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CHARLES R. ALLEN

REMOVING
YOUR MOUNTAINS

Every normal person wants to
feel a sense of mastery over the
circumstances of his own life. No
person wants to feel weak and
defeated. Yet, as we face up to
our personal weaknesses and the
difficulties which surround us,
sometimes we do feel that we are
powerless and that life for us is
almost hopeless.

Jesus gave us a formula for
power in living. He said, “Have
faith in God. For verily 1 say
unto you, That whosoever shall
say unto this mountain, Be thou
removed, and be thou cast into the
sea; and shall not doubt in his
heart, but shall believe that those
things he saith shall come to pass;
he shall have whatsoever he saith.”
(Mark 11: 22, 23)

Look at that formula: “Faith in
God”—not in ourselves, but in
God. “For verily"—He empha-
sizes the fact that what He is
about to say will be hard to believe
but it is the truth. “Whosoever”
—that means any person; it means
me, it means you. “Say unto this
mountain”—that is specific and
definite. Select any circumstance
of your own life that is standing
in your way and this formula will
apply. “Be thou removed”—taken
out of my way. No longer can it
hurt me. “Cast into the sea”—
gone forever, complete victory.
“Shall not doubt . . . but shall
believe”—it is through my own
faith that victory is accomplished.
“Shall come to pass”—it really
will happen.

By permission of Fleming H. Revell Co. from All Things Are Possible
Through Prayer by Charles Allen, $2.00.
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There are three separate atti-
tudes you can take in regard to
Jesus’ words. You can say, “It
isn’t true, I don’t believe it.” But
before you say that, remember you
are contradicting the most reliable
book this world has ever known.
Also, you are going against the
wisest teacher who ever lived.
Before 1 contradict the word of
another person, I want to be sure
I know more than that person.
And I don’t know more than
Christ knew.

In the March, 1955, issue of
Reader’s Digest is an article by
David Sarnoff, Chairman of the
Board of The Radio Corporation
of America and one of the most
respected scientists the world has
known. For nearly fifty years he
has worked with scientists. In this
article he states:

In its early stages, modern

science seemed at odds with

religion; but this was merely a

token of its immaturity. The

more familiar story, in our time,
is that of scientists who become
increasingly aware of the mys-
tery of the universe and come
to religion through knowledge
of the limitations of science.
Indeed, how can those who play
with the building blocks of the
universe, its atoms and electrons
and genes, fail to be touched by
awe? Every victory of science
reveals more clearly a divine
design in nature, a remarkable
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conformity in all things, from

the infinitesimal to the infinite.

So, when I say “I don’t believe
in the power of faith,” I am also
setting myself against the testi-
mony of the best in modern
science. Science says, “Television
works” and the man who believes
it buys one and sees it work. Both
Christ and science say, “Faith in
God works,” and the one who
believes that tries it and sees for
himself.

Jesus said if you have faith in
God you can remove the moun-
tains standing in your way. Some
people don’t believe that.

For a time I had associated with
me at Grace Church in Atlanta a
very fine Doctor of Psychology.
On Sunday nights he would sit in
the pulpit and study the people
during the service. He told me it
was one of the finest opportunties
for psychological analysis one
could find. He taught me some
of the things to watch for in
people and I have learned to spot
the various types with ease. You
find them in almost any congrega-
tion.

For example, there is the man
who comes to church with an
unbelieving attitude. He looks
over the others present, thinks
about what a sorry bunch of hypo-
crites they are. He thinks the
singing is silly and he refuses to
join in. Instead of giving the
sermon a chance, he doubts that
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the minister practices what he
preaches. If some person seems
inspired and helped in the service,
he says it is just emotionalism.
On the other hand, another man
comes to church in an attitude of
faith. He is impressed by the fact
that people would freely give their
money to build a beautiful house
of worship. He thinks of how
many people have given their very
lives down through the centuries
to carry the Gospel of Christ to
others. Subconsciously he asks:
Why will a martyr die for his
faith? Why has the Bible lived?
What makes people pray? He is
moved to believe in faith. He sings

the hymns, really listens to the
sermon; he responds to the voice
of God in his own soul.

