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e We Go 7o Prece

Did you ever get a feeling of awe when you saw a movie with someone
in it who had passed on into the enlarged life? Well, you might get somewhat
the some feeling when you read the first article in this issue by Glenn Clark
p. 1.) My, but he does give one’s spirit wings and opens up new horizons of
possibilities that are lying right beneath our eyes. His article, ““Heaven Now,"
is almost like someone talking from the other side, and | am sure if we could
hear him now he would say exactly what is in this message. . . ., Often we
are able more rightly to judge a situation after it has taken place than during
the time we are actually involved in it, and this was particularly true with the
experience that Ruth Crowell (p. 6) had. Did she walk with God? Why not?
Is it ofter all so strange? Some of the disciples had the same experience with
Jesus, and it was only when their eyes ‘“were opened’ that they recognized him.
How often do we walk with God without knowing it? . . . Often times we
look a Ittle askance at signs and mottos, such as the ones we see on billboards
along the highway, but did you ever stop to think what it would mean if you
surrounded yourself with signs that are optimistic, confidence-inspiring and con-
stantly reminded you of the availability of help and God? Well Beth Brown
(p. 13) found herself in just such a situation when she most needed it, and
against her will, almost, she found new life seeping into her very attitudes. . . .
Have you ever become so discouraged that you even failed to rouse yourself to
the point of letting down one little net of prayer? Fern Crehan (p. 19) had just
about reached that point, and it was a point where there was no more food
in the house for her and her children, but she did manage to let down that
one more little net. And, what happened is a miracle. . . . Norman Vincent
Peale (p.37) has a way of putting truths that simply lift one’s spirit and con-
fidence, and his article of the fact that Christ is still healing today cannot help
but give us all more zest for living. . . . One of the greatest and most powerful
forces in America today is television, and many have wondered why religion
does not use it effectively. Duane Valentry (p. 43) gves us a good insight into
the whole problem and also into the importance of doing something about
it, religiously speaking, before we abdicate its use to lesser purposes. 3
One does not have to be a member of the Church of the Latter Day Saints to
appreciate what that church has done in the way of helping its members who
are in need. Their story in this regard is something entirely inspirational on a
most practical basis, and other denominations and churches would do well to
take a good look at it, and Zella Mack (p. 47) deserves credit for an excellent
article to help us in this regard.
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&l "The problem before us today is not how to make events
better but how to see events whole.”

Heaven Here
Glenn Clark

HAT GOD IS ETERNAL,

” infinite, changeless (and

hence static), and complete,
we accept without quibble or quarrel.
That His universe is also eternal, in-
finite, changeless, and perfect we are
not so quick to accept. But can a
Creator create anything unlike Him-
self? Does not everything that is in a
Creator also reside—at least poten-
tially—in His creation? Can anyone,
or any person create anything that
does not inherently reside within the
folds of his own being?

Jesus spoke of God the Father,
and of His creation, the Kingdom,
almost interchangeably. In some Gos-
pel records His statement is quoted,
“Seek ye first the Kingdom of God”
and in another Gospel it is recorded
as, “Seek ye first the Kingdom of
Heaven.” He tells parables like The
Good Samaritan, of what the Father
is like—and in the next breath he
tells parables like The Pearl of Great
Price, of what the Kingdom of
Heaven is like. In short, he assumes,

as all great religious geniuses, seers,
and saints have assumed from the
beginning of time, that the Creator
and the creation are one. Jesus said,
“The Father and I are one”; and
again he said, “Ye and I are one.”
If the Creator and His creatures are
one, then the Creator and the crea-
tion are one.

The moving picture industry has,
almost without our knowing it, re-
vealed to us much of this inner way
the world is created, the way events
pass through our consciousness in
Time. The events are already done—
completed—strung together in per-
fect order and sequence, and it all
depends upon the way the operator
turns the reel that unfolds the pic-
ture before our gaze, whether we see
the universe as the Creator wanted
us to see it. That is to say, if the
operator turns the pictures too hastily
and impatiently, we miss some of the
finest pleasures of the scenery. If he
turns it too slowly, or stops for too
long a period upon certain unhappy,

An unpublished article found in the late Glenn Clark's files,
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abnormal films, we get the whole
thing entirely out of proper propor-
tion. Or, finally, if he turns the
pictures backwards, as operators in
real life far too often do, there will
be revealed some very, very odd and
unhappy incidents which, according
to the original script of the one who
planned the sequence and order,
should have been very happy indeed,
if turned correctly. But the essential
fact the moving picture invention has
revealed to us, the fundamental fact
in the plan of life, is that the pic-
tures didn’t just “happen”; in other
words, that events are not made upon
the spot by you or by me, but that
they were eternally made—or rather
they have existed forever, from the
beginning of time, and will exist
through all eternity; and that the
essential badness in them is merely
a relative term, caused by us un-
skilled operators trying to turn the
wheels of life instead of letting the
Creator of events turn them accord-
ing to His own perfect plan.

