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Clear Horizons NUMBER 1

I had been told that the age of miracles was past
—vet I had seen a miracle.

A SMALL MIRACLE
CHANGED MY LIFE

by Agnes Sanford

as miracles go—merely a little child who went to sleep when a

minister prayed for him, and who awoke and was well. That
miracle made for me a new heaven and a new earth. It showed me
that God is real, and that His Word still goes forth to accomplish His
Will upon the creation of His making. So it awoke in me hope and
faith and a renewed purpose for living.

I have seen with my eyes that God’s power could work through
an individual. But I did not know how an individual could become a
channel for God’s power. Before many months I wanted to know this,
because I saw about me suffering and darkness that only God could
help, and I saw that people were shut off from God so that His help
could not reach them. How could one re-connect them with Him, so

E ;OME YEARS AGO I SAW A MIRACLE. IT WAS A SMALL THING

From Behold Your God by Agnes Sanford. Macalester Park Pub, Co.,

St. Paul. $3.00. Copyright 1958. Used by permission.
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that His will could be done in
them? There was no one to tell
me. The minister who had prayed
for my baby could channel the
power, but could not explain it
in words that I was able to com-
prehend. True, I learned from him
many useful things about the care
of my own body and mind. But
when I asked, “What is this pow-
er and how does one use it for
others?” he only replied, very
truly, “It is a power of the super-
mind.”

Yes, but what was the “super-
mind” and how could one put it
into action?

There are many books today
that try to explain this matter.
But at the time I knew none of
them. Therefore, I decided to
find the answer in two ways: first
by studying the words of Jesus
Christ, and second, by trying
what He said and seeing whether
it worked or not.

This sounds very simple, but
it did not prove to be so. First
of all, I found that what He said
went directly contrary to many
of the explanations concerning re-
ligion that I had been taught since
my youth. For instance, 1 had
been told that the age of miracles
was past—yet I had seen a
miracle. I had been told that
God no longer worked through
an individual—yet I had seen
Him work through an individual.
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If 1 had at that time tried to
reconcile all the teachings of to-
day and make them conform to
the words of Jesus, I would never
have started any healing work. I
knew this. I also knew that there
was no use in trying to understand
what I had not experienced.
Therefore, I set myself to find an
experience of God’s power.

In order to do this, I laid aside
temporarily all that I had been
taught concerning Christianity. I
did not disbelieve it, I merely laid
it on the table to be considered
later. And that is what all of us
must do if we are to learn.

To learn—What? To learn two
things: how to know the working
of God’s power in ourselves and
how to pass it through us to
others. This is experiencing God.
Religion is an experience of God.
Theology is merely an attempt to
explain the experience. As man’s
experience of God changes through
the ages, the explanation concern-
ing that experience must of neces-
sity also change. To limit the ex-
perience within the bounds of
what one learned in Sunday
School or in Seminary would pre-

clude any further growth in grace
and any further revelation from
that very Spirit of Truth whom
Jesus sent to lead us into all truth.

Christianity is already swinging
away from the great nineteenth
century heresy?, the statement that

1. A Reporter Finds God, Emily Gardiner Neal, Morehouse-Gorham, N.Y. 1957.
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God no longer does works of
power—that His hand is shorten-
ed, that it cannot save (Isa. 59)—
that this is a new dispensation,
one in which everything must be
done by man’s mind and hands—
that Jesus Christ came to give us
less abundant life and that the
works that He did we should not
do. Many people are re-discover-
ing the eternal truth: that God is
both able and eager to help us
(Matt. 10:29-31); that the works
that Jesus did, we should do too
(John 14:12); that the greatest
things are accomplished not by
men’s hands and minds, but by
the Spirit of God abiding in them
(Zech. 4:6); that Jesus came to
give us more abundant life (John
10:10)—more joy (John 16:22),
more power (Acts 1:8), more
guidance (John 16:13), more
opportunity to sacrifice for His
sake (Matt. 5:10, 11).

For many years I stepped out
on these promises without under-
standing. Time and again I found
myself frustrated and baffled by
the contradictions between popu-
larly accepted ideas of Christianity
and the actual things that happen-
ed. This frustration and confu-
sion was a strain on my faith and
a hindrance to my work. So I
began to seek for understanding—
to re-think the basic beliefs of our
religion in the words of today, and
to measure them according to the
actual working of the power of
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God. I found that each new gleam
of understanding increased the
power and released the joy of the
new life. So it is my hope to pass
on in this book an expanded con-
cept of God and of His working
through Jesus Christ Our Lord.
It is my hope that the reader will,
for the present, consider these
matters with an open mind and
that he will not try to make them
conform to his present concepts
until he has finished the book.