We recall that Jesus said, “
unto every one which hath sha]l
be given; and from him that hath
not, even that he hath shall be
taken away from him” (Luke
19:26). That principle applies
in many areas of life and especially
does it apply to faith. The man
who holds back his faith during
the church service leaves with less
than he brought. The one who
exercised his faith as best he could
goes out with new strength and
power.

C==o

In Our Home

Enola Chamberlin

I feel God near me every hour,

I sense His love, His gracious power.

I know though storms may rage and tear
That we are safe within His care;

That all my loved ones rest from harm
Within the shelter of His arm.

I know, so through my nights and days
I give my heart in thankful praise.



THANKSGIVING

Is The Key To Prayer

by

MALCOLM SPENCER

The joy of the Lord is your
strength.

“Perhaps Malcolm was as near
St. Francis as any we shall ever
meet.” That is high praise indeed.
The same friend who made that
statement also likened him to the
Pied Piper of Hamelin, to Puck,
to Ariel. Malcolm Spencer was,
you will gather, a rather unusual
figure, worthy of being described,
as someone once described Oswald
Chambers, as “the most irreverent
reverened I ever saw.”

His name is not widely known,
and, within a few decades, it may
pass away altogether, for he was
as McEwan Lawson futher de-
scribes him in the title of a brief
biography, “God’s Back-room
Boy.” But those who met him
will never forget him: that is
equally certain. Long-haired,
shabbily dressed, impatient of all
such matters, he was a single-

eyed visionary concerned with the
Kingdom of God. His “back-
room” activity concerned itself in
endless secretarial work and the
organization of innumerable com-
mittees and conferences. The
Student Christian Movement and
the “Free Church Fellowship”
knew him for years in various
organizing capacities. Perhaps
some of us might think that what
could have been an increasingly
original contribution was allowed
to be lost: snowed under mount-
ains of paper and committee
agendas.

Malcolm Spencer is introduced
into our galaxy of “discoverers in
prayer” as an exponent of thanks-
giving. He once wrote a pamphlet
with the title that stands at the
head of this chaper. The book was
the outcome of one of the earliest
of his conferences. By the sea
flats at the tip of Norfolk at a

By permission of Thomas Y. Crowell Co. Publishers of Secrets Of Answered

Prayer by Cyril H. Powell, $3.00.
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place called Overy Staithe, he
gathered with a group of some
twenty to thirty friends who be-
longed to what was then the
Primitive Methodist Church. What
were they doing? Enjoying a holi-
day, and at the same time spend-
ing their mornings thinking togeth-
er about prayer. His companions
found that Malcolm was opening
to them a new world, for he had
by this time, as he tells us, “proved
the value of taking groups of
people over a charted route of
thanksgiving.” In Malcolm’s com-
pany, that would be an experience
indeed!

The man himself was born in
Marple, Cheshire, on May 8th
1877. The family, moving to
Manchester, were early plunged
into trouble. Malcolm, who had
lost his mother when three, now
lost his father at the age of eight.
Eventually, against the back-
ground of that family struggle,
Malcolm won a scholarship to
Manchester Grammar School, and
from there another to Corpus
Christi, Oxford, where, studing
mathematics, he obtained a first.
By this time, the S.C.M.—then in
its heyday—claimed him. He had
determined to become a mission-
ary, but the possibility of going to
Africa did not materialise: instead,
in 1903 he went to Darwen to be
the assistant Congregational min-
ister in that bleak and rather grimy
Lancashire town. While there he

was allowed to act as “Missionary
Campaign Secretary” for the
S.C.M., and finally he was invited
to become a member of their full-
time staff.

Of the days that followed, per-
haps this snatch of verse, made to
sung to the tune of “There is a
Tavern in the Town” is illustra-
tive. S.C.M. students by the hun-
dred have sung it with gusto at the
“Hayes,” Swanwick, which houses
the annual S.C.M. and many other
conferences:

There is a Tavern called the

Hayes,

Where Malcolm Spencer often

stays,

And sits immersed in problems

deep.

And never, never thinks of

sleep.

In the year 1931 the S.C.M.
published a book from his pen
entitled VITALITY. Perhaps it
tells us as much about him as we
need to know. Anything, said
Malcolm in this book, which has
the power to increase life’s joy
and “speed the spirit of man in his
endeavours towards the best and
the highest seems to me to be of
God.” Our concern should be to
increase our appreciation, our
understanding of, and our partic-
ipation in, this fund of vitality
which comes from Him.