The problem before us today, be-
fore our schools, churches, and re-
search bureaus, is not how to make
events better, but how to see events
whole, perfect, and complete, as they
really are. How can we operate the
beautiful order and sequence of per-
fect events which God has already
planned for us? In short, how can
we tune in to the vast riches all
about us?

A seer is one who sees God's plans

Summet

behind the outer appearances; a
prophet is one who can describe
God’s plan; a saint is one who lives
it.

The reason why we see the per-
fect universe so imperfectly is be-
cause we are limited in our capacity
for perception of the universe. Every
being feels as Space that which he is
able to represent to himself as form
outside of himself, and that which
he is not able to thus represent he
feels as Time. The sense of Space
is the power to represent by means of
external form. For instance, a man
has an idea or a dream. This may be
far more real, for instance, than the
idea of steam in the mind of Watt,
than a firefly he can see with his
space sense of sight. But until this
idea materializes as form he does
not know that steam actually exists.

After a person rises to the height
where he sees that ideas and dreams
that are still without form and void
have all the power of creating form,
then he can say as Jesus said, “Bless-
ed are the meek: for they shall in-
herit the earth.” “Beware lest when
you are angry with a man in your
heart you have already committed
murder.” (Translation)

The moving picture operator finds
the films in his box in the form of
flat, two-dimensional pictures strung
together as a connected sequence. The
two-dimensional flatness is because
the pictures are printed on two-di-
mensional films, created for putting
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on two-dimensional backgrounds
through two-dimensional rooms.

But the moving picture films that
we find in real life are not flat, two-
dimensional films, not squares and
circles; they are cubes and spheres;
for these pictures are to be unfolded
before three-dimensional ~ persons,
equipped with three-dimensional
senses, capable of perceiving things
in a three-dimensional world.

Were our senses capable of seeing
things representing form in a four-
dimensional or eternal and heavenly
world, we should have these films
in an eternal, heavenly form present-
ed to us. But because of the limita-
tions of our three-dimensional ca-
pacity of vision and hearing, they ap-
pear before us, therefore, in a finite
form. As we are three-dimensional
beings i.e., not flat, but round and
square beings—we have round eyes,
shaped exactly like a sphere, and
therefore the pictures are hung up
before us in round or spherical
form. That is to say, we look out
upon the world each day to find it a
round, spherical world—not because
it really is that, but because our eyes
are incapable of seeing it in any
other way. The child in the movie
house thinks the pictures revolving
before him are not connected pic-
tures, already safely in a box, made
in advance and strung together in
sequence, but thinks the characters
on the stage are actually changing
and altering the events from time to

time by their ambition, their love,
their hate, their efforts, which he is
watching and following so closely.
In a similar way we look upon world
events as fickle, unpredictably and
hopelessly unrelated. We think this
morning is different from yesterday
because it is our birthday and yester-
day was not. We go to a play tonight
and we didn’t yesterday. Tomorrow is
Sunday because somecone ages ago
made it Sunday. We don't know
that God from the very beginning
decreed that tomorrow was to be a
rest day, and that today was a gala
day, and so on, and that all we need
to do is to see the pictures operate
in the order and sequence as origin-
ally planned for them by the Father,
resting in perfect peace and trust and
unselfish love for others, and all will
be well.

In other words, as the flat pictures
in the movie operator’s box are strung
together as a continuous sequence, so
the world we see as round is not
actually round at all, but is probably
shaped like an auto tire encircling
the sun, much like Saturn’s rings.
The sun does not move, and neither
does the earth move. Our three-
dimensional  consciousness  simply
moves from point to point in this en-
circling tube, moving about it rhyth-
mically according to the best plan de-
vised by an eternal God. Even if it
were constructed in this form, our
globular, three-dimensional eyes
would not comprehend it, but like
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cookie cutters, would proceed to cut
it up into a series of globes which
our three-dimensional logic as well
as our three-dimensional eyes would
interpret as “motion.”