For instance, faith is the tool by
which God’s works are done. But
when I tried to help myself in
prayer, I met with an immediate
obstacle—namely, I could not
believe that God really wanted to
heal me. It was just as apt to be
His will, I thought, that I should
go on suffering. In other words, I
did not believe that God felt to-
ward me as my father felt. My
father was a good father. So is
God. A good father loves his
children. Do we believe that God
loves us as a good father loves
his child?

How shall we revive our faith?
Not by reason alone, for so much
of us is below the level of reason.
We must re-convince the subcon-
scious mind as well as the con-
scious! Therefore, let us use the
reiteration of praise as the Bible
tells us to do, so that the whole
being will accept His love! I
wonder if there is any command
given more often in the Bible than
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the command to praise the Lord,
to let His praise be continually
in our mouths. Surely the purpose
of this command is not only to re-
joice the heart of the Almighty,
but also to make glad our own
hearts and to release their power
by filling the entire being, subcon-
scious as well as conscious, with
the love and the joy of the Lord.
Therefore, let us remind ourselves
a hundred times a day that He is
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our Father, and let us thank Him
and praise Him for His love until
the feeling of it revives in us.

And as this feeling revives in
us, let us begin immediately to
establish it by acting upon it.
Let us assume that God is a
Father and that He loves His
people, and let us try to convey
His love and His power to them,
just as Our Lord did.

Leave It To Him

Conchita Morales

You'll find your life

Divinely blessed

The day you learn

That God knows best.

James Milton McKﬂﬁa;/

He Chonged

-,.,.

My Way of"Thmkmg

Whenever | was in trouble; |.wrote to him to pray for gg

I was lying flat on my back in
the hospital when I first heard of
Glenn Clark. A nurse handed
me his book How to Find Health
Through Prayer. I read it through
twice without stopping. Later she
told me of how the doctor who ran
the hospital had met Glenn and
how his whole life was changed.

I began to read avidly every-
thing he wrote: A4 Man’s Reach;
Be Thou Made Whole; I Will Lift
Up Mine Eyes; On Wings of Pray-
er; Windows of Heaven; The
Third Front; Come Follow Me;
The Soul’s Sincere Desire; The
Way of Love; What Would Jesus
Do?

I put copies of them in our
church library. I bought twenty-

five copies of “What\Would Tesus
Do and gave them to the officers
of my church. It changed'the at-
titude and atmospherg\of ‘the

whole church.

I took the book Be Thou Maa‘e“
Whole and passed it around
among those who were sick in
body, mind, and soul. It changed
many. of them.

I went to the Byndon Wood
conference hoping to see Dr.
Clark, but he was unable to come.
Later I registered for the Hender-
sonville, North Carolina, Camp
Farthest Out hoping to see him,
but something kept me away.

We corresponded for many
years. Whenever I was in trouble,
I wrote to him to pray for me. I

5
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would always get a lovely letter
back, full of calm, majestic con-
fidence that things would turn out
all right.

The amazing thing is that
twenty-five years before the find-
ings of modern psychosomatic
medicine he wrote accurately and
scientifically of it in How to Find
Health Through Prayer.

1 wish it were possible to re-
print all of his books in some
cheap edition like the Pocket
books or the thirty-five cent edi-
tion that Moody Colportage puts
out, and make them available to
all the world. I would like to give
a copy of How to Find Health
Through Prayer to every member
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of my church. I could do it—if a
twenty-five cent edition was
available. The next year I would
like to give a copy of What Would
Jesus Do? to every member of the
church.

If I had unlimited funds, 1
would like to present a set of his
books to every Sunday School
library in the country. I do hope
that an effort will be made to put
out a pocket edition.

I will never forget his statement
that if we could get five million
people to pray for Russia, it would
convert the leaders of Russia and
change that nation.

His spirit lives on in the lives
of those who knew him.

G T

As Jesus Did

by

Mary E. Newbern

If I can give a ray of hope

To him whose way is tortuous,

As for his pathway he must grope,

I will have done as Jesus did

In giving some encouragement

To one whose strength is almost spent.

It is my prayer that I may do,
This thing, Dear Lord, and follow you.

A PSALM OF JOY
IGLENN CLARK

We know, O Father, that perfect Love expresses itself in
perfect Joy.

This Joy radiates throughout the vistas of consciousness
As sunlight plays up and down the vistas of mountains.