In order to quicken this spirit
in us, we should “go the whole
round of creation” from its lowest
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to its highest form of life and
cultivate the power to rejoice in
all of them . . . Beginning any-
where and stopping nowhere, we
praise God for all that is beautiful
in life. It is when we come to his
suggested “daily regimen” that we
realize how different this modern
St. Francis is from the rest of us.
It begins: “On getting up put your
head out of your window and take
a real look at the sky, not just to
see if rain is likely, but to realize
its infinitude and its capacity for
beauty. Then whether or not you
can take a cold bath with your
present degree of vitality, strip
naked and so remain for some
time; and in that time do some-
thing to stretch the body and feel
the joy of physical life. . . Then
when you are physically alert and
gay, after a good towelling, the
mind can be attuned to come into
its own . . .” The suggestions end
thus: “And if, at any hour of the
day, you catch your spirit slum-
bering and some side of your
nature asleep or aloof from the
fascination of life, awaken it with
a douse of cold water, or the
shaking of limbs, an ejaculation
of praise, a renewal of vows, or a
snatch of song, or dance . . . do
anything, or everything that will
reinstate you as a person wholly
alive in an exacting but very
delectable world.” .

Malcolm himself loved to tell
of the summer morning at five

Summer

o’clock when, now past forty and
living at Harrow, clad in vest and
lilac-coloured shorts, he was re-
turning from his early morning
run, and found that he was with-
out his latchkey. Rather than
disturb the family, he decided to
borrow the long garden ladder
from next door and enter through
an upstairs window. Just when he
was carrying out this operation,
a burly policeman came into view.
The latter halted in his tracks per-
ceptibly shaken by the vision that
met him. Malcolm found it very
difficult to persuade the policeman
that he was the rightful owner of
the house into which he seemed to
be breaking. “Officer,” he sug-
gested, finally, “if you will climb
this ladder you will find it leads
to the bathroom. In the bathroom,
just above the basin, you will find
a glass containing a set of den-
tures. If you will bring these you
will find that they fit me.” The
policeman would not forget that
morning encounter any more than
would others who met this unusual
man at unusual times doing un-
usual things.

What Malcolm Spencer had dis-
covered is that this world is a vast
wonderland, in which, unfortu-
nately, most people are half-
awake, living unnecessarily im-
poverished lives. Always a
campaigner for social righteous-
ness and, especially since his
Darwen days, desperately keen for
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a fair share of life and beauty for
everyone, he yet saw that the
supreme need for each man was
that he should be awakened from
within to what already lay around
him. Finding strength and inspira-
tion from fellowship with other
Christians and from partaking in
common worship, it yet seemed
to him that many churches were
half-dead, with no lift about them
and no consciousness of living in
the days of the Resurrection. For
Malcolm they were too gloomy,
both in their outlook and in their
furnishings and architecture. More
light, colour, more beauty is what
he longed for.

To return to Thanksgiving—
The Key To Prayer: this was
originally to have been a book on
Intercession; but, like Dr. John-
son’s Mr. Edwards, who would
have been a philosopher had not
cheerfulness kept breaking in, the
book did not get as far as that, and
turned out to be a book on
Thanksgiving! This fact in itself
is indicative of a truth that
Malcolm had proved over and
over again: for one is quite sure
that in those sessions in the morn-
ing, whether on the lawn, or by the
sea, or in his room when, after his
exercises, Malcolm remembered
his friends before God, thanks-
giving rich and deep would be his
first thought in prayer. This man
came to discover more and more
that this spirit holds the key to all

the rest of prayer. It sets us in the
proper frame for everything that
follows. It tunes us in to God.

“It seems to me both imperti-
nent and exhausting,” he wrote,
“to attempt to mobilize the spirit-
ual forces of the universe for the
betterment of the world, till we are
overflowing with appreciation of
the works of God in the world as
it is. The contemplation of God’s
goodness is the proper source of
energy for all our asking, and the
proper guide to us in choosing
what we shall ask.”