We may thus see it from all its
angles. That is the reason we can
have spring followed by summer and
summer by autumn; and night fol-
lowed by day. But, you say, if this
were true, man could stop his con-
sciousness and not run around the
earth in this circle, and could stand
on this stationary earth and have it
day all the time. True, he can do that
now. How? By going to the North
Arctic regions in summer and the
Antarctic in winter, he would have
eternal sunshine. If he wants eter-
nal night he can reverse that proc-
ess, If he wants eternal winter he
can stay at either pole, or if he
wants eternal summer he can stay
at the equator. Thus we move as our
consciousness moves us, and the
question comes up, are not our bod-
ies, moved so easily by our conscious-
ness, nothing more than an external-
ized form of perception? Indeed, are
not our bodies merely a prolonga-
tion of our consciousness?

One finds the world is static, one
finds he can have anything he wants
by fastening his consciousness (i. e.,
his body) to the space he wants to
keep, One who rises into the four-
dimensional realm finds that which
is yet unformed in Space is actually
formed in Time, or perhaps I should

Summer

say, in Eternity. The man who lives
and moves in the four-dimensional
plane wins the name of prophet be-
cause the past and the future are as
real to him as the present, exactly as
to the three-dimensional mind the
reality of the equator and of the polar
regions exist to him in sense while
he lives in the temporal climate of
the middle sphere. That the highest
civilization has risen on the temper-
ate zone goes to prove that the
rhythmic interchange of temperature
is the most suitable for our perfect
grasp of the totality of God's Love
and Reality—i.e., that it is best to
surrender ourselves to the sequence
and order that God has arranged for
us in this seemingly whirling globe,
the globe which seems to move but
moves not.

I am aware that this higher di-
mensional logic smashes at one stroke
much of our three-dimensional logic.
Back in the two-dimensional days
when it was thought the world was
flat and that it stood perfectly still
and the sun revolved around it, peo-
ple wondered what held the sun in
its course. Then came a day when
they thought the sun stood still and
the world moved around it, and it
was wondered what kept the world
in its course. Now when it is dis-
covered that neither the sun nor the
earth moves, and that it is only our
consciousness that moves, there is no
longer anything to wonder about ex-
cept what holds them in space in
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their relative positions.

As fast as one wonder is dislodged
it merely gives place to another and
so it will be through all eternity as
we rise from one dimension of con-
sciousness into a higher until we can
see that all things are one, and yet

out of this perfect oneness all things
are individualized for the enjoy-
ment and happiness that will come
to us when we attain the realization
of that oneness that holds us in the
eternal, infinite, unchangeable, in-
destructible Love of God.

Universal Talk

Elberta Leisure

A baby talks to any one;
He smiles and takes them in;
He chatters with a friendliness,
As to his nearest kin.

So whether they are brown or white,
Alaskans or Chinese,

The baby greets them all the same
And snuggles by their knees.

While they all seem to understand
His conversation well,

He also knows the things they say
And laughs at what they tell.

Perhaps it is because the babe
Is closer to his God,

That he can cross all barriers
With just a wave and nod.

~ “An ideal is an idea which has gathered sufficient emotional and
volitional momentum to control conduct.” Author unknown



@ "So you see, God, unless you help me I'll never make it.”

The Day I Walked with God

Ruth Collier Crowell

T HAPPENED during the win-
I[ ter of 1945. I am not positive

of the exact month, but that is
the only factor that eludes me. The
other events of that winter morning
are so indelibly stamped on my mem-
ory they might have happened just
yesterday.

When I had retired the previous
night the weather was cold but clear.
Certainly there had been nothing to
forewarn me as, bundled warmly
against the biting winds, cane in
hand, I opened the door the follow-
ing morning. For a moment I stood
frozen—my blood as icy as the scene
before me. Because of an injured leg
I limped and I had come to fear win-
ter as my personal enemy.

It had rained during the night,
then turned bitterly cold and the
sidewalks were now covered with a
glaze of ice. Snow had begun to fall
and, in spots where the wind had
blown it into drifts, it covered the
treacherous mirror of ice. As I stared
before me I became utterly panic
stricken. Two men on their way to
work were coming down the hill and,
even as I looked, first one and then
the other lost his footing and fell to
the slippery pavement. Their lusch
boxes doing a crazy, gypsy sort of
dance slid down the hill ahead of
them.

