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s We Go To Precs

Prayer witnesses are always stimulating, probably because they speak of something
with authority. It happened to somebody, and it is not someone merely theorizing. Guy
Hurd Wilson's personal witness (p. 1) to the swiftness and sureness of answered prayer
in his own experience is one of the best examples | have ever read. The trouble with
most people is that they are willing to talk about prayer; but few are willing to put it
to the test like this man of God did . . . Psychologists have known for a long time that
fatigue is not caused by work, as such, but rather by tension and frustration. Harold
Ruopp (p. 13) does an excellent job of combining the psychological viewpoint with the
spiritual, and coming out with some practical answers about how to live beyond and
above fatigue. . . . What you practice daily in the way of seeing life is vitally impor-
tant. Some see life as something to complain about, almost constantly, while others seem
naturally to find the thing that they can praise. Winfred Rhoades (p. 17) fells us how
to cultivate an aftitude and a practice in daily living that will not only make life exuber-
ant for us, but that will give others the added lift that makes life good. . . . E. Stanley
Jones (p. 21) writes about a subject that he ought to know much about. Certainly o
man in his position is often under so much pressure and so many demands that it would
almost seem that anxiety would be inevitable. But it is not, and he has learned the
answer fo anxiety, how to conquer it, and therefore to conserve his energies and
talents for the things that are constructive and effective. . . . The article by Bob Neese
(p. 27) is one of the most compelling documents of human experience ever to appear in
this magazine. It is the Starr Daily story all over again . Don't ever view anyone os
hopeless! . . . Every reader of Clear Horizons ought to be acquainted with Merrybrook
at Wells, Yermont (p. 37). It was founded by Glenn Clark as a healing refuge, healing
by prayer and spiritual means, and Rev. R. E. and Helen Simpson are now in charge
of it. Those in need of healing—body, mind, and soul—will find there the answer to a
new life. . . . Don Blanding has a book called Joy Is An Inside Job, and Opal Calhoun
comes up with another vital truth (p. 42) in telling us that beauty also comes from the
inside! . . . Oftentimes our reaction to something is more important and destructive, than
that thing itself. That is often true in cases of cancer. The very word produces fear and
desolation that makes an attack on the disease impossible. Eula N. Morrison (p. 58)
tells us how she fought the great fight, and won! Don't miss it.
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Answered Prayer is Swift and Sure!
Guy Hurd Wilson

T/Jr'_r'.r'; the Epf!agﬂe from the book THAT YE May KNow, by Guy
Hmzf l_V;h'an, reprinted by permission of the publishers, Macalster Park
Publishing Company. It may be ordered through this magazine. ($2.00)

OD’S ANSWER to prayer
is the swiftest thing in the
world. “Before they call 1
will answer.” The faintest desire
in our heart is seen by God before
it becomes a petition on our lips.
God’s love is behind that swift
answer to prayer, and this ought to
encourage us mightily in our pray-
ers. God is eager to hear us pray,
and answers us, when we meet the
conditions, even before we call.
Only love could travel that fast!
We are accustomed to very swift
movements in this age of ours. As
I write these words a storm of hur-
ricane proportions is raging in the
Caribbean. The wind is reported to
be blowing at the rate of 140 miles
per hour. If blowing on land at
this rate it would tear down every-
thing in its pathway.
Just a few days ago the news-
papers reported that a pilot, riding
a jet-plane, had made the astonish-

ing speed of over 1600 miles per
hour.

Yet this is not as fast as some
other things. This big, heavy world
of ours, for instance, in its journey
around the sun, goes at the almost
unbelievable speed of 1814 miles
per second. Only the force of grav-
ity prevents us from falling off in-
to space!

The sun is 93,000,000 miles from
the earth. It takes the sunlight
eight minutes to get from the sun
to the earth. That gives us 186,320
miles per second that a light ray
travels. Incredible speed!

But electricity is even faster than
light. Electricity travels at the rate
of 288,000 miles per second. Since
the moon is only 240,000 miles
away from the earth, it would take
an electric current less than one
second to pass from the earth to
the moon. That is probably as fast
as anything with which we have to
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do except this matter of prayer
about which I now write.

It is love on God's part, and sur-
render on our part, that makes pos-
sible the incredibly swift answer of
God when we pray. The instances
which I shall here set down are
recorded with humility and with
loving acknowledgment of God's
love.

