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GOOD MEDICINE

homespun philosopher said, “Our failures are just as big

as our love is little.” It was a simple way to express a

massive truth. There isn’t anything wrong with the world
or with the people in it, except a too meagre amount of love. Great
affection implies great hope and great faith. Love is the terminal for
all greatness, for love is God, and “God is love.”

At a welfare meeting of state officials I sat beside a psychiatrist,
who, with his wife, operated a clinic for maladjusted children. “How
do you help them?” I asked him.

“We know a lot of things,” he said, “and we use them all.
They work because we love our children, Our mental techniques are
never any better than the love behind them. We could succeed without
the techniques, if we had love, but we couldn’t succeed very much with
the techniques, if we didn’t have love.”

I suppose that Dr. Karl Menninger is among America’s few great
doctors of the mind. He is a devoted student of the late Sigmund
Freud, about whom has revolved a perpetual storm of protest, and
out of whose thinking has evolved a whole new system of understand-
ing.

I once tried to get at the core of Dr. Freud’s teaching. In the vast
welter of psychological information revealed by Freud, where was the
center? How could one screen and winnow out of his muchness the
one basic thing he was trying to make humanity understand? It was

From the book, Faith, Hope, and Love, Published by Macalester Park Pub-
lishing Co., St. Paul, Minn. $3.00 y ster Park Pub
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Karl Menninger who put his fin-
ger on Freud’s central purpose:
“What Freud did was to analyze
the ways in which hate becomes
fused with love and threatens to
overcome it.”

This was the labor of Sigmund
Freud. It was his passion in life.
Hate was insinuating itself into
love, and was poisoning the
stream. It was out of our misuse
of love that chaos was created
and maintained by human beings.
When he exposed to mankind this
fundamental fact, he drew upon
himself the hatred of otherwise
good people. Jesus had done the
same thing when He said, “Love
your enemies and do good to
them.”

Love is not only good medicine,
but it is the only medicine with a
total cure for mortal ills. There-
fore, Dr. Menninger, in his book,
Love Against Hate, gave his first
chapter the title, “This Medicine,
Love.”

Yes, love is medicine—good
medicine.

“This medicine, love,” writes
Karl Menninger, “which cures all
sorrow was prescribed by Jesus
long before Donne and by Gaut-
ama Buddha long before Jesus.”

Note the phrase, “which cures
all sorrow.” Especially make a
note of the little word all and
the word sorrow. On the outside
of love is sorrow and on the in-
side of love is cure. The bare,
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naked simplicity of it is what
makes it elusive, and what causes
us to resist and reject it.

Now make note of the little
word, all, as St. Paul uses it, 1st
Cor. 16:14, “Let all that ye do
be done with love.”

“Let” and “all!” Don't try to
force love to work, but ler it
work in all situations. When we
break it down what does it really
mean? This:

If sorrow is caused by some
physical difficulty, let all that you
do be done with love. Go to the
doctor, the psychiatrist, the prac-
titioner with God; only love in
your heart, instead of doubt and
fear, and other unloving attitudes.

If your sorrow is caused by a
mental difficulty, seek love first,
and whatever you do let it be
done with love. If your sorrow
is the result of a moral lapse, let
love come in, and whatever you
do about it, whatever self-disci-
pline you apply, let it be done
with love, and not self-condemna-
tion, self-injury, self-unforgive-
ness, self-hatred. If the sorrow is
the outcome of religious or spirit-
ual conflict, first get into the con-
sciousness of love before you try
to cure the malady. Let love have
its perfect way, which “cures all
sorrow.”

I know about hate. It was once
my religion, my way of life. I be-
lieved in it. I proved it. I lived
with it for twenty-five of my best
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years on earth. I know that hate
will do precisely what it is sup-
posed to do. It will work. Hate
never fails; it never has failed,
even as love never fails nor can
fail. It has been allowed to enter
the mind and heart and blood-
stream of man to destroy him.
This is hate’s aim, its goal, and
its one and only purpose.

Hate is to the emotional body
what a narcotic drug is to the
mental and physical bodies. Hate
and narcotics both act as a seda-
tive to love. There is no essential
difference between a narcotic ad-
dict and a hate addict, except that
the latter presumes to sicken at
the weakness of the former. An
addiction slave is still a slave,
whether the addiction be to hate
or opium.