No power can possibly prevent the perfect circulation of
this Joy.

For it is propelled by Love,
And Love is omnipotent;
For Love is God.

L

This Joy is pure, perfect, complete, and life-giving,

And it is continuously revealing itself in infinite Power
and infinite Glory,

Expressing the eternal Majesty.

This %ﬁy is absolutely pure, untouched by anything unlike
e,

Therefore this Joy is perfect, whole, and complete,
Bringing wholeness, healing, and perfection.

Nothing is sick but this joy can make whole,
Nothing is impure but this Joy can make pure,
Nothing is hid but this Joy can bring to light,
Nothing is imperfect but this Joy can make perfect.

For this Joy is omnipotent Power,

Made manifest in man,

Irresistible, infinite, eternal,

Circulating with unfailing regularity and ease
Throughout the vistas of consciousness.

Nothing can possibly prevent the perfect circulation of
this Joy,

For it is propelled by Love, and Love is omnipotent;
for Love is God.

From The Soul’s Sincere Desire, Glenn Clark. Little, Brown & Compan
Boston. $2.50. Used by permission. ! £
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At any time of the day or night, individuals may be seen leaving or
entering the little chapel.

A University Chapel
for Protestants,

Catholics

and Jews

Judy Ann Young

INDIANA UNIVERSITY has tried to answer the quest of many of
its students for a sanctuary—a place for quiet meditation and com-
munion with God. The answer to this quest lies in the newly-erected
Beck Chapel.

The Beck Chapel, built at the geographical center of the campus,
is designed as a temple to the spirit and soul of man, to the place of
religion in man’s history, in contemporary society, and in the life of
every individual.

Throughout history, religion has influenced education. Since the
early colonial days, a chapel has stood in the central place of the
campus of most American colleges and universities, proclaiming a
common bond.

The Beck Chapel heralds the tradition that religion and education
belong together and consequently have mutual concern.

8 ‘
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The chapel is open to students and faculty members of all faiths
and beliefs as a place for quiet meditation and communion. The
chapel is not the scene of regular religious services because it is
designed as a focus for spiritual life of the students as they go about
their university affairs from day to day.

The chapel, because of its location, is within an easy pace for
any student on campus. The chapel demonstrates the tradition that
religion and education belong together and have mutual concern.
Each, education and religion, renders an essential service to the wel-
fare of the individual.

At any time of the day or night, individuals may be seen leaving
or entering the little chapel. Many students stop for a minute or
two between classes to relax and relieve some of the tensions that
develop during a typical day on the campus. Oftentimes, in the late
evening, couples stop at the chapel. Very often they frequent the
place for nothing more than a few moments of tranquility and for
the feeling of spiritual upliftedness they receive from entering the
sanctuary. The walk across campus towards home, after a visit
to the chapel, seems a little more worthwhile. As the couple
leaves the chapel, walks down the flagstone pathway, crosses
one of the many bridges that cover the Jordan River that runs
through campus, they think of how wonderful the world is and
how truly fortunate we all are for being permitted this great land in
which we live.

Communication with God is made so easily in this, the building
set apart solely for religion. In this tranquil beauty students may
linger. Here they may gather inner peace before returning to the
high-pressure, fast-moving pace of courses and clubs and waiting on
tables. Here the students may find the strength they need to make
decisions that require much reflection. Here they kneel in prayer.

Dr. Frank O. Beck, curator of the chapel, has said, “The Chapel
stands for the students’ individual spiritual development. The interior
is designed as a refuge from the noise and confusion of routine campus
life, for silence is as real and solid as sound.”

The cemetery and the land around it can hardly be matched for
natural beauty and peacefulness, qualities fitting for a chapel. Nor-
wegian spruces, arborvitae, myrtle, and in the spring, wild flowers
make up the landscape. Adding to the significance of the natural
setting, three trees were planted in 1942, representing the Catholic,
Jewish, and Protestant religions.
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The choice of location for the chapel was no accident. The
spot was chosen because, like every other phase of the chapel, it has
historical and traditional significance.

The chapel was built southeast of the Dunn Cemetery. The
burial place and the land around it was set aside by George Dunn in
his will, making it legally impossible to use the land for public
property.

At one time the Dunn family owned a 160-acre tract in this
area. In 1884 the University bought 200 acres surrounding, but not
including, the cemetery.