The very first experience of as-
surance in healing prayer came to
me when, as a very young man, I
was teaching school in a country
district. I was accustomed to go
home every other week-end to visit
my parents. On this particular oc-
casion I stopped at a farm house
near where I was boarding. I had
been told that a little girl whom I
loved very dearly was severely ill
at that place. I found the little
thing consumed with fever. The
mother was distraught. She asked
me to pray for her child. I did so,
falling back on faith in Christ, the
Great Physician. As I prayed for
the dear child’s recovery I received
the definite assurance that she
would speedily recover. I turned to
the mother and said in a perfectly
calm voice, “Nella will be well when
I return tomorrow afternoon.” I
then rode away. When I returned
the next afternoon I stopped by to
see “my patient.” She was up, clear
of fever, and was playing normally.

The mother was very happy and

exceedingly thankful. There was no
relapse. :

In my more mature life there
have been many instances of heal-
ing through prayer, and of directly
answered prayer. I faced a time
when I was leading a group of
laymen in a church-wide visitation
campaign. These laymen were not
out each evening to make perfunc-
tory calls upon church members;
they were out to sit down in the
homes of individuals and families
and try to make disciples of them:
to win them to the Christian life.

The first meeting was on Mon-
day evening. Following a fellow-
ship meal at six o’clock, I “brief-
ed” the men in procedure, and sent
them out two by two. Most of the
men had never done this type of
work before, and were more or less
fearful that they would not suc-
ceed. But they had been sent out
buttressed by believing prayer.
When they reported back at the
church office at nine o’clock, the
twenty-six men had won twenty-
one persons to Christ and the
church. Like the disciples of Jesus,
they were walking on air!

I was sitting in my office the
following afternoon preparing my
information, and preparing my
own heart, for the briefing that
night. I was not aware of any
change in the weather until a blind-
ing flash lighted up the room, fol-

lowed by a crashing shock of thun-
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der. I hastily went outside. A dense
cloud covered the entire heavens—a
cloud so low that it seemed to cling to
the lamp posts and to the roof of
the church. It was one of those
clouds that was so saturated that
one could almost reach up and
wring water out of it by hand.

I went back into the office and
meditated. It was two hours until
time for my men to meet at the
church. I knew that if it rained
them out that night it would be a
terrific blow to the psychology of
success. The entire program would
be jeopardized. I was moved to
prayer. And while the thunder
boomed incessantly I knelt down,
seeking an audience with God. I
said to Him that this was His work,
that these were His men, and
that I felt that if they were not
allowed to go out that night it
would be a severe set-back to the
entire program of work and would
seriously interfere with the final
outcome. Then, in faith, I came to
grips with the matter. “Father,” I
said, “'do not let it rain tonight un-
til we have finished our work.” I
did not repeat this prayer. There
was no need. For swiftly, definite-
ly, my Heavenly Father answered:
“It will not rain.”

Rejoicing, I arose and went about
my tasks, fully assured. At six
o'clock the men came. The mists
were still swirling about the lamp
posts. The thunder still crackled
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and rasped in a continuous bom-
bardment. We sat down to eat.
Some of the men were fearful that
it would rain at any moment, and
said so. I related to them nothing
of my experience, but simply said,
“It will not rain before we finish
our task.” They looked at me in
wonder.

Following the meal and the in-
struction, they went out. Coming
back at nine, they were still dry!
They reported and went home.
When the last man had reached
his house the fountains of the
heavens were broken up and a tor-
rent of rain fell for the remainder
of the night. But not a single man
got wet!

On another occasion I was called
to the hospital to see a young wife
who was to be confined. I found
her mother greatly agitated. The
daughter had been in the hospital
about four days, undergoing treat-
ment. The doctor had told her it
would be impossible for her to give
natural birth to the baby, and that
at eight o'clock the next morning
he would perform a Caesarean. The
mother sought prayer for her
daughter. Standing by the bed, I
took the young woman’s hand in
mine and told her not to be afraid.
I asked her to try to relinquish every
fear, and to lean back on God for
her deliverance. I asked her to pray
along with me. I then prayed aloud,
asking God to bring her through
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without the necessity of an abdom-
inal delivery. Definitely, I got an
affirmative answer. " You are go-
ing to be all right,” I assured her.
“Your baby will be born naturally.”

Upon his visit to the hospital
the next morning the doctor found
the young woman so much im-
proved he decided to delay the
operation. The next morning she
was still further improved. And
the following morning the mother
called me rather early. She was
happily excited. “The baby came
last night normally,” she said, “and
both the baby and my daughter are
in good condition.”