The drug addict cannot even ex-
ercise love as a sexual desire. But
neither can the hater. There can
be no normal sexual gratification
with a person you hate.

The heroin addict has lost both
face and sex. This may be one of
the left-handed values of dope ad-
diction. The dope fiend and sen-
sualist do not occupy the same
person at the same time. All love
is repulsive to the narcotic slave,
just as all love is repugnant to
the hate addict.

Hate is comparable to the worst
kind of narcotics. And the degrees
of hate, such as habitual resent-
ment, jealousy, anger, backbiting,

criticism, and personality gossip,
are comparable to the milder nar-
cotic drugs, such as sleeping pills.
They put love to sleep and the
slave to shame. Persons who in-
dulge in these less odious forms
of hate either have not had love
in their lives, or else they have
crucified the love they once pos-
sessed.

Since hate in its various de-
grees is a malignant disease, as
surely as cancer of the brain, it
is obvious that the only cure
for it is the medicine of love.

Says Nora Holm in her The
Runner’s Bible, “Be sure that
there is nothing in your thoughts
but love for God, for man, and
for your work before you begin
any special task. This is to put
God into it, which means power
for the execution and perfection
in the result, that is if love is
entirely your master. Love is the
motive power behind all divine ac-
tivity.”

Paul puts it in a simpler way
when he says, “Walk in love.”
That is, we are to be constantly
active in love in order to admin-
ister to ourselves the never-fail-
ing prescription of love.

When we boil it all down we
have no other responsibility except
to love. If we fulfill either of these
then we fulfill all other obligations
and responsibilities in the only
way they can be totally fulfilled.



The courage of a blind amputee.

Ten Resolutions Of An Invalid
Margarer Milloy

1. I will think of, and appreciate, what my incapacities mean
to the lives of those around me, not forgetting how their lives are ad-
justed to help me get the most out of mine.

2. 1 will cherish even more my friendships, knowing how they
broaden my life. Therefore, I will gather within my heart every friend
and acquaintance given me.

3. I will enter whole-heartedly into the rejoicinlgs' and ac}vance-
ments of my friends, refusing to entertain even the tiniest feeling of:
“Why not I, too?” )

4. Every day of the year, I will do something for at least one
person, even if it is only to bring a smile to that person. .

5. I will try to increase my knowledge of. nature, knowulg that,
at any time of the day, any day in the year, she is \‘.vorklflg her miracles
around me, and that, although I cannot see, she is waiting and eager
for my acceptance.

6. I will broaden my general knowledge, and use whatever talent
I have to the best of my ability.

7. Everything I can do for myself I will c'lo, being as independent
as possible. Beyond this, I will accept graciously any help I must
have.

8. I will use any discovery of science to rtlelieve my suffering and
overcome my handicaps. Having done this, I will endure what I must,
quietly and uncomplainingly.

9. I will ask for strength and encouragement from the One who
has promised to help us every step of the way. :

10. T will remember that I have been given the honor of beu;g
a human being, and accept the responsibilities, thus filling my place in
God’s pattern of life to the best of my ability. And when I fall short,
as everyone does, I will pray for strength to begin over and over again.
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In these critical times every soul brought to the

Lord counts vitally.

HIS FAITH REMOVES MOUNTAINS

Aubrey B. Haines

enturies ago Jesus affirmed,

1! “If ye have faith as a grain
of mustard seed, ye shall say

unto this mountain, Remove hence
to yonder place; and it shall re-
move; and nothing shall be im-
possible unto you.” In Longview,
Texas, there lives a man, Robert
Gilmour Le Tourneau, whose faith
literally removes mountains. His
heavy-duty machinery, the world’s
largest, can eat away at a moun-
tain and remove the dirt to a
nearby valley. Furthermore, while
many Christians tithe, Le Tour-
neau believes that all the money
he possesses belongs to God.
Therefore, he gives 90 per cent
of his income to religious and
philanthropic work. “Not how
much of my money do I give God,
but how much of God’s money do
I keep for myself?” is his slogan.
At the riverside near Vicks-
burg, Mississippi, one morning in
July, 1952, Billy Graham step-

ped up to a platform and blessed
a 200-foot converted LSM (Land-
ing Ship, Medium) and its crew.
A week later the ship cast off
into the muddy Mississippi River.
Its cargo consisted of $500,000
worth of heavy earth-moving
lumbering, and land-clearing ma-
chinery, food supplies for a year,
500 New Testaments, and a dozen
“technical missionaries,” destined
for Liberia.

