flow of life and re-
fusing to accept it. We have de-
natured the words of the Bible,
taking out of them the Spirit of
God and leaving them merely wist-
ful symbols of an impossible joy.
In the early days of Christianity
this impossible joy actually shone
upon the man who believed it, lift-
ing him out of despair, renewing
his youth like the eagle’s, healing
his diseases — until the day came
when, having tasted life to the full,
he was ready with all dignity and
composure to graduate into the next

life.
From Religion and Health, June, 1952

The age of miracles is past, we
say the arm of God is shortened;
the love of Christ is dimmed. Yet
He was never nearer to us, His
creation ever-functioning, His pow-
er rolling through the ages, un-
hastening, unresting, accomplishing
daily those miracles that are His
nature and His will. Our mistake
has been that we have expected the
river to come to us. We must go
to the river. We must drink of it
and be refreshed by it. We must ob-
serve it and consider its flow and
go where it takes us. We must find
the ways of its currents and follow,
avoiding whirlpools and back ed-
dies. So we will be swept out into
the great sea of the love of God.

There is a river: a flow of a
life-giving element, a current of
energy, a vibrating force of life.
This flow of energy can actually
enter into the flesh, healing,
strengthening, transforming, just
as really as it can enter into the
spirit, releasing there the life of
eternity. How do we know this? Be-
cause it happens. And how can you
find out whether these words are
true? By coming to the river of
God’s life and trying it. First of
all, come. A thousand times we are
told in the Bible “Come . . . ask . ..

13
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taste . . . see.” Yet many people
refuse even this first simple step.
“If God wants to make me well, why
doesn’t He?” they ask. “Why do 1
have to pray for it?”

One may as well ask, “Why
doesn’t the river come to me? Why
do I have to go to it instead?” The
intelligent person does not waste
time in questioning the Creator
concerning matters too great for
him. He learns instead how to go
to the river of life and to receive
from it. Very simple are the laws
of God’s life, yet inexorable, as
are the laws of a river. A river
flows downhill, not uphill. This is
due to the force that we call gravity.
There is no use in asking the Tiver
why it does not turn around and
flow up the mountain. God’s river
of life is an actual energy existing
in the air in the form of a certain
vibration, much like the vibration
of light or of electricity. The exist-
ence of this high vibration of light
has been discovered by those scien-
tists who experiment in the field of
television. But its laws are not dis-
coverable by intellect alone for it
works through spirit as well as
through mind. It flows down to us
according to the law of faith as
surely as a river flows according to
the law of gravity. In order to re-
ceive a spiritual blood transfusion
of new life able to destroy germs,
to rebuild tissue, to release nerves,
we need first of all to come to the

Winter

river in simple trust, asking, as
God told us to ask. Then after our
prayer of petition, which is the first
step of faith, we need to receive the
life of the river by believing that
our petition has been answered, that
the health that we desire is being
established within us. How can we
believe this when we have not as
yet seen it?

Why not? We have faith in a
river, letting it take us past shores
that we have not known to a far sea
that we have not yet seen. We have
been told that the sea is there, and
we believe it and we embark. So
having been told that God heals, we
should embark upon the river of
His life and assume that He is heal-
ing us, adopting this assumption as
a theory upon which we work.
Then we should lend Him our minds
to work through, making in the
imagination a picture of ourselves
well and holding to it with all fer-
vor. Finally, without waiting to see
whether we are getting better, but
following the theory that His power
is working in us, we should give
thanks in advance for the healing
that we have not yet seen. We need
not assume that this healing has
been perfectly accomplished by one
prayer or two, any more than the
traveler from Minnesota need as-
sume that when he steps upon the
river steamer he is at that moment
at the sea. Indeed, to assume that
we have arrived when we have not,
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to “Say a little prayer and forget
it,” is often a great mistake. We
should be cognizant of our actual
progress so that we can take all sen-
sible care of ourselves, observing
the laws of the body and gratefully
accepting the help of doctors, if we
need such help. But certainly we
should believe that God’s power is
working in us and that we are on
our way to the great sea of His per-
fect life. Or even if we do not quite
believe this, we can teach ourselves
to believe it by giving thanks for it.
As we do this, we release our spirits
from the chains of unbelief and
start them out upon the river of
God’s life.