One of the most remarkable ex-
periences which I have undergone
came in connection with a serious
injury received by my family phy-
sician, He was a surgeon of note, and
his services were much sought after.
One day, while grooming a young
horse he had purchased, the animal
playfully whirled and kicked up his
heels. One hoof caught the doctor
in the left side. It knocked him
down, rendering him all but un-
conscious. He was hurried from his
country estate to the hospital where
practically every physician in the
community came in to check his
condition. A young surgeon, just
back from the war, was selected for
the operation.

I went to the hospital about
eight that evening, just before the
operation was to begin. I passed

the two daughters in the hall down-
stairs where they waited in tears
for news of their father. Comfort-
ing them as best I could, I went
upstairs to where the patient was
being wheeled into the operating
room. His whitefaced wife followed,
unseeing, eyes blinded by tears.

Though I could have gone into
the room I did not do so because
of the press. Every physician and
surgeon in the city, with possibly
one exception, was present, and I
did not wish to be in their way or
to help drink up the oxygen so
badly needed.

The hour ran out its record, and
still the young surgeon worked on.
Presently one of the physicians
came out by me, shaking his head.
“P. C. will never make it,” he said.
Shortly another came out. I stopped
him. “What do you think?” I
asked. “I do not think he has a
chance,” he replied. “Probably will
be dead within an hour.”

I thought of all this good man
had meant to me and my family. I
thought of the countless number of
cases where he had helped the un-
derprivileged and helpless. A feel-
ing that he could not be spared
surged up within me. I leaned my
head against the wall and prayed.
“Oh God, hear me now,” I pled.
“This man is too valuable to the com-
munity for him to be lost to it. Re-
member the poor that he has helped.
Remember his great mercy to the
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helpless. Remember his incessant ser- your husband will recover. It is set-

vice to all the people. Oh, God, let
his life be spared; let P. C. get well.”

It was a simple prayer, but it
welled out of the deep of my
heart. I was not surprised, there-
fore, when, as if audibly, I got the
answer: “Your prayer is answered;
P. C. will get well.” Another doc-
tor passed through the door after
that, shaking his head. “Not a
chance,” he said to me. But I knew
better. God had just given me the
assurance.

At ten o'clock the operation was
concluded, and the patient was
wheeled into his room. Shortly aft-
er that I went away, not being able
to see the dear wife. The next
morning I went back to the hospital
and the nurse said the patient was
holding his own. But she was very
grave as she spoke of him. His wife
was sleeping the deep sleep of ex-
haustion, and I did not get to speak
to her, though I did desire to do
so and tell her that her husband
would get well.

On my next visit to the hospital
I met her as she came out of her
husband’s room. Anxiously, nerv-
ously, she came up to me and
placed both her hands in mine. She
answered my unspoken question by
saying, “P. C. is a mighty sick man,
but he is holding his own.”

I looked into her eyes and said
to her, "Can you believe? God has
given me the definite assurance that

tled; have no fear.”

She convulsively seized my hands,
a look of incredulous wonder in her
eyes. Then the light of faith and
understanding broke over her face,
Her suffused eyes became as two
stars.

“That is wonderful,” she whis-
pered. “Why didn’'t you tell me
sooner ?”

“I had no opportunity,” I re-
plied. “Anyway, you can rest as-
sured now.”

“Thank you, oh, so much! I must
go and tell P. C. now.” She re-
leased my hands and went back into
her husband’s room, while I walk-
ed quietly down the steps, the peace
of God in my heart. Three wecks
from that date the patient was
walking about the house, and two
months later he was engaged in his
practice again.

The Church has abdicated its
high and holy privilege of healing
through prayer. It needs to get it
back. For once, without question,
it possessed that prerogative. There
have been so many quacks and
charlatans, so many cranks and fan-
atics in these latter years, that the
Church has shrunk back from its
high calling of healing through
prayer. Or, maybe, it has been a
lack of faith.

Whatever it is, the Church must
get it back again!



€ "It takes strength of character to practice religion.”

Faith Makes The Difference

Henry J. Kaiser

HE SIMPLE WORD “faith”
I sums up what I am convinc-
ed makes the difference be-
tween attaining or not attaining the
greatest values of life,
The fully rounded faith has three
interwoven parts:

1. Faith in yourself and your
highest aspirations, which releases
your creative inner powers and
gives your daily life direction, ad-
venture, and meaning. 2. Faith in
your fellow men, whom you love
and serve. 3. Faith in God that
answers the questions and longings
of your soul—gives you help from
the Higher Source—and sees the
workings of the Creator in every-
thing.

Faith can be a tremendous driv-
ing power throughout your prac-
tical daily living.

When you believe deeply that
there is something worthwhile to
do, you gain the spirit and energy
to go out boldly in pursuit of new
and greater goals.