6

I shuddered and quickly closed
the door. I stood in trembling terror,
trying to decide what to do. The
Western Union Office, where I was
employed, was a good four blocks
away and all of it up hill. My mind
seemed to act as both prosecutor and
defendant as I mentally argued with
myself . . .

“I can’t walk up that hill. T just
can't!”

“But you have to. It's your morn-
ing to open the office.”

“T know, but it's impossible. I
can’t walk on ice on level ground.
How could I ever make it up a hill?”

“But you have to get those
generators started by seven o'clock
so the ‘Iron Horse’ messages can
come through, don’t you?”

Wies: Sbut . 2

Another peck out the door, and a
hasty retreat . . .

“Oh, what can I do? It's too late
to call anyone else to open for me.”

But those messages . . . They had
to be gummed down and ready for
resending by eight o’clock, when the
various industries with direct tie-line
printers would be ready to receive
them. I had to be there. I just had
to. This was my responsibility. But O
God! How could I ever make it?

I'll never be able to explain what
happened to me then, but suddenly I
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was praying. I don’t mean uttering a
formal prayer . . . I was talking to
God as though He were standing —
visible — before me. Every other
sight, sound, and thought was shut
out of my mind completely. I was
alone with God and I was telling
Him of my plight, explaining why
I had to get up that hill and why I
could not do it. I remember saying
finally, “So you see, God, unless
You help me, I'll never make it. But
if You'll just hold my hand all the
way, I know I can do it.”

Somehow, I found myself outside
the door. More people were about,
struggling to reach their trains on
time. They were walking close to the
buildings, inching their way along.
Slipping, sliding, falling, only to get
up and try again. I remembered after-
wards that many had called 2 warning
to me but I didn’t even hear them.

Every step I took on that long up-
ward trek was accomplished by an
unceasing conversation with God.
Nothing else seemed real to me but
the pressure of His hand on mine.
Had someone passing me said
“Hello” to Him, too, I don’t think
I would have been surprised. Never
in all my life have I had such an
amazing experience of nearness and
oneness with Christ.

A police officer started across the
strect to offer me a helping hand.
Suddenly his feet flew out from
under him and he crashed to the
pavement. His hat, knocked off by

the impact and picked up by the
wind, was taking a tipsy flight in the
opposite direction. A Red Cross
worker fell and did not immediately
arise . . . But I was only vaguely
aware of these happenings as I kept
on walking and talking to my Un-
seen Companion.

"We're almost there now, God,
see. Just one more street to cross. Oh,
thank you, God, for helping me.
Don’t let go of my hand, please.
There—Look! There’s the office
now. Oh, please, God, hold me tight
while we cross this wide street.
There’s nothing else to hold to . . .
Oh, thank you, thank you. Dear God,
we made it! We made it!”

Suddenly it was as though I had
come out of a trance. I was standing
in front of the office door. My
hands fumbled with the key. Only
after I was safely inside, did the full
realization strike me . . .

All those healthy, strong men and
women, with no physical handicap to
impede them, were making their way
slowly and with many a fall, and here
I was, safely up the hill and in my
office and I had not even once slip-
ped or lost my footing!

I began to tremble, and the chill
that went over me was not caused by
the wintry wind.

How had T gotten there? I know I
couldn’t possibly have done it alone,
yet there was no one else here . . .

Had I really walked with God?

What do you think?
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Abstracted
L. Berta Williams

When I wanted sunshine most, there seemed always to be rain;
When I looked for peace and quiet, there was someone raising Cain;
A deluge on my birthday made my garden party flop,

But when I sowed the garden, I barely got a drop;

Yet it all improved my temper, stretched my patience out a lot,
And I meant to thank you, Jesus, but I guess I just forgot.

All the family’s been ailing, the whole contrary crew;

Soon as one got rid of measles, another took the flu.

Trouble’s onset came so swiftly that I barely climbed the hill;

With bulging eyes and shaking knees I viewed the doctor’s bill;
But I've paid it, every nickel, though it emptied up the pot;

For that I should have thanked you, but, Dear Lord, I forgot.

I'd great plans for my future, which have all been turned about—
Thought sure I'd retire at forty; now I know it won't work out,
For right now I'm nearing forty, with rest nowhere in sight;
Each successive day reveals me in a worse financial plight;

My philosophy’s improved, though, in acceptance of my lot,
And I meant to thank you for it, but, Jesus, I forgot.