It is noteworthy that St. Paul
in his Letters often counselled the
folk of his day similarly. “Con-
tinue steadfastly in prayer,” he
writes, “watching therein with
thanksgiving;” “Giving thanks al-
ways for all things.” He brings
his first Letter to the Thessalon-
ians to a close in this way: “Re-
joice always, pray without ceasing,
in everything give thanks: for this
is the will of God in Christ Jesus
to you.” “Maintain your zest for
prayer,” says the apostle (in
Moffatt’s translation of Coloss-
ians 4:2), “with thanksgiving.”

Halyburton, than whom it is
scarcely possible to imagine a
greater contrast to Malcolm Spen-
cer—sombre Scottish puritan as
over against someone emancipated
from all that is sombre in puritan-
ism—tells us in his Memoirs that
he, too, made a great discovery.
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“l have found a law,” he says,
“that always, even when at the
lowest deeps, I can pull myself
back into the sunshine through the
duty of thankfulness.”

There is no way like Thanks-
giving to put us in tune. It makes

CLEAR HORIZONS
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us think of God, instead of our-
selves: of His power, and love,
instead of our weakness and fail-
ure. It is one of the greatest cures
for spiritual malaise. It is, as
Malcolm Spencer describes it, “the
key to prayer.”

C=o

PSALM AT DAWN

Hazel Dannecker

Dear Lord, my heart is light today;

I cannot find the words to pray,

But yonder in the maple tree

A wee brown thrush sings joyously.

He has no need of any word;

He knows his song of praise is heard.

Lord, search my heart and finding there

My gladness, take it for a prayer.

A new life with new hope, new dreams, new ad-

ventures, . .
giving.

. and we lift our voices with thanks-

God’s Cleansing Love

MARY GEARS

Have you ever stood in a gentle
rain, and lifted your face or held
out your hand, feeling the fresh
drops fall upon your skin? There’s
something rather significant in this
as an act of God’s cleansing pur-
pose in our lives. To illustrate:
No matter how long one stands in
the rain, or how forceful the
shower, one is still able to breathe.
The flow of water does not
“drown” us, it merely gets us wet.

There is also another phenom-
enon. The air around us changes
into a purified quality. So, as we
breathe through the rain, we
breathe into our bodies a new
exilarating freshness.

With the rains ceasing, for we
know it shall whether it be long

or short, a dazzeling beauty
emerges! Although surroundings
seem the same, the atmosphere is
changed, the grass greener, the sun
brighter, and we emerge renewed
with added vigor from the ener-
getic flow about us!

So it is with God’s action in our
lives. He allows His cleansing or
purifying power to flow over us,
in a gentle or sometimes forceful
way, but always allowing room for
us to “breathe”. For the Heavenly
Father never allows more than we
can carry, and we must remember
He knows us better than we know
ourselves.

With this wondrous cleansing
power going on, new fresh life is
being given and received within

9
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us, and this healing energy in-
creases our faith and gives us a
freshness of anticipation in the
future.

As the rain ends we discover the
“new life” that has been gently laid
before us, with God’s loving hand.

CLEAR HORIZONS
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A new life with new hope, new
dreams, new adventures, and we
lift our voices with thanksgiving
that he has led us through the
“rain clouds” and that His con-
stant healing power is perpetually
working throughout our universe!

O LOVING FATHER, YOU ARE ALWAYS
WITH US, THROUGHOUT ALL OUR EXPERI-

ENCES.

INCREASE OUR FAITH IN

YOUR

WORKING WITHIN OUR LIVES. GIVE US TO
CONTINUALLY BELIEVE THAT ALL IS DONE
ACCORDING TO YOUR MOST PERFECT AND
GOOD WILL, THAT IS LARGER AND MORE
PROFOUND THAN ANY INSIGNIFICANT
THOUGHT WE MAY HAVE. YOUR HEALING

ENERGY IS

CONSTANTLY WORKING

THROUGH US, CREATING NEW LIFE. THIS
YOU HAVE GIVEN US, AND ARE CONTIN-
UALLY DOING SO IN THE FORM OF JESUS
CHRIST, OUR LORD, WHO WITH THE HOLY
SPIRIT REIGNS ETERNALLY. AMEN

=

God Made Tears Too

Our heartaches may be beautiful

Because they purify

For tears may wash as clean and white
As raindrops from the sky.

Our sorrows may become to us
A friendly shielding fence

That holds out evil, ill, and hate
Yet folds magnificence.