The Liberian expedition was
one of Le Tourneau’s projects.
Twenty-six years ago Bob Le
Tourneau made what he calls “a
deal with God” to turn over 90
per cent of his personal earnings
and a sizable block of company
stock to the Lord’s work. The
partnership has been successful.
In 1951, on sales of $55,000,000,
R. G. Le Tourneau, Incorporated,
netted $3,100,000. Excluding Le
Tourneau’s personal contributions,
God’s share—which was turned

5
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over to the interdenominational Le
Tourneau Foundation—was $158,
820 in dividends. In 1952 the
partnership did even better: sales
went up 45 per cent. .

But the mountain-moving
Christian has never been satisfied
just to fill the financial side of
his bargain. After a trip to Liberia
in 1951 he decided that the best
way to teach the Gospel to natives
is to teach them American techni-
cal skills at the same time. From
the Liberian Government Le
Tourneau leased 500,000 acres
of jungle for eighty years at six
cents an acre and laid plans to
cultivate land with such crops as
rice, grapefruit, bananas, and
palms and to cut down and export
mahogany. He agreed to pour
back the first five years’ profits
into the development. With such
material aid Le Tourneau, who
flew ahead to be there when the
boat arrived, hoped to accomplish
a material and spiritual Point Four
program. “Hungry natives,” he
says, “will listen to us about God
if we can show them a field of
grain with a combine harvesting
more in a day than they can eat
in a year.”

Bob Le Tourneau, who flies
some 200,000 miles annually in
his private airplanes—spreading
the Lord’s word—combines his
evangelism with hard-headed busi-
ness sense. Born in Richford, Ver-
mont, he was still a boy when his
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family moved to the West Coast.
He quit school after the seventh
grade and made his first money
selling pictures of the San Fran-
cisco earthquake in 1906. Learn-
ing mechanics as an assistant in
a garage, he later set up his own
earth-moving and contracting
business at Stockton, California,
on a loan of $4,500. In 1931
he lost $32,000. The next year he
switched to making scrapers, bull-
dozers, cranes, etc., and made a
deal with God. His 1932 net prof-
its were $52,000.

Le Tourneau, who comes from
a deeply religious Plymouth
Brethren family and whose two
sisters were missionaries to China,
turned over his stock interest to
endow the Le Tourneau Founda-
tion, now worth $16,000,000 and
one of the largest religious founda-
tions in the United States. Bob
was the first man to put earth-
moving equipment on rubber tires,
thus enabling it to go almost any-
where. Moving his headquarters to
Peoria, he cleared the land for
new plant sites with his own
equipment. By 1940 sales were
up to $10,000,000. During World
War II they quadrupled, as he
built an estimated 70 per cent of
the basic earth-moving equipment
used by the United States armed
forces all over the world.

Dreaming up new ideas in the
bathtub and sketching them out on
the backs of envelopes during his
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frequent preaching trips, Le Tour-
neau was set for the peacetime
construction boom following
World War II. But he was in too
much of a hurry. He installed new
transmissions, differentials, and
drives in his equipment and put
the new machines on the market
before all the defects had been
eliminated. As a result the com-
pany went $6,000,000 in the red.
But at length he perfected his
new devices and dug his way into
the black again in 1949. Bankers
who had complained of Le Tour-
neau’s “downright stubbornness”
began referring again to his
“dauntless spirit.”

He busily invented new meth-
ods and machines. Among them
are the “Tournalayer,” a giant
machine that can turn out small
concrete houses at the rate of al-
most one a day, and a machine
with electric motors in each wheel
for greater maneuverability. Le
Tourneau has shipped some of
his most impressive mechanical
equipment to Africa, including a
twenty-two-ton machine that can
shear off big trees like a scythe
cutting grass, and a self-contained
sawmill that is hauled by the larg-
est bulldozer in the world. Le
Tourneau insists that he is not
primarily interested in profit in
his Liberian adventure, nor does
he want to create mere “rice
Christians.” “I'm trying to do a
missionary job in a businesslike

way,” he says.