I entreat Thee, Lord, to teach me, when I fail to understand,
That what seems dire misfortune, is but your noble plan

To lead me to perfection, to a bright and timeless day—

That my feet will never stumble if Thou but lead’st the way;

Let me welcome each tomorrow, undiluted, as my lot,

Lest I face Thy throne one morning, saying, “Lord, I forgot.”

0 "What a wonderful feeling it is to be the answer to someone’s

prayer and to know it.”

When You Pray -- Listen!

Virginia Morris

AVE YOU EVER been an
H answer to a prayer?
Most of us pray to God for

things, and in thanks for things;
we've all repeated the Lord's Prayer
in the privacy of our room and in
the company of both friends and
strangers, but how many times do
we stop to listen?

We pray; we have faith that our
prayers will be answered.

Who answers prayers? Why, God
of course. But how? Have you ever
thought how He does it?

The Lord answers prayers through
you and me, His people.

To be God's instrument is a glori-
ous experience and one that comes
to all of us if we will but spend some
of our prayer time listening.

A few weeks ago, as I finished my
nightly prayers, I suddenly started
thinking about an old friend of my
husband’s family, Bitty. I couldn’t
seem to put her out of my mind.

The next day as I washed the
dishes and made the beds and tried
to plan a tasty meal for supper, Bitty
kept popping into my mind.

Again, at bed time, I found my-
self thinking of her. Was something
wrong?

Bitty, at one time, was someone

pretty special in my husband's family.
When he was a child his mother be-
came quite ill, and Bitty was hired to
take care of him and his six brothers
and sisters.

She was a tiny woman, not quite
five feet, with shiny black hair and
the bluest eyes ever. This little bundle
of energy was promptly named Bitty
by the children because she was so
teeny-bitty, smaller than some of the
children themselves!

Now that all the children have
grown and scattered Bitty is seldom
thought of, except as she was then,
and certainly not as she is now, alone
and old, living in a distant state. I
was almost sure she had no family.

Rather than fret any longer about
her, I sat down and wrote her a short
note asking how she had been. For
no reason at all I sent it airmail.

A few days later came my reply.

Writing in her usual uphill slant
she thanked me for taking time from
my busy day to write to her.

I smiled; it was a typical Bitty
letter, read one and you've read them
all. T could almost see her frowning
over her pink stationery and stubby
pencil.

She told me at length about her
garden and last week's rain. She

9
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closed her letter with the comment
that she was having a little trouble
with her budget.

“Well, that's that,” I thought as I
folded her letter and put it away.
"Nothing wrong.”

That night after family prayers I
lay awake listening to my husband’s
deep breathing and wondering why
sleep didn't come. In the past I had
suffered from insomnia and learned
that losing myself in prayer is a
wonderful cure.

I began to pray, but in spite of my-
self Bitty still crept into my thoughts.

“Be thankful she isn’t ill,” I told
myself.

Mentally, I reread the letter. Her
finances!

She had a pension, I knew that,
but never before had I ever heard
her complain about money or lack of
it.

I moved restlessly. I was tired and
had a busy day ahead of me. I began
repeating a Psalm, then let my mind
go free. There was Bitty. Finally, I
knew what I would do. Then, I slept.

The next morning as I poured a
second cup of coffee for my husband,
I said, “Do you mind if I send Bitty
a few dollars?”” When he didn’t
answer, I went on, "I know we can’t
afford it, but well, we can just do
without something. I want to send
something to Bitty.”

“You're really concerned about
her?” he asked.

“Yes.” How could I explain? “I

Summer

have the funniest feeling.”

When I wrote Bitty again that day
and enclosed a small check, I told
her that I would send a like amount
every month.

A few days later I heard from
her again. This time her letter told
a different story.

For some reason, which was never
made clear to me, the authorities
were making some kind of a change
in the pension plan. For several
months there would be a reduction in
the pension coverage that would
amount to about five dollars a month.
Just what I'd sent her!

Bitty had figured and refigured
her budget and still couldn’t come up
with a solution. She had asked her
best friend, who also received this
same pension, what she intended to
do about the cut.

“Why, I'll just write my brother
and explain what’s happened,” her
friend replied. “Why don’t you write
some of your relatives?”