It takes strength of character to
practice religion. Yet the more it is
used, the more it keeps forever
building greater strength of char-
acter. It gives beliefs you can hold
fast to when everything else may
seem to be crumbling. It is my con-
viction that faith is stronger than
disbelief; faith can overcome fear
and hopelessness in you, just as the
whole history of mankind has been
lighted up by the faiths that have
triumphed over the forces of dark-
ness.

Won't you join me in prayer for
a living faith?

By permission of The Dsal Press, Inc. From How Praver Helps Me. ed by McVoy.
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( “For all these I make an act of Thanksgiving this day.”

A Litany of Thanksgiving

Howard Thurman

oday, I make my Sacrament of Thanksgiving.
“ I begin with the simple things of my days:
Fresh air to breathe,

Cool water to drink,

The taste of food,

The protection of houses and clothes,

The comforts of home.
For these, I make an act of Thanksgiving this day!

I bring to mind all the warmth of humankind that I have known:

My mother’s arms,

The strength of my father,

The playmates of my childhood,

The wonderful stories brought to me from the lives of many who
talked of days gone by when fairies and giants and all kinds of magic
held sway:

The tears I have shed, the tears I have seen;

The excitement of laughter and the twinkle in the eye with its
reminder that life is good.

For all these I make an act of Thanksgiving this day.

I finger one by one the messages of hope that awaited me at the cross-
roads:

The smile of approval from those who held in their hands the reins of my
security;

]

The tightening of the gn;f in a single handshake when I feared the step
before me in the darkness;

The whisper in my heart when the temptation was fiercest and the claims
of appetite were not to be denied;

The crucial word said, the simple sentence from an open page when my
decision hung in the balance.

For all these I make an act of Thanksgiving this day.

!rﬁass before me the mainsprings of my heritage:
e fruits of the labors of countless generations who lived before me,
without whom my own life would have no meaning;

From Meditations of the Heart by Howard Thurman. Reprinted by permission of
the publisher, Harper & Bros., New York.
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The seers who saw visions and dreamed dreams; Y ¥
The prophets who sensed a truth greater than the mind could grasp an
whose words could only find fulfillment in the years which they

would never see;

The workers whose sweat has watered the trees, the leaves of which are

for the healing of the nations; :
The pilgrims who s%t their sails for lands beyond all horizons, whose

courage made paths into new worlds and far-off places;

The saviors whose blood was shed with a recklessness that only a dream
could inspire and God could command.

For all this I make an act of Thanksgiving this day.

I linger over the meaning of my own life and the commitment to which 1
give the loyalty of my heart and mind: : ’

The little purposes in which I have shared with my loves, my desires, my
ifts; : % 1

The res%lessness which bottoms all I do with its stark insistence that T have
never done my best, I have never dared to reach for the highest;

The big hope that never quite deserts me, that I and my kind will study
war no more, that love and tenderness and all the inner graces of
Almighty affection will cover the life of the children of God as the
waters cover the sea.

All these and more than mind can think and ear can feel,

I make as my sacrament of Thanksgiving to Thee,

Our Father, in humbleness of mind and simplicity of heart.

C=

Our forefathers were given divine guidance, I believe, when they came
to this New world seeking religious and economic freedom, hoping to
escape the bonds of the corrupt and over-extended governments of Eutopei
Out of their wholesome desire, their determmat!on, their adventuresome anc
sacrificing spirit grew our American way of life.

—George S. Benton

€ “"Men who had not shaved for weeks appeared with clean

faces and still cleaner clothes.”

A Miracle on the Waterfront

Gordon Bennett

he true greatness of either
’l a people or city is not ap-
parent to a man who simply
gets off the ferry in San Francisco
and sees no more of the city than
its many exclusive dining places and
hotels. It's not until he journeys
out along the endless beautiful
drives or walks for a few miles
along San Francisco's Embarcadero,
which is the city’s waterfront, that
he may learn something not only of
the city’s importance but also of its
people.

It was on a cold December
night in 1943 that I met the man
known as the Deacon of the Water-
front, a most unusual man who
limped along with a wooden leg,
the real leg having been bitten off
by a shark in the South Pacific.

[n 1936 the Deacon, whose real
name is Tom Allen, was aboard
a ship that was sunk off the Aus-
tralian Coast. For seventeen days
Tom was in a life boat. It was in
that same life boat that he prom-
ised God that if he was rescued he
would devote the rest of his life
in the service of the Master. His
little rescue Mission down on the
Embarcadero is mute evidence that
he has kept his promise.