When returned missionaries
told him sad tales about time-
wasting tedious travel through
deserts and jungles, Bob decided
to speed up foreign missions with
a Missionary Flying School. Pros-
pective flying missionaries can
earn their way through a complete
course at the Le Tourneau-financ-
ed school by working in Bob’s
earth-mover plant at Toccoa,
Georgia. In September, 1945, the
first four—chosen from fifty ap-
plicants — were graduated as full-
fledged “sky pilots” and planned
to spread their several wings over
Africa, China, and Mexico. Beam-
ing with pride, Bob Le Tourneau
viewed them as forerunners of a
“mighty armada of flying mission-
aries.”

On week ends Le Tourneau, in
his own airplane, flies far and
wide around the United States to
attend religious meetings and to
preach, delivering some 300 ser-
mons a year. Speaking only on
invitation, he is booked ahead for
two years. Sometimes he talks to
a small rural gathering of a few-
score persons—other times to a
large city crowd of several thou-
sand. He has been doing this for
years.

R. G. Le Tourneau is utterly
sincere in his religion. In these
critical times he feels that every
soul brought to the Lord counts
vitally. Therefore, he rejoices in
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contributing his millions, in travel-
ing hundreds of thousands of
weary miles, and in following a
speaking schedule which would
exhaust the average man.

In his sermons Le Tourneau
assigns the credit for his inven-
tions and for all his successes to
inspiration from God. He offers
himself as a living example of the
rewards of faith but emphatically
warns that it does no good to
worship God with ulterior finan-
cial motives, for then one receives
no rewards. “I have proved that
it pays to obey God,” he says.
“But don’t obey God because it
pays, because then it won’t pay.
Obey Him because you love Him,
and then it will pay.” Even then
the rewards can be delayed, he
cautions, because the Lord may
have various tests and trials in
store for one. He illustrates this
by examples from tribulations in
his own life. At various times, he
says, he has been “morally, spirit-
ually, financially, and physically
bankrupt” but each time has re-
covered with the help of God.

A dramatic physical ordeal
came in 1937. Traveling by auto-
mobile to a religious meeting in
Tennessee, he was involved in a
collision in which five persons
were killed. He was dragged out
of the wreckage in such condition
that the doctors said he could
never walk again, but they sug-
gested that a long stay in a hospi-
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tal might give him partial re-
covery.

“If I'm put in a hospital, I'll
never get well,” Le Tourneau said.
“Take me to the factory in
Peoria.” He traveled 500 miles by
ambulance and installed himself
in a small steel hut in the factory
yard. His skilled workers, at his
direction, built him an ingenious,
welded, rubber-tired mobile
stretcher, having the exact height
of his bed. Soon he was able to
slide from his bed to the stretcher
and be wheeled about the plant.

For several months he super-
vised and directed the work of
the factory from his mobile
stretcher and was also able to at-
tend religious services held once
a week in the plant cafeteria. Then
he was able to get about on
crutches and later with a cane.
Today, despite his limp, he can
outwalk most men, and when that
is not fast enough, he skims about
his factories on a gasoline-driven
scooter.

As an inventor he is in the tra-
dition of Robert Fulton, Eli Whit-
ney, Morse, Edison, Ford, Kaiser,
and others. But, accepting no
glory for himself, he directs it to
God. In a genuine way this in-
ventor of gigantic earth-moving
machinery has taken Jesus liter-
ally, using his Christian faith ac-
tually to build machines that can
remove mountains.

Prayer and the Will
of God

Olive Wyon

“All that those who begin to
give themselves to prayer ought
to aspire to, should be to labour
to resolve and to dispose them-
selves by every imaginable effort
of mind and heart to conform their
will to God’s, because the high-
est perfection to be attained in
the spiritual life consists in this
single point.” These words of a
great spiritual teacher of the
seventeenth century in France go
straight to the heart of the matter.
If the object of prayer is that we
may give ourselves to the will of
God, then there is the very closest
connection between prayer and the
will of God; indeed, they are in-
separable.