“I haven’t anyone,” Bitty said.
How she must have hated to admit
that she had no one! None of us like
to remember that we are alone.

“I guess there's nothing left to do
but pray,” her friend had decided.

So Bitty had prayed. She had turn-
ed her problems over to the Lord.

“God answered my prayer through
you,”" she wrote. “And I do thank
both of you and Him. Tt will just be
a short time and then things will be
straightened out.”

1957

An answer to a prayer! Suddenly,
a warm happiness spread over my en-
tire being. What a wonderful feeling
it was to be the answer to someone’s
prayer and to know it!

I wonder how many times I have
missed the joy of acting as God's
instrument because I closed my mind
and heart to His gentle prompting?

Being the answer to a prayer
doesn’t always mean spending money;
sometimes, it means spending time
or energy.

Occasionally, in the past, it would
occur to me that I should stop in to
see an old friend of my mother’s,
Mirs. Melton, who is crippled with
arthritis.

Mostly, I found a good and logical
reason not to. I was too busy, or too
tired, or it was her nap time.

Now, when something tells me to
call on her, I do it! I don't know if
she's praying for company, but I do

WHEN YOU PRAY—LISTEN! 11

know that her face lights up like a
Fourth of July sparkler when I come.
And you know, she’s really an in-
teresting person!

Sometimes, being the answer to a
prayer means taking care of Mis.
Down-the-street’s toddler so she can
have a morning to herself, or an
afternoon nap.

Not big or spectacular? No, but
neither are all prayers for something
big and spectacular.

Listen when you pray. So many of
us, as we grow older, begin to feel
that we are no longer needed. God
needs us!

Prayer is a two way street. After
our petitions are made, our thanks
offered, it is good to be still for a
time, to wait for God's commands.

In the Book you can read, “'Be still
and know that I am God.”

Be still, and you can hear Him
talking to you.
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As Sure As The Dawn
Cosa Elizabeth Reynolds

As sure as the dawn in the eastern sky breaketh,
Dispelling the gloom and the darkness of night,
So certain the love of our Saviour who taketh
Sin’s blackness away and to men giveth light.

As sure as the guaranty of the sun’s rising,

That earth may be blessed with another new day,
So fixed is the Word of God, settled, devising

A light to guide men to the Truth and the Way.

As sure as the earth turneth round on its axis,

So firm are the promises made to Christ's own.
Believing, man’s spirit from tension relaxes

In knowledge that never need he walk alone.

As sure as the stars remain fixed in their courses,
So certain the future of those in His care;
We'll meet Him returning, join His heavenly forces;
His rest and His glory forever we'll share.

Summer

€ “Your subconscious mind takes hold of any and all suggestions.”

Always Park Your Troubles
Outside

Beth Brown

three rooms in all, and it stood

on a hill above the October
woods. The newspaper ad was so en-
ticing that I leased it sight unseen.

I needed a new lease on life. I was
headed for a nervous breakdown. But
I was not prepared for the surprise
that met me.

I turned the key of my new re-
treat — and stopped short on the
threshold. A sign, printed by hand in
bold black crayon on cardboard,
arrested my weary eye. It read:

I[T WAS A LITTLE HOUSE,

Please Park
Your Troubles Outside.

I thought of a certain problem. I
had brought it with me from the city.
I had packed it carefully into my suit-
case along with my books and my
clothes, planning to live with it, sleep
with it, and cry over it on a lonely
pillow. After all, I had come here
to mend a broken heart.

But now in deference to my in-
visible host, I opened my bag,
lifted out my problem, and left
it on the doorstep. My heart felt
incredibly lighter as I parked that
particular trouble outside. I had run

off to get away from a man. Why
bring him in with me?

What was it that hung from the
chandelier? Here was another sign.
It dangled from the ceiling, demand-
ing my attention. This one read:

Keep On Keeping On.

That was a challenge. I had
seriously thought of throwing up my
career. Life was too much of a battle
with only a pen for a weapon.

But my unseen host had other
ideas. Perhaps he, too, had a career
that seemed to have met with failure.
Perhaps he, too, might have been
tempted to give up and not go on.
Apparently, here was his way to take
stock of himself and his life. He
found a dozen things wrong with
himself and brought them into the
light.

He believed in signs. He had them
all over the place. They followed me
all through the house. It was not easy
learning the simple lessons I had
long forgotten in a life I had filled
with clutter and confusion.