Tom Allen is very sure that every
man is born in the image of God
and, as such, it is his mission in
life to help his fallen brother to re-
gain his dignity in the sight of the
Almighty. So it is that he ministers
to the alcoholics, the winos, the dope
fiends and all the other so called
dregs of society. He is one of the
city’s busiest men. During the day-
time he operates a restaurant and it
is 2 most unusual one. If you are
without money, you simply become
Tom'’s guest. He has a strange book-
keeping system. The profits he re-
ceives in operating the restaurant are
in turn used to operate the Mission.
For sixteen years Tom has given
freely of his labor to his fellow-
men and, in turn, he himself wears
the cast-off clothing of his wealthier
friends.

When the evening fog and the
darkness comes to the waterfront,
the Deacon begins his job of hu-
man salvage. Here and there on
dark streets and still darker door-
ways, he finds literally fallen men.
Sometimes he finds men numbed
with liquor sleeping in the alleys,
the cold, piercing rain falling on
their upturned faces. These and
many other unfortunate people are

9
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taken by him to the Mission where
they again sleep under warm blan-
kets. Sometimes there is no more
room for men in his Mission, at
which time he takes a roll of blan-
kets and tours the Waterfront. Here
and there he finds men sleeping in
door ways. He stops and wraps a
blanket around the man and the
blankets somehow are always re-
turned.

Shortly after opening his restau-
rant in the morning, the Deacon
has another job. He appears at the
Police Court where he pleads the
cases of his fellowmen. Quite often
they are paroled into his cust9dy.
He then begins the long laborious
job of bringing them out of a dark,
liquor-clouded mentality to become
respected members of society. But
perhaps this one-legged guardian an-
gel of the Waterfront had his
greatest experience with humanity
back during the year of 1944.

War with all of its tragedy had
come to the waterfront and with it
a merchant sailor, Joseph, and his
wife, Mary, a young bride from a
small mid-western town. They ap-
peared to be on their honeymoon.
At any rate they were in odd con-
trast to the hard-bitten men of that
time—for this was an embarcation
point for men going over-seas.

It must have been during the
latter part of March that the young
girl's husband went out to sea and
curiously enough she showed up the

next morning after his departure
as a waitress at the Deacon’s restau-
rant. In the next few days lace cur-
tains appeared on the windows of
the little three room apartment
above the Mission. The lace cur-
tains brought an odd touch to the
‘front. More than one homesick
boy glanced at the curtains and
was somehow reminded of his own
home. A husky sailor from an Eng-
lish man-o’-war remarked that they
were “'a bit of home.” Mary was
no different, however, than many
another American girl who had fol-
lowed her husband to the point of
embarcation—then to await his re-
turn from the conflict raging in the
South Pacific.

As the months passed by the
writer heard her talking to other
seamen—Yes, they had met her
husband in far off Australia. An-
other was sure that he had passed
her husband’s ship far out at sca.

The long days and months went
slowly by and the young bride
seemed to become a sort of Evange-
line in search of her beloved. Mary
talked at great length about Joseph
until somehow I associated him
with Joseph, the Carpenter of Gali-
lee.

The Deacon’s work of reclaiming
the human driftwood continued.
His Mission seemed to become a
sort of mecca. The lace curtains
above the Mission gave it a home-
like atmosphere and many a home-

1957 A MIRACLE ON

less man, after he had wandered
into the Mission, was reminded of
days when he too had lived closer
to his God—for the Deacon had
a most able organist in the person
of Mary.

Whether it was the spell of this
homelike little Mission or the fact
that a thin veil seemed to hang in
the very air over the war-torn Pa-
cific—with life on one side and
death on the other causing men to
recognize God more clearly—the
writer would not know. At any rate
the little Mission was over-crowded
in their Church services. Men who
had not shaved for weeks appeared
with clean faces and still cleaner
clothes.

Names do not mean much on the
waterfront. There was Archibald
Fletcher, a man from Boston, who
simply bcame known as “Sea Gull
Bill.” So it was that we never knew
Mary and Joseph’s last name. The
months passed by and the autumn
season passed away in a gale and
then the Christmas season was ap-
proaching and Mary seemed to look
more closely into the faces of the
seamen as she inquired about her Jo-
seph. Then one day the Deacon told
a few of us in confidence that he
had found Mary in tears. “Sure
rough on that girl,” a grizzled old
mariner remarked.