Once this truth has been clear-
ly seen, accepted, and made the
guiding principle of our lives,
everything falls into place. No
longer do we strive after pleasant
“feelings” in our prayer; no longer
Fio we worry about our “progress”
In prayer; no longer are we dis-
couraged by periods of “darkness”
and difficulty in the life of prayer.
All we want, and all we aim at,
is union with God.

Tersteegen, in one of his letters,
speaks of “three kinds of union
with God: wunion with God in
will”: the sincere and honest de-
sire and purpose that the will of
God may be fulfilled in us, what-
ever we may be doing or endur-

From The School of Prayer, by Olive Wyon. Permission, Student Christian

Movement Press, London. Distributor, Allenson, Naperville, IIl.
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ing; secondly, “union with .God in
silent prayer”: when we wait upon
God in silence and reverence and
peace; third, there is “union with
God in ‘conscious’ religious ex-
perience”: this kind of “union”
depends wholly upon God; we
cannot achieve it by our own ef-
forts nor do we know when it
will be given to us, nor why.
Tersteegen adds: “On Good Fri-
day Jesus had neither the second
nor the third kind of union, but
He had the first kind”, that is,
the union with God in will.

A good test of the reality of our
prayer is the spirit in which we
come from it and turn to our or-
dinary duties. If we feel little or
no connection between the two
sides of our life there must be
some mistake somewhere. A good
prayer is not tested by our feelings
or fervour at the time but by our
behavior afterwards. 1

When we look at our Lord in
His active ministry we see Him
surrounded by importunate noisy
crowds, with all it meant of heat
and smells and many other annoy-
ances. Yet He moved calmly and
lovingly among them; upon those
who were ill He laid His hands,
upon “everyone of them”: indi-
vidually, not as a group. All was
very quiet and personal. Every
tired and suffering man or woman
felt that something quite peculiar-
ly personal had been done for
them. Yet there were times when
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He realized that solitude and
quietness were imperative; and He
would say to His friends: “Let
us go over to the other side” of
the lake, away to a “desert place”
that we may “rest a while.” His
goings and His comings, I-_Iis fox:th-
going in healing and His retire-
ment for prayer were all alike dlcf—
tated by His sense of what His
Father willed for Him, moment
by moment. .

To those who are able to receive
it this “Way” is a way of peace,
for it gives us the assurance tlllat
God’s action is interwoven with
all our trials and sufferings and
with all our daily difficulties.
Again and again we shall say wit.h
Jacob, “Surely the Lord is in this
place! and I knew it not!” “You
seek the Lord,” says De Caussade,
“and He is in every place;
everything proclaims Him to you;
everything gives Him to you. . . .
You are seeking the idea of God,
and you have His substance; you
seek perfection, and it is in all
that meets you. Your sufferings,
your actions, your attractions, are
the species within which God gives
you Himself.”

Thus “there is nothing surer or
more infallible than the darkness
of faith.” As we walk in this way
“God imparts Himself to the soul
as Life”, although we may no
longer see Him as the Way and
the Truth. “He is no longer Ob-
ject and Idea, He is Principle and
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Source. In the divine action there
are secret resources and inspira-
tions, marvellous and unknown,
for all the necessities, difficulties,
troubles, falls, upheavals, persecu-
tions, uncertainties and doubts of
souls who no longer trust in them-
selves and their own efforts.” Even
our fears become verses in our
hymn of praise, and we do not
want to leave out one syllable, for
we know that all will end with the
Gloria Patria.

In  many striking passages
throughout his book De Caussade
sums up his teaching; here is one
of them: “The great and solid
foundation of the spiritual life
is to give oneself to God, in order
to be at His disposal, for every-
thing, both interior and exterior;
and to forget oneself so complete-
ly that onme regards oneself as
something which has been sold
and sent away, something to which
one no longer has any right: to
such an extent that the good plea-
sure of God is all our joy, and
that His Joy, His Glory and His
Being are our sole Good.”