I had grown accustomed to gob-
bling down my meals, haunting soda
fountains and assuaging my hunger
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with candy. Now, at the luncheon
table, I was cautioned by an order:

Take Your Time Eating.

I never went to bed at night with-
out putting night-caps on my prob-
lems and inviting them to share my
pillow. But here, in this house, pin-
ned to the wall beside my couch,
hung the reminder: Do Not Go to
Sleep With Society in Your Arms.
And so I learned, upon retiring, to
put people and problems out of my
mind. I found that I was sleeping
peacefully for the first time in years.

Of course, some of the mottos
were platitudes. I had heard them all
as a child. I had forgotten most of
them. But now I learned them all
over again.

Look Up and Not Down swayed
from a bough in the garden. And so
I began to walk with my head up. A
big placard reading, Breathe Deeply,
smiled in bold letters on the window
pane. And so I pumped good, rich
oxygen into my thirsty lungs. A tag
attached to the faucet commanded,
Drink Plenty of Water. And so I
refreshed a million dried up body
cells that were long neglected. Smile
spoke volumes to me from the look-
ing glass. A habitual frown was
drawing old-age lines across my
brow.

It was fun learning this novel
way. It was something to take back
to the city — besides the smell of
autumn and the peace of sunsets and
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a bag of new dreams for my career,
given new strength by these old
philosophies.

I came away renewed in spirit as
well as in body, with a list of my
own to hang in the rooms in my city
apartment. Of course, when friends
came calling, the signs came down. I
hung them away temporarily in the
rooms of my mind. But on Sunday,
or whenever I was alone for an hour,
I wrote out a dozen things that
were wrong with me, and tried to
right them.

You can do the same. Appraise
yourself. Are you cheerful? Do you
lose your temper? Have you walked
that mile today? Make a list of things
you fear — such as old age, poverty,
loneliness. Make a list of things you
want. Feed on these thoughts and the
feast will reward you. Your sub-
conscious mind takes hold of any and
all suggestions — good or bad — so
discipline yourself to get rid of the
negative and the positive will soon
assert itself.

After all, your mind is your house.
The outside may seem neat and shin-
ing. But the inside is a mass of litter
and confusion. The first step is to
house-clean, rid yourself of every-
thing that clutters up your life and
impedes your success.

The investment is small; the re-
turns are large. Take twelve slips of
paper, a big black pencil, and time
off to give yourself — a new lease
on life.

@ "Wonderful things can happen when a man stops hiding his
light under a bushel.”

What’s Your Talent?
Harold S. Kabhm

ECENTLY a friend of mine,
R who is one of the nation’s

leading industrialists, point-
ed out the fact that the surest way
to succeed in life is to make use of
some talent. “I knew a young man
who had a talent for cooking beans,”
he related, "It was the only thing he
could do better than most people. He
opened up a little lunchroom, served
almost nothing except baked beans
and brown bread, and made a for-
tune.

“A talent,” my friend went on,
“means that there is some special
thing you can do better than the other
fellow. Even if it's nothing more
than the ability to cook beans in a
superior manner, that single, small
talent can be enough to get you to
the top.”

How true this is! The world is
full of examples of people who
achieved success simply by cashing
in on some special skill. As a matter
of fact, this is not only the surest
road to success, but the only one.
For it can be plainly shown that
every successful individual has indeed
made use of some special talent.

The prosperous merchant has a
talent for business; the highly paid
employee has a talent for serving
the interests of his employer; the

famous lawyer has a talent for the
law, the concert artist a talent for
music.And so on, through every
department of human activity.

But, as my industrialist friend
points out, even the smallest talent —
even the ability to cook beans — can
be the means of achieving fame and
fortune, or at least a satisfactory
prosperity.

Jesus Christ also had something to
say on this matter. He pointed out
that a man — a sensible man — does
not hide his light under a bushel.
For of what use, He said in effect,
is an unused talent that benefits no
one? The wise man doesn’t conceal
his light, but instead displays it so
that all around him may have the
benefit of that light.

Any talent, no matter how humble,
may be used to benefit others in some
way, and the possessor of that talent
is rewarded accordingly.

Perhaps you do not have a special
talent for cooking beans, but it is
extremely likely that you do have a
valuable talent of some kind. There
is no talent that cannot be put to
practical use.

On a recent trip to Florida I met
a boat dealer, a very successful
young man, who owes his success to
making use of nothing more than a
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talent for boat-building. Actually,
this is quite a common ability in
America; there are many thousands
of home boat-builders, and home-
made boats.