A few more of the men were
touched by Mary's tears and, in
great awkward ways, offered sym-
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pathy to the young bride. Then on
the morning of December 24 there
was a great deal of excitement on
the old Embarcadero. It couldn’t
have been a fight or a death for
these are commonplace happenings.
But these men were gathered in clus-
ters talking about a birth and Mary's
name was frequently mentioned, A
committee was formed with the
idea of calling the wives of various
men, but after a short discussion
the Deacon called a doctor and a
nurse. Then two other women, the
wives of stevedores, came to offer
ministrations to one of their own
sex in her hour of need.

The door closed on the doctor
and nurse and work seemed to stop
on the waterfront as men discussed
this strange happening. A cold win-
ter rain began to fall, then the sun
came out followed by the quick
darkness of a California night,
Carol singers appeared directly in
front of the old Mission—for this
was Christmas Eve. Then in the
midst of an old hymn an exclama-
tion came from those standing near
the door and the waterfront paused
to listen. Above the mournful sound
of a steamboat whistle and the
deep-throated sound of a fog horn,
there came a sharp cry, a cry sel-
dom heard on the *front. All famil-
iar sounds of the sea seemed to stop
in deference to this new sound for
this was the cry of a new-born baby.

It must be told that in tribute to
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the new arrival the tavern next door
closed early. A Christmas tree
sparkled brightly in the Mission
and ever so quietly a man took off
his hat, placed it on the altar and a
procession of roughly clad men
quietly dropped gifts of money and
other valuables in and near the hat.
A sailor left a small compass, a
uniformed man hesitated and then
took a diamond ring off his finger
and placed it alongside the compass.
A battered, life-like picture of the
Christ child was dropped into the
hat and the hardest drinking man
on the ‘front left a twenty-dollar
bill. A gambler took a rabbit's foot
out of his pocket, studied it for a
few moments, and then placed it
on top of the compass.

Just about the time the men had
started to disperse, a uniformed
figure, none other than Joseph the
long absent husband, was seen
climbing the stairs and there after
midnight on Christmas Day, the
birthday of the Christ Child, an-

other Joseph met Mary, the mother
of his son. As Joseph knelt at the
bedside of his wife, holding the
hand of the one he loved, the door
of the room swung open and di-
rectly opposite the room.L./[ary ;}nd
Joseph saw men depositing gifts
for their child in front of the
Christmas tree. Then Mary and her
son drifted into a quiet sleep as
Joseph and the Deacon kept a lov-
ing watch over the room. They saw
the morning sun come up over the
Bay Bridge and a somewhat bat-
tered old juke box down the street
was rendering, “Holy Night." Jo-
seph saw a faint smile come over
the face of his wife, the new baby
stirred restlessly as if recognizing the
importance of the day. “Surely,”
said the Deacon, “a miracle has
happened in our little Mission.” Jo-
seph smiled as his eyes rested on
the ones he loved. “Yes,” he said,
“our son is the miracle, a gift of the
Master on His own birthday”.

The Daily Creed
Author Unknown

Let me be a little kinder, let me be a little blinder

To the faults of those about me; let me praise a little more:
Let me be, when I am weary, just a little bit more cheery;
Let me serve a little better those whom I am striving for.

Let me be a little braver when temrtation bids me waver;

Let me strive a little harder to be al

that I should be;

Let me be a little meeker with the brother_that is weaker;
Let me think more of my neighbor and a little less of me.

€ "Nature is economic in her gifts; she will not give strength to

those who will not expend it.”

What to do About Fatigue
Harold W. Ruopp

HE GROWING pressures

” of modern life constitute an

ever-increasing tax upon our
strength. It is not surprising there-
fore that nervous breakdowns are
common, and that neurasthenia is
one of the most prevalent diseases
of our times.

Yet while on the one hand we
see men and women so ill-adjusted
that the slightest exertion produces
fatigue; on the other hand, we
see those who have extraordinary
strength and power. In our com-
mon phrase, they have "got what
it takes.”

There is a fatigue that comes
from the body and a fatigue that
is of the mind—and these two are
always closely related. Disappoint-
ment will leave us tired out, as
will great sorrow. A man traveling
across a desert may have reached
the point of exhaustion when the
sight of an oasis will revive his
spirits and give him the energy to
keep on going.

It is mental fatigue from which
the great majority of us suffer—
some of us all the time, all of us
part of the time. It may arise out
of anxiety, or conflict, or resent-
ment, or a feeling of guilt. It may
take the form of boredom; or it
may express itself in a helpless in-

ability to cope with work in which

we may, or may not, be interested.

In these instances, it is the mind

that becomes fatigued first. When
the mind is revived, it finds the
body ready to answer its call.

If we are to be equal to life
and the demands which it places
upon us, it is important that we
have an adequate conception of
the power that is in uws. It is al-
ways there, waiting to be tapped
and utilized. The question is, in
what sense—in what way—is it
there?