Edna Hull Miller

If you want to enter heaven, you must
take it with you. There is no other life
worth living.

How They Applied
The

SERMON ON THE MOUNT

By

C. MILO CONNICK

Our forefathers were practical
men. Necessity saw to that. There
were few tradesmen to call upon
in their pioneer communities.
Specialists were as scarce as bar-
gains before Christmas. Survival
forced men to become Jacks-of-
all-trades. The advance of civili-
zation changed the circumstances.
By the middle of the twentieth
century, trained workers of many
kinds were available. But high
prices and leisure time gave birth
to a do-it-yourself movement. Of-
fice workers became week-end

plumbers, carpenters, painters, and
electricians. They returned to
“work” on Mondays with sure
savings, bolstered pride, sore mus-
cles, and a renewed respect for
anything that works.

We worship workability. We
test nearly everything—from gad-
gets to goals—by the yardstick of
usefulness. We demand that reli-
gion be the kind that can be put
into practice. Pious platitudes
simply will not do. Principles
must work, or they aren’t worth
bothering with. It is not enough

By permission of the publisher Fleming H. Revell Co. from Build On The

Rock by C. Milo Connick,
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for someone to say they will work.
We must be shown!

Do-it-yourself devotees will be
disappointed with the Sermon on
the Mount. Its teachings are not
for the muscular but for the meek
(the humble-minded). Even the
meek cannot follow them quickly
or fully. People accustomed to
short-order cooks, three-minute
car washes, and pants-pressed-
while-you-wait will soon tire of the
Sermon’s impossible imperatives.
They will relegate them to the
limbo of idealism and join a
scavenger hunt for something
“practical.”

The Sermon can be practiced
only by the patient. If people are
willing to abandon short cuts to
character, submit to the Sermon’s
stringent demands, and confess
their inability to “go it alone,” they
will find the teachings to be both
practical and productive. This was
the experience of a group of top-
flight businessmen. For five weeks
they made an intensive study of the
Sermon. During the sixth week
they read the Sermon each morn-
ing before they went to work.
Throughout the day, they tried
to put it into practice in their
personal and professional lives.
Each night they reread the Sermon
and kept a record of their apparent
successes and failures. When they
came together to share their expe-
riences at the end of the week,
they thrilled each other with their
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reports.

George, a prominent lawyer,
spoke first. “The other night I
attended a professional meeting at
which we were to elect officers.
I had no particular candidate, but
most of the fellows were eagerly
supporting their favorites. Feel-
ings became intense. Then a
friend suggested that I nominate
someone for president. At first I
refused, but suddenly an idea came
to me. Here was an opportunity
to try out the Sermon and become
a peacemaker. I agreed to nom-
inate a candidate, and during my
speech I somehow was able to say
just the right things. As a result,
my candidate was elected, and
harmony prevailed.

“The next day I found myself
thinking about a family problem.
I come from a large family. Some
of its members had not spoken for
years. I picked up the 'phone and
made five calls. I had made such
calls before, but not in the same
spirit. But now, thanks to this
new look, we are all on speaking
terms and are planning a reunion
at Christmas.”

George paused to look around
him, as if to gauge the effect of
his experiences on the others; then
he continued: “Sunday was a
tough one! I hadn’t been to my
church for three months. Some-
thing had happened there that had
disappointed me. Besides, the
church was cold and impersonal.
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But I'd had such a successful week
in human relations that I decided
to return to my church wearing my
new face. You know, I have
never experienced such a warm,
friendly welcome. I came to real-
ize that perhaps the trouble had
been with me all along.

“I won’t itemize what happened
on the other days this week but,
among other things, 1 worked
on two very complicated legal
briefs. I was relaxed, tensionless;
the words flowed out of me. In
less than half the time it would
ordinarily take I turned out some
of the finest work of my career.
Perhaps 1 can summarize my
experience by repeating what my
wife said before 1 left tonight:
‘This has been the most wonderful
week we've had since we've been
married.” ”

At this point, an executive
spoke. “George, I know men who
would pay a psychiatrist $1,000
to get what you have found. By
focusing on God you have obtain-
ed release from tension and
frustration.”