Nothing will help us more to
offer ourselves to God than this
confidence in His guidance in the
midst of difficult and perplexing
and sorrowful experiences: “Since
we know that the Divine Action
includes everything, guides every-
thing, does everything—save sin—

it is the duty of faith to adore
Him in everything, to love Him,
and to receive Him with open
arms. . . . This is the way to
bring honour to God.” Thus “to
live in faith is to live in joy and
assurance, in certainty and con-
fidence, in everything we have to
do or suffer, at every moment,
in accordance with the will of
God . . . The divine life gives
Itself at every moment in an un-
known but very sure manner, un-
der the appearance of death in the
body . . . of upheaval in our af-
fairs . . . All is a veil which dis-
guises the presence of God. . . .”

But although such a way of life
makes great demands upon us,
it also brings with it a great sense
of expansion and relief. We learn
that God’s way is very gentle and
very sure; that we never need
“fuss” about anything; that the
more faithfully we try to do His
will in the ordinary things of life,
the more surely shall we be able
to discern His will in crises. This
attitude naturally draws us into a
simpler and more constant habit
of prayer; it is not tiring; on the
contrary, it is the way of peace.
For this “way” is the way of love:
“If all this is true,” says De Caus-
sade, “then each moment of our
life is a kind of communion with
the love of God.” And where
love is, there is joy: “O what a
perpetual festival!™



“Joy cometh in the morning.”

Maybe
I’'m a

Dreamer

EDNA B. HAWKINS

I?][ SNoday’s analyst would qa]l
me a romantic escapist.
A teacher of logic would

find me a prize subject for a

lecture. Today’s youngsters may

call me a crackpot . . . Maybe

I'm a dreamer.

But when I get really sorry for
myself because the neighbor’s
house is twice the size of mine and
twice as fine (and paid for, too,)
or when inconsequential things be-
gin to matter too much, nagging
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at my peace of mind, I pack a few
belongings and head for the moun-
tains to regain my true sense_of
values and repair my soul. I find
no remedy so satisfying in a world
of sputniks in revolution, as moun-
tain air and a heaped up patch ‘of
land in its native state, to quiet
the restless spirit.

As I write I can see the blue
ranges, now hazy and lonely, ex-
tending their fringed edges up to
touch the vault of heaven, mak!ng
me wonder how the sun is going
to force its way between the
mountain and the sky. But I hayc
confidence that it will slip in
somehow, over the rim of the
world, and be sending its ‘warm
smile through the pines in no
time.

Across the deep green water,
cupped in the hollow of the rugged
terrain, I can barely make out a
speck of blue which I take to be
my husband’s trousers. For just
above it is the bare flesh, redden-
ed by the blistering rays of the
midday sun. He is searching out
the cove where the big bass spawn,
hoping to find a careless one to
bring to the cabin and broil to
a golden turn over hot coals to-
night. )

Far to the right of him I can see
a brown and white somethipg
bobbing its head beneath the icy
lake. When I adjust the lenses of
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my field glasses, I see it is a wild
duck cutting capers. How shock-
ed he’d be to know he is the
star of an early morning drama.
I wonder if he has lost a mate,
for he plays alone, taking no
thought of time or circumstance.
He cares not if the nation’s econ-
omy is at a low ebb. He takes
no thought for the morrow. If
I could gain his confidence to get
near enough I'd want to ask him
questions like, “How did you de-
velop such faith in your heavenly
father?” “Teach me thy way,” I
would plead.

As I sit near the falls cascading
down the mountainside, dangling
my long legs in the foamy back-
wash, I feel T am being watched
by a hundred pairs of eyes. A not-
so-friendly frog is stretching him-
self, getting ready to spring into
the treacherous depths of the lake.
He is reluctant to g0, the sun feels
S0 warm on his slimy hind quar-
ters, but instinct tells him he must
be cautious about women in men’s
clothing. So, kersplash, in he goes
to his underwater sanctuary of
security.

High above in the scrawny
pines a whole choir of feathered
creatures is in concert. Occasion-
ally they cease their chatter and
I wonder if they are engaged in an
orison, a prayer of thanksgiving
to their Maker.