One answer to this question is
that there is in each one of us a
reservoir containing a certain sup-
Ply of energy. This energy, it is
said, is derived from the food we
cat, the water we drink, the air
we breathe, and it is therefore strict-
ly limited in amount. When our ex-
penditure is excessive, our supply
of energy and power runs very low,
and consequently we suffer from a
feeling of fatigue.

There is a second answer to this
question, radically different from
the first one. This answer is that
we are not to be thought of as
reservoirs, but as channels; not as
“self-contained, landlocked pools,”
but “bays, open to the tides.” The
power we experience is not created
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by us, but released through us. As
Ruskin once said of great artists,
“Their power is not so much i
them, but through them.”

If our powers seem to fail, it is
not because all the available en-
ergy has been used, but because its
flow has been checked, either by
the channel being blocked or by our
inability to use it aright. The fa-
tigue which we then experience is
not due to exhaustion but to stag-
nation. According to this view, the
way to power is not to try to store
up strength by inactivity, but to
find a way to tap the resources of
energy at our disposal.

In this conception, both religious
persons and many modern psychol-
ogists would concur. But the relig-
ious person goes a step further and
affirms that the ocean of power—
the reservoir of inexhaustible energy
—is God. There are channels run-
ning from the reservoir not simply
to us but through us. If we seem to
lack power, it is not because the
power isn’'t there; it is because the
channels have become clogged, or we
are unable or unwilling to lift the
sluice gates.

Nature, as someone has pointed
out, is economic in her gifts; she
will not give strength to those who
will not expend it. In other words,
we cannot have what we do not
use. Life by its very nature demands
expression. If, therefore, the life-
stream that flows through us finds

the channel blocked by a life of in-
activity, we inevitably suffer from
staleness and boredom, if not from
physical debility.

Where there is no purpose there is
fatigue. Over and over again, we be-
come worn out doing nothing. Ex-
haustion from stagnation! The Sea of
Galilee is fresh, not because it re-
ceives waters, but because it gives of
them freely. The Dead Sea is dead,
not because there is no supply of
fresh water, but because it has no
outlet. Only by giving shall we re-
ceive! That is one of life’s profound-
est laws.

All of this is of immense practical
importance. In the treatment of ncu-
rasthenia, the chief symptom of
which is chronic fatigue, a prescrip-
tion of inactivity is often the worst
possible one. Already the patient is
suffering from an overdose of intro-
spection, self-consciousness, and leth-
argy. What he needs is something
that will take him out of himself;
some worthwhile interest or activity
that will liberate the forces pent up
in his life. Give him something not
only to live by but to live for, and
new power will surge through him.

There is one other important con-
sideration. Output of power must be
balanced, or more than balanced, by
intake of power. So many people try
to pour out what they have never
given themselves time to take in. The
fatigue they experience simply means
“account overdrawn.”

1957 WHAT TO DO

_ Dx.'. Harry Emerson Fosdick puts
it this way: “Output without intake
in any realm is fatal. The longer an
orchestra plays, the more it needs to
be‘ tuned. The farther an airplane
fl.xes, the more it needs ground-ser-
vice. The more strenuous a prophet
has been, the more he needs the
sec.luded hour and the ‘still, small
voice.” The more busy and laborious
modern life becomes, the more mod-
ern men and women need those in-
ner resources that, as the Psalmist
says, restore the soul.”

Life demands expression; but it
als_o demands that we have some-
thing worth expressing. Output of
power is important—we cannot keep
what we do not share; but it js
equally important that we have some.
thing which is worth sharing,

One of the sure marks of the well-
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or_dered, healthy life is restfulness of
mind. Fatigue results from the wast-
age caused by restlessness of mind.
Power comes from a condition of
mental quietude. The secret of energy
is to learn to keep the mind at rest
even in the midst of life’s activities.
Keeping the mind at rest results
ffom the realization and the daily af-
firmation that there is a Power in
us and around us which is always
available for the asking—and forever
inexhaustible.

Long centuries ago, a very wise
person put it this way: “They that
wait upon the Lord shall renew their
strength; they shall mount up with
wings as eagles; they shall run, and
not be weary; and they shall walk,
and not faint.”

That is both good religion—and
good psychology!

Efficacy of Prayer
Magdalena D. H, Baker

Just when the day is darkest,
And the path is hard to tread:
Just when we are discouraged ;
And hearts are numb with dread

A very special blessing

Which we have asked throu
Is granted by the Master prgyer
To prove His love and care.
Just when our feet must falter
Strength is given from above,
And God’s own precious promises
Fulfilled through His great love.
And so, with faith unshaken,
May we, through each request
Remember that God’s answer
Will prove His way is best.