Another member of the group,
Jim, an engineer, rose. “I began
the week out in left field. The
office assigned me a nasty re-
search job. I had to work day and
night, Saturday and Sunday in-
cluded. I disliked being away from
my family, missed the lift T get at
church. My resentments multi-
plied. I found myself spending

more time rebelling than research-
ing. I had become part of the
problem instead of the solution.

“One night, as I was reading the
Sermon on the Mount, one of the
Beatitudes seemed to speak to me:
‘Blessed are the meek,” or ‘Happy
are the humble-minded.” 1 had
assumed that there was no reason
why 1 had to work such long
hours. I decided to try to discover
what benefits my research would
have for the company, other em-
ployees, and myself. The more I
investigated, the more amazed I
became. Many stood to benefit
from my labor. I had been select-
ed to do the work because the
company had confidence in me.
I threw myself into the project
with renewed vigor. When I pre-
sented the results to the head of
our company, he was elated.
Fellow employees complimented
me. My success was brought
about by the change made in me
by the Beatitudes.”

For Bill, a contractor, it was
the same story from a different
angle. “When I sat down to dinner
the other night,” he said, “I was
exhausted. Everything the children
did seemed wrong. Mary tried to
carry on a conversation with half
her dinner in her mouth. Frank
kicked his little sister under the
table. She wailed! The baby spill-
ed her milk. I found myself bark-
ing commands: ‘Don’t put so
much food in your mouth at once!
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Keep those feet stilll Watch out!
That milk costs six cents a glass!’

“After dinner, 1 sat down to
read, but not for long. The child-
ren were playing house. Frank
was the father. He shouted at
Mary, ‘Don’t put so much food
in your mouth!” One by one, I
heard my own commands repeat-
ed. I had cast my words on the
water and now they were return-
ing. I felt ashamed, I knew now
what it meant to be ‘poor in spirit.’
I was painfully aware of my spirit-
ual need. I resolved to set a
better example for my children—
to speak softly, to ask instead of
command, and to try to under-
stand what it must be like to be
a child in a world geared almost
exclusively to adults.

“You know, I've made some
interesting discoveries in the past
few days. I've found children
don’t sit up to the table because
their chairs don’t fit them. They
kick each other under the table
because it’s hard for them to sit
still. They tip over milk because
their muscles aren’t coordinated.
Now I don’t expect so much from
them and their behavior doesn’t
bother me the way it did. I'm
trying to treat them the way God
treats me, and were all a lot
happier because of it.”

What happened to these busi-
nessmen did not terminate at the
end of six weeks. They realized
that they had just begun a long,
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exciting pilgrimage. They contin-
ued to meet weekly. Each week
they discussed the Sermon and its
impact on their lives. Their num-
ber grew and their influence
multiplied. These men were not
alone. Kindred groups through-
out the world have found the
Sermon to be a practical guide
to abundant living. You, too, my
readers, can be numbered among
them. Study the characteristics of
a Christian found in the Sermon.
Choose one of them and let it
dominate your life for a single
week. Take stock every day.
Note your triumphs. Analyze your
failures. Concentrate on positive
accomplishments. At the end of
the week, select another char-
acteristic and try to make it your
own, not forgetting the first.

The characteristics of a Christ-
ian cannot be quickly or fully
acquired. But they can be culti-
vated. If you want to enter heaven,
you must take it with you. Ask
your family and friends to join you
in your quest. Obtain the help of
your minister. Seek the wisdom
of fellow Christians. Organize
specific groups for concentrated
and sustained study of the Sermon
on the mount. Above all, pray!
Pray for the cleansing that comes
from forgiveness. Pray for the
power that comes with humility.
Pray for life at its best, life in the
Kingdom of Heaven. There is no
other life worth living!

CHRISTINE L. MATHER

N | Touclled Tlle Master”

I am the woman who for twelve
years had an incurable disease.
Then Jesus passed my way, and I
touched the Hem of His Garment.
You can read about me in the
Gospel of Mark, verses 25 through
34, Today I am glowing with
health. My own color is so good
you must find it hard to believe
that once I was ghastly white from
the resulting anemia. Worse than
that I was slowly dying. May I
tell you my story?