A three-faced stone monument set in the wall around the ceme-
tery bears the names of three Revolutionary War heroines. Eleanor,
George Dunn’s grandmother, and her two sisters, Jennet and Aness,
were born in England and settled in Virginia. During the war they
served George Washington by making garments, providing food, and
melting metal objects into bullets. The ashes of these three women lie
at the foot of the monument, linking the site to the pioneer past.

According to tradition, from the East comes the Sun of Righteous-
ness. That explains the position of Beck Chapel. Each morning the
sun, a symbol of God, floods the sanctuary from the Rose Window
high on the east wall.

o

Chiaroseuro

—John Beauchamp Thompson

Beauty growing on a thorn,
Love victorious on a tree—
Conquer every cynic’s scorn,

Prove life’s Immortality!

We all influence people. The ques-
tion is, for good or for evil . . .

EVERY MAN IS A BRIDGE
Allan A. Hunter

~} VERY MAN IS A BRIDGE.

Each of us here is a bridge
JU_A over which there passes—
it may be every moment, certainly
every day—some idea.

All too often the idea is a dis-
couraging one. In that case, if
we catch ourselves redhanded, we
are full of remorse. The remorse
is only harmful if we do no-
thing about it. It is creative the
moment it shocks us into becom-
ing a different kind of passage-
way, the kind of which Jesus
speaks, toward which his whole
life points. In the Sermon on the
Mount we read: “You are the
light of the world”—meaning:
you are a bridge over which God’s
own spirit would pass to reach
the minds of men and share with
them His inmost nature.

What a beam from the sun
does for the sun we are to do for
the Source of all truth and life. It
serves as a bridge from away up
there to right down here. Over
each beam wave after wave of the
warmth and awakening power on
which every living thing on earth
depends keeps coming, coming,
coming. If that wasn’t constantly

happening, every little plant would
wither and die. Because it does
happen, the terrific life-giving
energy at the heart of our solar
system is given a chance to get
across to the chlorophyl in the
leaves. As a result, what is inor-
ganic is transformed into what is
organic. As a further result, you
and I are enabled to eat and
breathe.

We are all somewhat familiar
with this chemical process that
works in weeds and flowers,
shrubs and trees. What we need
information on is the even more
basic movement our Lord asks us
to join. He asks each of us to be
a bridge between the eternal car-
ing, healing, helping energy and
the will to live abundantly that
without encouragement might wilt.

Heinrich Grueber chose to be
the second kind of bridge during
World War II. Because of his
utter fearlessness, thousands of
Jews were able to escape the gas
chamber and cross over into free-
dom. In Dachau concentration
camp he restored to despairing
men the faith in life they had lost.
Today, in East Berlin as pastor of

11
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a church, he tries (and sometimes
succeeds) to communicate even to
officials in the power-struggle,
something of what his Father in
Heaven would say to them.

In the slums of London once a
man had the privilege of allowing
his body itself to be a bridge over
which human beings passed from
death into life. It was in the days
before our modern methods of
ensuring safety. The lower floors
of a tenement were blazing. Trap-
ped in it on the fourth story was a
father with three children. There
was no way of running downstairs.
The only escape was, somehow, to
get across the street into another
building. The distance was about
five feet. Inspired, the father
took hold of the ledge of the
window, dangled his feet till some
rescuers across the street could
grab and hold them. Making him-
self as stiff as possible, like a
plank, he urged his children to
crawl across his body into
safety. They were small and
frightened. But one after the
other, they passed. He was tired
then and in his efforts to get a
better hold, slipped and fell, down
to his instant death below.

To me, that is what Jesus does
—on a big scale—for us human
beings. He offers not just his body
but his whole being, his whole
personality, everything of himself:
as a bridge over which the good-
ness and the caring spirit of God
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can pass and get through to our
inner citadel to make Himself at
home there.

There is a friend of my church
who, because years ago she ex-
perienced healing in her own life,
was moved to pray that she her-
self could be such a bridge over
which this strange binding, heal-
ing energy of God’s will to help
might pass into the deep will to
live in other people. For some-
thing like five years she offered up
this burning desire. Then the gift
was given and now she tells about
talking with a mother who was
worrying about her daughter.
“My little girl,” complained the
mother, “is cross and disagreeable.
She just never smiles. She’s dismal
and unhappy and she acts as if
she feels she isn’t loved.”

My friend, Mrs. Sanford, made
this suggestion. “Why not, at
night, when the child is sleeping,
try standing by the bed and lay-
ing your hands on her head and
the back of her neck. That would
make the connection necessary
with her subconscious mind. Then
you could make in your mind the
picture of the little girl the way
you would like to see her, or
rather the way you think God
would want to see her. So, im-
agine her smiling, sweet and gay,
loving, friendly, happy. Then just
say ‘In the name (or nature) of
Jesus Christ, let this be so.””