Bud Bjornson, however, had a
special knack for this sort of work,
and he made the most of it. He
studied marine engineering in his
spare time, not at a college, but at the
public library. The first boat he
built was so admired that two
people wanted to know if he would
construct similar boats for them.
Bud said sure.

He built and sold enough boats
to finance a small boat shop, special-
izing in storage and repairs, and the
sale of boats and marine supplies.
His use of his talent has led him to
prosperity and a busy, happy life.

A young man in St. Paul did much
the same thing. An enthusiastic
amateur sailor, with a talent for mak-
ing good sailboats, he simply went
into the sailboat business — and sail-
ed straight to success.

A lady of my acquaintance, with a
talent for sewing — surely not an
unusual accomplishment — has built
up a fine business right in her own
home: she makes drapes and slip-
covers, and has more work than she
can handle. Another woman, just a
few blocks away, turned her sewing
talent into cash by making and rent-
ing theatrical costumes, Still another
woman, handy with a needle, earns a
good living doing the minor repair
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and alteration work for a neighbor-
hood dry cleaning firm.

A bakery supply salesman told me
about a woman who made a generous
use of her talent for cake-baking by
donating cakes to church suppers.
Many of the women attending these
suppers asked her if she would be
so kind as to bake cakes for them,
when they wanted to entertain guests
or give their families a special treat.
The lady with the cake-making talent
decided to start a small bakery, and
soon she had to hire some assistants.

One of the most successful nursery
owners in my city owes his success
to nothing more than a talent for
growing things. He had “a green
thumb.” He started his business by
growing flowers and plants in a
small back-yard garden, and before
very long he had earned enough
money to build a modest greenhouse.
His business continued to grow.

One could go on for a very long
time indeed listing the great number
of successful enterprises that are
based squarely on the owner's posses-
sion of some kind of talent, and his
wise use of that talent.

We are all too apt to think of a
“talented” person as someone un-
usual, while actually it is difficult to
find anyone who does not have some
kind of talent. The important thing
to remember is that any kind of
talent, no matter how unimportant
it may seem, can be used as a step-
ping-stone to success. After all,
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our talents were given to us for a
purpose.

What is your talent? What is the
one thing you can do best? Maybe it's
something that a lot of other people
can do well, too, but that doesn’t
matter at all. The important thing is,
how can you make use of that talent
to benefit other people?

Can you swim? Surely, this is not
a very novel accomplishment, but
even such a common talent as this
has been turned to good account. One
young woman, a competent swimmer,
has done extremely well with a swim-
ming class for young children, I
recall seeing her in a newsreel some
time ago, demonstrating the accom-
plishment of some of her very young
pupils.

Can you type? Not a very remark-
able talent, to be sure, but even that
can lead to success. One young lady,
who helped earn her way through
college by typing themes for students,
started an “‘employer’s overload”
business — typing letters for busi-
nessmen whose regular stenographers
had just a little more work than they
could handle. She had to hire a
dozen stenographers herself to handle
the business.

Once you give thought to how you
may use your talent to help or bene-
fit others, and do something about it,
anything can happen. One thing leads
to another. Wonderful things can
happen when a man stops hiding his
light under a bushel, and instead

uses it to “give light” (to benefit)
to others.

A talent, of course, need not be
used just to make money in order to
be of great value to its possessor.
What can be of greater value than
just a talent for making friends? Or
a talent for being a good mother?

One often hears about lonely
bachelors, but I can tell you about
one bachelor who is not lonely; he
has a talent for being a good host,
and he uses it freely and effectively.
People are always happy to be invited
to his home, for they know they will
have a good time. And, of course,
they invite him in return. This very
un-lonely bachelor has such a lively
social life, and meets so many people,
that he prizes an occasional evening
of solitude.

One hears even more about the
lonely widow. Well, one lonely
middle-aged widow, with a talent for
home-making, decided she would
make use of her talent by providing
a home for other lonely people. She
simply turned her home into a room-
ing house for young people away
from home. Only it isn’t a rooming
house in the usual sense; it's a home,
and her guests are unofficial mem-
bers of a family — her family. She’s
a busy, happy woman.

There is simply no limit to the
number and variety of ways in which
even the simplest talent can be put
to use. And the way to find out how
to use a talent, it cannot be too often