After my husband died, I lived
alone earning money as a weaver.
It was hard enough trying to make
ends meet, and then I became ill.
Altho the doctor did his best, he
couldn’t help me, so after a time
I tried another physician, but got
no better. In fact, I grew worse.
It was very discouraging and all
the money I earned went to pay
doctors’ bills.

My frantic search for health

led me from one physician to
another, but to no avail, for event-
ually each one in turn said, “I'm
sorry, there’s nothing more I can
do for you.”

After twelve long years of this
I was at the end of my rope. All
my savings were gone, and my
health was broken. Daily I grew
weaker, and it was frightening to
find my little energy dwindling
away. Wearily I dragged myself
about.

Weaving and even keeping
house became a tremendous effort,
and I was fighting a losing battle
against illness and mounting ex-
penses. By now I was wasting
away and knew I could not con-
tinue like this much longer.

Then friends told me of a won-
derful man named Jesus who
healed people of all diseases. Oh,
how hope sprang up within my
heart then and shone thru the
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16 CLEAR HORIZONS

blackness of my despair. Why if
He healed everyone, He could
heal me too!

I longed to see this man. But
how could it be arranged? I was
too weak to go to Him. Would
He ever come to me? I wondered.

One day a neighbor came run-
ning over to tell me Jesus was
coming up our very street. She
had overheard people saying He
was on the way to Jairus’ house
to heal his little girl. This seemed
almost too good to be true. Here
was my chance at last. Why in a
few minutes I would be well!

Eagerly I rushed outdoors. Sure
enough there was Jesus, wearing a
white robe. But I hadn’t expected
to see a mob following Him.
Being shy and timid and very
embarrassed about my condition
I didn’t want anyone to see me
talking to Jesus. But yet I must
be healed. My life wasn’t worth
living otherwise. What should I
do?

Something within me kept say-
ing, “No one will notice you. You
don’t need to talk to him. If you
just touch His garment you'll be
healed.”

So when the croud approached
my home I edged up close, and
without attracting any attention
tried to squeeze my way thru to
reach Jesus. This was. hard work
for the people kept pushing me
back. Two or three times I was
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knocked off balance and nearly
fell.

All this exertion made me
weaker, but I was determined to
touch his garment, for I knew I
would be healed.

As we walked along I made my
way thru the mob by degrees, and
finally was just behind Jesus. My
friends were right—He was won-
derful, unlike anyone I'd ever seen
—tall, handsome, strong, and yet
so gentle. When He turned His
head I saw the kindest face in all
the world. Understanding love
was in His eyes, and when He
spoke His voice was vibrant and
mellow—full of tenderness. This
was a man who cared deeply for
people.

Just walking close to him was
like being in heaven. Never had
I been so happy or felt such peace.
No wonder people followed Him
—they couldn’t help themselves—
for His Love drew them. Concen-
trating on Jesus I forgot all about
myself, wanting only to remain in
the presence of this man and
follow Him to the ends of the
earth.

Suddenly I remembered why I
had come to Him. This was the
physician who could heal me!
Stooping down so no one would
see, very quickly I touched the
hem of His garment.

Instantly I felt healing power
surging thru every cell of my body,
bringing with it strength and vital-
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ity. I knew I was completely
healed. More than that—I was a
new person, walking on air!

Gratitude and love for Jesus
flooded my being, for the years
of suffering and despair were over,
and a new life lay ahead. But now
I must slip out of the crowd
unnoticed.

Then I heard Jesus ask, “Who
touched me?”’ O dear, He was
aware of it! The disciples replied,
“Master, in this mob, people are
constantly bumping up against
you. Why do you even ask?”

“This was different,” Jesus per-
sisted, “for I felt power thru me.
Someone touched my clothes for
healing—who was it?”

Realizing now I must confess,
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in fear and trembling I knelt at His
feet, telling Him everything and
thanking Him for healing me.
Never will I forget His look of
compassion, nor His words of
love spoken to me, “Daughter,
your faith has made you whole.
Go in peace.’
#* %k %k k k

That was several years ago. My
health has been perfect since, and
His peace and joy have been with
me all along. It makes me very
happy to tell what Jesus has done
for me.

Business has picked up too, for
I can weave faster now, and people
say my designs are more beautiful.
No wonder, for the hands that
weave have touched the Master.

=

Eternal life is not a problem of the future, but a gift of this present

world.—Francis Peabody.