1958 EVERY MAN IS A BRIDGE 13

“I’m not sure I believe in Jesus
Christ,” the mother objected.

“Well, then, just say ‘in the
name of Love, my own love for
this little girl'—expressing the uni-
versal love of this little girl—°et
it be so.””

Two or three days later the
mother got in touch with Mrs.
Sanford and she said: “You know,
that was perfectly amazing what
happened. In the morning my little
girl got out of bed and ran and
kissed me, nice and friendly as
could be.”

The mother kept up the pray-
ing. You guess the result? Of
course! The little girl caused the
mother to change and the mother
knew what was happening for the
little girl knew that the mother
was coming to love her more and
more. Incidentally, although this
mother didn’t at first believe in
Jesus Christ, her willingness to be
open-minded and to act on the
best insight she was capable of,
before too long led her to have in-
creasing faith. In time both she
and her daughter became mem-
bers of the church in the com-
munity back East where this
spiritual healing took place.

We all influence people. The
question is, for good or for evil,
for well-being or for ill? Perhaps
the deepest longing we have is to
be a bridge over which God’s love
for people, His goodwill for them,
may pass. We would all, surely,

like to be light, carrying the
warmth of the sun so that the
small, tender plants about us may
be given the confidence to grow.
But how?

There’s an old saint who died
the other day. A minister, Dr.
Ryland. He was a bridge if there
ever was one. And he worked at
it, he thought about it night and
day. Before he went into a situ-
ation he asked God if he couldn’t
be a bridge to let the eternal
Goodness into somebody’s life
that day. Again and again he
thought of this. If he went over
to the grocery store on Vermont
he would try to remember. Before
approaching the cash register (he
confessed this once to two or three
of us meeting with him in the
prayer room) he would try when
he could think of it to offer up
this petition: “O God, before I
pay for these potatoes or apples, I
know that the Japanese woman
there is probably tired; if it is pos-
sible, may there show on my face
such love of You that she will find
it easier to believe in You.”

How do you and I do that? May
I suggest one simple thing we can
all attempt so that a good habit
may be formed and grow. Again
and again as we go into a store or
as we purchase a ticket on the
bus, or whenever, even under our
own roof, we encounter another
human being, we can say “Oh
God, I'm Your bridge. What,
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then, do You want to send over
me right now into the mind or in-
to the life of this person I’m about
to meet?”

Let us pray: For this chance
You give us each moment to be a
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light in the world, a bridge over
which You can send wave after
steadfast wave of friendly, heal-
ing, encouraging, strengthening
energy—for this unspeakable privi-
lege we give You thanks. Amen.

oo

Fans and Fanatics

J. W. Mellick

We hear him yell his lungs out at the stadium or on the
bleachers. His antics to express his emotions are beyond description!
At the office, on the street, or in the shop, everyone knows that he
loves the game. He never seems to tire of mentioning the “big names”
in baseball. You'd think that he was every player’s first-cousin . . .
judging by his familiar talk about them. As for money, time, and
energy . . . he spares nothing when it comes to showing his devotion
for the game. Hez never swats a ball, nor does he run a base, but he
still loves it and he shows it so that everybody knows it! He is a fan!

We hear another fellow who ventures a mild “amen” in a church
service or hums and sings hymns around the shop or office. He even
shows a love to “talk Bible™ to his fellow workers. The tone of his
voice and the light on his face shows that he is no mere side-line
spectator. You are convinced that “he’s got something,” that’s different.
There is a certain settled joy, and peaceful way about him that leaves
you wondering . . . a bit hungry for the thing yourself. You marvel
how he can be genuinely happy and not do the “costly” things that you
do. He gives heavily, and goes to church constantly. It is a delight
instead of a burden, and somehow he prospers in more ways than one.
Strange, is it not, that in baseball we say “fan,” and in Christianity
some say “fanatic”?

“OH FOR THE FAITH OF A MOTHER!"

RELEASE WAS THE SECRET
OF HER PRAYER POWER

Harriett C. Anderson

hospital, one of the many fine

Nurses’ Aids is a pleasantly-
plump, motherly woman named
Ruby. She comes on duty in the
late afternoon and works until
eleven at night.