The color of the butterfly’s
wings equals the plumage of the
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gayest birds. Nature has been
lavish with her paintbrush this
year, especially in this isolated
spot, high in the Blue Ridge. I
think at times when the panorama
is almost beyond bearing, God
must look this way every even-
ing at dusk, to rest Himself. Per-
haps He fashioned this special
Place to turn His eyes upon, after
He has looked long at the evil in
the world and needs encourage-
ment from His creations,

Not three feet away from my
typewriter is a four-legged crea-
ture, flattened on his belly, look-
ing sleepily at me. He has grown
accustomed to the tap-tap of the
keys, but he still dares me, de-
fiantly, to make this my perman-
ent home. Each day he reminds
me that this fallen log and all of
the surrounding greenery is his
dwelling place. And what self-re-
specting lizard would want a fe-
male giant for company?

“How do you pound on that
oak tree so relentlessly, with your
beak, without having a continuous
migraine?” I asked the red-capped
bird, beating in staccato move-
ments over my head. But he pays
no attention to my quizzing, so
determined is he to get that last
stubborn insect that keeps burrow-
ing deep in the tree just out of
reach. Perhaps he thinks I'm a
kindred soul as he listens to the
monotonous peck-peck on the
keys and wonders what insect I



14 CLEAR HORIZONS

am after. Or maybe he knows the
secret of perseverance better than
I and has a lesson for me with
each beat of his bill. I can’t help
wondering whose echo will be
heard longer, after we have each
finished our labor. The noise of
his toiling rings far down the val-
ley until it is lost in the chirp-
ings and mutterings of the other
creatures. And so will mine.

For the first few days each time
I come here, I must adjust to new
sights and smells. The drone of
the man-made jets is not with
me here, nor the myriad noises
of the crowded traffic lanes. But
there are other sounds. I must
get used to dragonflies and moss-
green June bugs perching un-
afraid on my shoulder, while I
sit waiting breathlessly for a cork
to twitch nervously above my fish-
ing line. I must not flinch with
fright if a whip-poor-will takes
me by surprise, feverishly call-
ing his mate. I must be ready for
the jer-rome-jer-rome of a bass
voice on the rim of the lake at
twilight. I must not be too con-
cerned if summer lightning plays
games across the dome of heaven,
or if the wind suddenly whips up
the ravine, ruffling the lake into
white caps. A mountain tempest
passes quickly and the moon’s
rays, dressed in diamonds, will
dance even brighter on the shim-
mering bosom of the lake. How I
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wish 1 could remember that the
storms of life pass as quickly,
measured by the yardstick of
eternity, and brace myself, know-
ing “Joy cometh in the morning.”

I must be warned that any
minute a fabulous work of art will
flash before me in the form of
tree-lined mountains. And wonder
how Mother Nature came upon
such shades that run harmoniously
into each other. How long did it
take the Divine Mind to fashion
patterns of shadow and light that
cannot be individually distinguish-
ed? How many centuries of
needle-fall lay silent in their sac-
red groves? Surely my summer
will take its character from the
trees, where my feet have walked
over the deep humus carpet of
the ages and the memory of it will
suffice to see me through the dark
gray days of winter.

Then, next year when I hear my
friends planning trips to far away
places, discussing modes of trans-
portation, purchasing high-priced
tickets to glamour spots, choosing
fashions for their particular re-
sorts, I shall begin loading my
rod and reel, my trusted rifle,
my rough mountain regalia, and
all of the unrelated paraphernalia
of a vagabond and head for Mul-
key’s Lake, deep in the Blue
Ridge. Maybe I am an idealist,
or a romantic escapist, or maybe
I'm just a dreamer.

There are a number of things we should
know before we pray.

BEFORE YOU PRAY

STELLA TERRILL MANN

all the time?

The answer is that it does i
work, every time, when correctl
; used.
f‘(?‘fnmﬁre the!.n twenty-seve:n years I have been working as a rgligi;l?s
sellor with people with problems, watching dreams come true

l"[f the power of prayer works some of the time why doesn’t it work

There are a number of thin
. gs we should know and oth
;:ftlil\iglydoHtifzm:e v;rle pray if we are to use this spiritual po;:' :E
: ave space to consider only three points of
b mf).r \lNe sh%u!d know that tl-lel answer to prayer goes not I??rf;é
als, on being a good Christian, intelligence, or even on asking
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for the “right” things. Jesus did
not say we had to be good in
order for our prayers to be an-
swered. Even the thief on the cross
was to know that his prayer would
be answered. Jesus makes it plain
that the answer to prayer hinges
on faith.