WHY DOES IT ALWAYS HAPPEN TO ME?

RUSSELL |. FORNWALT

Years ago I applied for a job
as personnel assistant in a large
New York City department store.
My heart was so set on the job I
made a special trip to the City
for interviews and tests. But after
a long day of filling out forms
and conferences I was told the job
was not mine.

I was downcast, of course. Gone
was my hope for an exciting job
in an exciting city. But rather
than return home I decided to
remain in New York overnight,
and before retiring I read from the
Sermon on the Mount. The words
in Matthew 6:8—". . . for your
Father knoweth what things ye
have need of, before ye ask him”
—give me comfort and confidence.

The next morning I went to
several employment services, pick-
ing them at random from the
newspaper. One placement man-
ager told me about a job as coun-
selor with a boys’ social agency.
Instantly I had a realization that
the position was already mine. It
fit my talent, tastes, training, and
temperament to the proverbial
“T.” It was the perfect outlet for
my interests, imagination, and
initiative. The Father indeed knew
what I needed, and -He led me
to it.

Today’s blow might well be
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tomorrow’s blessing. So, if you,
too, wonder sometimes “Why does
it always happen to me?” remem-
ber the words of Paul in Romans
8:28—*. . . all things work togeth-
er for good to them that love
God. . .”

When you fully know Romans
8:28 you will really never experi-
ence lack, loss, or limitation. You
will find advantage in adversity.
Pain will always be gain. And
every cloud will indeed have its
silver lining.

An insurance agent I know
recently had a heart attack. Prior
to his illness he was on the go day
and night including Sundays and
holidays. His life was one con-
tinuous round of cocktail parties,
picnics, and playing around. Of
course, he always mixed policy-
selling with pleasure and vice
versa.

As a result of his cardiac catas-
trophe he was out of “commission”
for nearly a year, emerging with
fewer dollars but more sense.
Today that insurance salesman is
in the best of health. He eats and
sleeps regularly, and he has cut
out all the needless tearing around.
True, he’s making less money, but
he’s living better and longer.

Whether it’s a heart attack or
any acute or chronic condition, it
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need not be a curse. It can be a
cure, a veritable kindness.

As you know, some people see
sickness as a sort of punishment
for sinning. And, in a sense, that’s
true. However, others take a
positive view. They regard sick-
ness as a purging, purifying, or
perfecting process to get the body
back into balance. Even the
common cold can cause us to take
better care of ourselves.

You'll find that no matter how
trite trivial, or tragic an event, it
can have its hidden treasure. The
very thing you resist may have the
best results.

Some years ago my employer
asked me to attend a conference
in Albany. For personal reasons
I was not eager to make the trip
at the time, and I was violently
opposed to it. However, at my
employer’s insistence I went—but
reluctantly. However at the con-
ference 1 decided I'd get into the
swing of things rather than be
sulky or grumpy.

About four months after the
affair I had a phone call from the
editor of a boys’ magazine. He
asked me to do an article on
summer jobs for young men, and
I said I'd gladly do so. I was
curious to know how the editor
had heard of me, so I asked him.
He said the chairman of the
employment-for-youth panel at the
Albany conference had told him
all about me.

That experience taught me that
what looks like opposition is often
oppulence in disguise. Not only
was I handsomely rewarded for
the article, but as a result of the
contact many other doors opened.
How well it is to remember the
words of Isaiah 48:17—". .. I am
the Lord thy God which teacheth
thee to profit, which leadeth thee
by the way that thou shouldest
go.”

A lawyer friend of mine tried
hard for draft deferment during
World War II. He prayed and
pleaded but to no avail. After
his basic training the young law-
yer rose in rank rapidly. In a
short time he was assigned to the
adjutant-general’s headquarters
and served with distinctior in the
famous post-war trials in Ger-
many.

After discharge from service
my friend resumed law practice
in his home town. His military
career turned out to be a powerful
political asset. He was elected to
the state assembly and later was
appointed deputy attorney-general
for the state.

How often seeming oppression
is merely the beginning of sensa-
tional opportunity! How often are
we blind to our greatest blessings!
That lawyer’s experience brings
to mind another verse in Isaiah,
42:16—"“And 1 will bring the
blind by a way that they knew
not; I will lead them in paths that