€ “He simply went about his daily life diffusing virtue

as stars diffuse light.”

The Holy Shadow

Author Unknown

ONG, LONG AGO, there
L lived a saint so good that the

astonished angels came down
from heaven to see how a mortal
could be so godly. He simply went
about his daily life, diffusing virtue
as the stars diffuse light, and the
flowers perfume, without ever being
aware of it. Two words summed up
his days; he gave and he forgave. Yet
these words never fell from his lips;
they were expressed in his ready
smile, in his kindness, his forbear-
ance and charity.

The angels said to God, "God,
grant him the gift of miracles.” God
replied, I consent; ask what he de-
sires.” So they said to the saint,
“Would you like the touch of your
hand to heal the sick?” “No,” said
the saint, “I would rather God do
that.”

“Would you like to convert guilty
souls and bring wandering hearts to
the right path?” “No, that is the
mission of the angels. I pray. T do
not convert.”

“Would you like to become a
model of patience, attracting all men
by the lustre of your virtue, and thus
glorify God?”

“No,” replied the saint, "If men
should be attracted to me they would
be estranged from God. The Lord
has other means to glorify Himself.”
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“What do you desire, then?” ask-
ed the angels. “What can I wish
for?” asked the saint, smiling: “"That
God give me Grace; with that should
I have everything."

But the angels insisted. ""You must
ask for a miracle or one will be
thrust upon you. “Very well,” said
the saint, “That I may do a great deal
of good without ever knowing it.”

The angels were perplexed. They
took counsel together and resolved
upon the following plan. Every time
the saint’s shadow should fall behind,
or at either side, so that he could not
see it, it should have the power to
cure distress, soothe pain and com-
fort sorrow.

And it came to pass when the saint
walked along, his shadow upon eith-
er side or behind him, arid paths be-
came green, withered plants began to
bloom, clear water came to dried up
brooks, fresh color to pale little chil-
dren and joy to unhappy mothers.

But the saint simply went about
his daily life, diffusing virtue as the
stars diffuse light and flowers per-
fume, without ever being aware of it.
And the people, respecting his humil-

ity, followed him silently, never
speaking to him about his virtue. Lit-
tle by little, they came to even forget
his name and called him only
"THE HOLY SHADOW™

@ Make yourself a truly creative force in the world that is in sore
need of people who live with consciously creative purpose.”

To Encourage is a Great Thing
Winfred Rhoades

66 HAT A PRETTY
dress you are wear-
ing!” she exclaims as

she meets a woman on the way to
breakfast in the hotel. And the wom-
an, who hadn't been feeling very
cheerful that morning, goes on her
way in a happier mood.

When she has finished her break-
fast she goes to a table where she sees
a woman who has to go everywhere
with a crutch under her arm, and
after a few minutes of cheerful con-
versation leaves the other woman
with a smile on her face and more
courage to meet another day.

In the lobby she finds a blind man,
introduces herself, and sits down by
his side. Then she draws him out in
an easy way. After a lifetime of
valuable service he lost his sight only
a year ago, and now is trying to learn
how to make his way about the
place without having to be led, and
is also trying to live happily and
courageously. When she leaves him
he feels that he can still be of in-
terest to other people, and his cour-
age has received a little needed stimu-
lus.

On the way to the elevator she
meets the hotel porter and gives him
a “"Good morning, Thomas,” that
helps him to think that he’s folks
after all.

So it is all through the day. Wher-
ever she goes she leaves behind her
a bit of light and a revival of cour-
age.

Has she called a taxi? “You're an
excellent driver!” she says to the
man at the wheel; and if before that
he had been doing his work in a
treadmill sort of way, he pulls him-
self up and drives with more interest
in what he is doing.

Does the girl at the hosiery counter
serve her with an appearance of gen-
uine interest, and with an effort to
be really helpful? “What a sweet
smile you have!” she says; and the
girl is made to feel that it really does
pay to try to please the customer and
to be gracious, instead of merely do-
ing a job for the sake of a pay en-
velope.

One day on a busy street she comes
upon a woman who is trying to keep
track of four small children who are
swarming about her as she does her
marketing, gives her a winsome smile,
and remarks: “You have such love-
ly pink cheeks! It's a pleasure to see
pink cheeks that are natural, and
not due to rouge.” Then the stran-
ger finds a smile creeping to her lips,
and forgets for a while her feeling
of being so tired.

And when, at the church door, she
gives her minister a word of en-
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