This life of God moves upon a
certain wave length, a certain flow,
nor will it move in any other way.
This wave length is the harmonious
flow of love. So it must be, for God
is love. And so it is, for if we will
observe our bodies we can see that
they work according to the harmony
of love and of its resulting peace
of mind. When we are out of har-
mony with life, we circle helplessly
in dullness of spirit, confusion of
mind, and weakness or illness of
body, instead of going smoothly for-
ward in creative activity. We waste
time in telling ourselves that we
cannot help this, that we have every
right to hate or to resent, to worry
or to fear. We must help it, because
the river of life flows that way and
without the river of life we perish

and wither into illness. Hate and
fear are two aspects of the same
emotion. Resentment and worry en-
twine like two strands of hemp twist-
ed into a string. When we resent or
are bitter, or when we flame into
anger and sulk, we are out of har-
mony with God. The judge of our
own spirits knows this and fills us
with a divine discontent which we
translate into worry and into fear.
Very often we do not really fear
the thing that we think we fear.
Have you ever wondered why vou
should fear such foolish things . . .
telephones, thunder, mice gossip
... You do not realy fear
these things. You fear God. You
fear the judge of your own being,
who says to you “Come back, come
back! You are wandering! You
are getting away from the flow of
life that your soul must have! You
are in danger!”

So then if we would have God’s
health, let us come back and es-
tablish harmony with life about us,
with circumstances, with our {fel-
lowmen. Let us apologize to those
whom we have offended, let us re-
store that which we have wrongfully
taken, let us forgive those who have
trespassed against us. How shall we
forgive? By using, again, not only
our will power but also our greatest
creative tool, the imagination. Alack
that God ever gave us this mighty
creative quality, making us in His
image and likeness, so that the
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words that go forth out of our
mouths have power, so that the
things that we see in our minds
tend to come upon us! It is a pow-
er that when wrongly used destroys
us. For we cannot help creating.
And if we do not learn to fix our
attention upon the right thing and
project it into our lives, we are sure
to see the wrong thing and to bring
toward us the very thing that we
do not want.

So then let us bend our minds
to this matter of forgiving, and let
us use there the same principle that
we would use in praying for health.
Let us picture God’s life coming in-
to the one whom we would forgive
and restoring that one to his natu-
ral, God-given self. And let us give
thanks in advance for the goodness
and honesty and charitableness that
is being established in the one for
whom we would pray. We will be
surprised, as we so pray, at the new
joy that will come to us, at the new
peace that will release bodily ten-
sions and set free our normal heal-
ing powers. For the body does nor-
mally heal. Such is its created ten-
dency. Such is the original order,
given it by God. We ourselves have
confused it by giving it contrary
orders. So in order to set sail upon
the river of life we must needs re-
new within us His heavenly orders
toward life and health.

But we are often baffled by the
difficulty of being so transformed

by the renewing of our minds. We
succeed many a time in thinking our
way to forgiveness and to peace,
and then, for no reason that we
know, old fears and angers come
back to us. Why is this so? It is
because we are composite beings.
Below the conscious mind is the
subconscious, the guardian of the
memories. All of us have memories
that hurt, connected in one way or
another with unholy thinking: im-
purity or hate or fear or the grief
that has come to us from the evil
of others. We try very hard to for-
get these things and perhaps we
succeed, which is unfortunate. For
the subconscious, ordered by the
spirit, will not cease to bring
them to our attention until they
are healed. And if it cannot at-
tract the attention of the conscious
mind, it will attract the attention
of the body. From below the surf-
ace of consciousness, the feeling of
hurt will give to the body the order
to hurt. Some of this subconscious
shadow will lighten, true, as we
let the light into our conscious
minds; but not all of it. That hid-
den mind is too deep for the con-
sciousness to plumb.

Who, then, can plumb it? And
how can we be saved from the
dark shadow of our former selves?
“I thank my God, through Jesus
Christ our Lord. . . .” For He is
among us, the swift channel in the
midst of the river of the love of
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God. How can we receive His heal-
ing in our subconscious minds?
Quite simply. Just by coming to
Him in faith, admitting our need
of His help and asking for it. True,

we do not understand His invasion
by Spirit of the world of flesh. But
what of that? We may not fully
understand even so simple a thing
as a river. What, after all, is water?
Of what chemical elements does it
consist? How was it created and in
what manner does it breed life? But
whether or not we understand a
river, we can still use it. So knowing
that we cannot fully understand the
mysteries of our invisible Friend,
son of man and son of God, never-
theless, let us seek His help. Let us
confess to Him the bitter thinking

of the past and all of the sins con-
nected with it. Let us look away
back in life, away back, opening
hidden doors in the subconscious
and letting Him in. So He will
transfer into us His thought-vibra-
tions of purity and freedom, of joy
and peace. For such is redemption,
such is forgiveness: a heavenly
transfer. He heals the trauma in
the brain, the hurtful thought-tracks
in the memories thus literally re-
moving our sins for us “as far as
the East is from the West.” Then
He projects into us His own pat-
tern of thinking, so that we feel
the great release of His love and
His joy. It is the most amazing of
all healing miracles. And yet it is
only the old rock-foundation of
Christianity: the forgiveness of sins.

The Moon and A Reflection
Harriet Stanton Place

“Strange,” she mused, “We only see the moon,
For all its lovely light

Is not its own, but borrowed from the sun
To brighten up our night.”

“Perhaps God meant that we, should absorb
The radiance of His love

And then reflect it for the darkened lives
The radiance of His love