2. The second thing we should
know before we pray is that there
are twelve parts to the power of
prayer, or twelve spiritual laws
under which this power operates
as a whole. Asking is but one of
them. All points are found in the
Bible. But it takes considerable
digging to locate and fit them to-
gether. However, if we are to heal
our body, mind, spirit, and af-
fairs through the power of prayer
we must know all the points thor-
oughly. For as St. James says, to
break one of them is the same as
being guilty of breaki:}g all. T
tell my students to think of it
as pulling the electric cord on an
electric clock from the wall con-
nection. The hands may be at
10:15 on the clock, but all the
hours are stopped when the power
connection has been broken. It
is just as true of the power of

rayer.

; I¥1 His directive, “What things
soever ye desire, when ye pray,
believe that ye receive them and
ye shall have them,” Jesus states
two of the twelve laws, desire
and asking. But a third one, dt::—
cision, is implied here and is
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found in the Bible as part of
the power of prayer. We are pre-
sumed to have come to a definite
decision before we ask in prayer,
but many do not.

3. The third thing we should
know before we pray is, that our
prayer continues and is in _force
until it is answered or until we
ourselves cancel our order, or turn
off the power. By knowing this
before we pray we know how we
must conduct ourselves during our
prayer program until the answer
comes so as not to disturb the
working of the power. Not to
know this is often to break up our
faith before we ever get started
in prayer.

Since the answer to prayer de-
pends upon our faith, our gb-
jective should be to do everything
we can to get our faith high and
keep it so. There are many ways
in which we break up our faith.
Failure to keep the law of loye
is one. In this, most of us ruin
our faith before we ever start to
pray. So we should do three
things: ;

We should get our heart right
with God, our fellowmen, and
with ourselves. And we must do
it before we pray. That soun_cls
simple. It is about the most dlf-
ficult of human objectives for it
takes in the entire law of love.
And we remember that Jesus tells
us that the law of love is the
highest of the spiritual laws. Upon
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it depends the answer to our
prayer for, try as we will, we can-
not get our faith right nor hold it
firm unless we are right with the
law of love. To break the law of
love to any degree is to feel un-
worthy, guilty, and fearful to that
degree.

A woman who had been pray-
ing for restored health complain-
ed to me that her prayer had not
been answered. Her life story re-
vealed the trouble. A widow, her
only son long had supported her.
Recently he had married and gone
to a home of his own. The widow
confessed she “hated” the daugh-
ter-in-law. This was actually
anger with God. She was angry
because this situation had come
into her life. The daughter-in-
law tried hard to get along
with her, and one day sent the
older woman a fine pie. After
her son had delivered the pie, the
older woman threw the glass pie
plate and pie onto the floor,
smashing both. Frightened and
ashamed, she was ready to admit
that there was something wrong
with her prayer program and to
ask help.

She was soon able to see that
she was breaking the law of love
on three levels, and so, had ruined
her faith completely.

“You do not really expect God
to answer your prayer and re-
store your health,” I told her.
“You secretly feel unworthy. You

feel guilty because of your anger
toward the girl. But most of all,
you are angry with yourself be-
cause you have not handled the
situation. Anger is a form of de-
fence. It shows fear at work. What
fears are you harboring?”

She once had been useful, earn-
ed her own way. Since her son no
longer needed her to keep house
for him she felt stranded, unwant-
ed and so, in danger. As soon as
she found a way back to activity,
to making a contribution to life,
earning for herself, her sense of
guilt on all three levels melted.
Her faith increased. She got com-
pletely well. Six years later she
still is well.

Today that woman lives by
prayer. But she spends far more
time in being sure about all her
points before she prays, than she
devotes to the asking. She does
much less actual asking, gives
more time to listening and in ex-
pressing gratitude.

Summing up, T would unhesitat-
ingly say that a great deal of time
invested in learning about prayer,
what it is and how it works, be-
fore we pray insures the answer
to our prayer when made. The
Bible makes it clear that all prayer
is to be answered. This is a condi-
tion set up for man before the
earth was created. When there is
failure in prayer it is on the part
of man, not God.