Ruby hasn’t the quick brisk step
of the Nurses or the other Aids;
rather, she calmly ambles about
her duties, yet she gets them done
as well and as quickly as the
others. She is like a moving moun-
tain of sunshine. Into every room
she enters she brings an atmos-
phere of peace and calmness. She
is quite a talker, and, as she gives
back-rubs and prepares the patient
for the night, she chats.

One night the writer learned
that Ruby’s grown son had been
in an auto accident. He had been
taken to the large University hos-
pital in a neighboring city, where
the eye specialists were not sure

J:[N A LARGE MIDWEST

whether or not they could save his
sight.

Yet, here she was, caring for
the sick, calm and confident that
her son would not lose his sight.
During the conversation, she ex-
plained that she was praying about
it, and trusting her son to God’s
care. She told the story of how
she had “learned to pray right.”

She said that when she had
learned to pray right, such prayers
had met all her needs during the
years of raising a large family,
and meeting problems she could
not otherwise have faced.

Many years ago, when one of
her daughters was a tiny baby, the
baby had been taken seriously ill
and was in constant great pain.
The doctor expressed little hope
that the baby would live. Ruby
said she had prayed unceasingly,
yet to no avail. She was sick with
fear and heartache.

15
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One day, as she stood by the
crib, weeping and praying, it was
as though a voice spoke to her.
Suddenly she was made to realize
she had not been praying right at
all. She had been telling God what
should be done, and how it should
be done. She had been saying she
trusted God and relied upon His
care, yet she suddenly realized
that she hadn’t been trusting God
at all. She couldn’t be if, even as
she prayed, she held to a great
sense of fear and doubt.

She dropped to her knees, and
this time prayed as Jesus had
taught his Disciples to pray, with
trust and confidence, “Thy will be
be done.” Instantly a sense of
peace came over her. Now, she
was praying that not her will, but
God’s, be done. She talked to
God as to a loving understanding
father, trusting His way. Giving
up her human desire, her mother-
possessiveness, she prayed,
“Father, if it be Thy will, let it be
so. If it be Thy will, take my little
one without too much more of this
terrible suffering.” She rose from
her knees enveloped in such a
deep sense of peace that it was as
though a gentle hand had been
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placed upon her shoulder. And
with this peace came a firm con-
viction that all was well, that her
baby would live.

She had made a complete sur-
render to God’s Divine way, which
is always the right way for His
children. She had grasped the firm
conviction that God is ever pres-
ent, knows the needs of His child-
ren, and is supplying it.

When the doctor returned, she
told him she knew her baby was
going to live. He replied, “Oh for
the faith of a mother!”

The baby’s condition had
changed almost at the instant of
the mother’s complete surrender
to God’s will. The baby lived.

Ruby says she has never for-
gotten this lesson on the right way
to pray, and has used it through
all these years. It never fails.

Now that her children are
grown, she is using her time serv-
ing as a Nurses’ Aid, to help ease
the suffering of others. Her inner
calm, her firm trust in God’s
goodness, is like a benediction of
peace to the patients as she goes
calmly from room to room, pre-
paring them for the night.

This treatment many times dissolves the offense “in mid-air”

The Time
to Forgz've

Is - NOW!

ETHELYN A. SHATTUCK

MONG THE MANY WORK-
A ings of God’s love is one of
singular power and unique
function. It is forgiveness, that
gracious action of God whereby
our sins are dissolved and we
stand acquitted before Him. This
initial experience we receive with
joyful alacrity, revelling in release
from burdens and in awareness
that we are His and He is ours.
But with less warmth and
diminishing vigor we pursue the

second phase of forgiveness—the
forgiving in our own hearts and
emotions all others who sin. We
Christians, whole hearted as we
desire to be, seem to have only a
fractional comprehension that
God’s forgiveness must be pro-
jected through us to all others
in order to complete itself. It is
as if the river of God’s forgive-
ness must engulf our forgiveness
faculty, then surge over banks out
to all others. Regardless of the in-
dividual size of our forgiveness
faculty it must, by the inflowing
pressures of His love, be con-
stantly enlarged to include all
men under all circumstances.
Perhaps it is in the enlarging and
functioning of our forgiveness
faculty that we come closest to
the Father’s heart which so loved
the world of offending people that
He gave His Son that they might
be forgiven, and in turn become
channels through which He can
pour that same forgiving love.
Why, then, do earnest Christ-
ians proceed through life with only
fractional comprehension of the
outflow and the power of forgive-
ness? There are at least four rea-
sons. 1. It is opposite to human
nature to which we have a life-
long conditioning—this nature is
with us from the bassinette to the
casket. 2. The nature of forgive-
ness is so little understood because
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